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IMPRESSIONS OF AN INDIAN CHILDHOOD
I.
MY MOTHER.

A wigwam of weather-stained canvas stood at the base of some
irregularly ascending hills. A footpath wound its way gently down the
sloping land till it reached the broad river bottom; creeping through the long
swamp grasses that bent over it on either side, it came out on the edge of the
Missouri.
Here, morning, noon, and evening, my mother came to draw water from
the muddy stream for our household use. Always, when my mother started
for the river, I stopped my play to run along with her. She was only of
medium height. Often she was sad and silent, at which times her full arched
lips were compressed into hard and bitter lines, and shadows fell under her
black eyes. Then I clung to her hand and begged to know what made the
tears fall.
"Hush; my little daughter must never talk about my tears"; and smiling
through them, she patted my head and said, "Now let me see how fast you
can run today." Whereupon I tore away at my highest possible speed, with
my long black hair blowing in the breeze.

I was a wild little girl of seven. Loosely clad in a slip of brown buckskin,
and light-footed with a pair of soft moccasins on my feet, I was as free as
the wind that blew my hair, and no less spirited than a bounding deer. These
were my mother's pride,—my wild freedom and overflowing spirits. She
taught me no fear save that of intruding myself upon others.
Having gone many paces ahead I stopped, panting for breath, and
laughing with glee as my mother watched my every movement. I was not
wholly conscious of myself, but was more keenly alive to the fire within. It
was as if I were the activity, and my hands and feet were only experiments
for my spirit to work upon.
Returning from the river, I tugged beside my mother, with my hand upon
the bucket I believed I was carrying. One time, on such a return, I
remember a bit of conversation we had. My grown-up cousin, Warca-Ziwin
(Sunflower), who was then seventeen, always went to the river alone for
water for her mother. Their wigwam was not far from ours; and I saw her
daily going to and from the river. I admired my cousin greatly. So I said:
"Mother, when I am tall as my cousin Warca-Ziwin, you shall not have to
come for water. I will do it for you."
With a strange tremor in her voice which I could not understand, she
answered, "If the paleface does not take away from us the river we drink."
"Mother, who is this bad paleface?" I asked.
"My little daughter, he is a sham,—a sickly sham! The bronzed Dakota is
the only real man."
I looked up into my mother's face while she spoke; and seeing her bite
her lips, I knew she was unhappy. This aroused revenge in my small soul.

Stamping my foot on the earth, I cried aloud, "I hate the paleface that makes
my mother cry!"
Setting the pail of water on the ground, my mother stooped, and
stretching her left hand out on the level with my eyes, she placed her other
arm about me; she pointed to the hill where my uncle and my only sister lay
buried.
"There is what the paleface has done! Since then your father too has been
buried in a hill nearer the rising sun. We were once very happy. But the
paleface has stolen our lands and driven us hither. Having defrauded us of
our land, the paleface forced us away.
"Well, it happened on the day we moved camp that your sister and uncle
were both very sick. Many others were ailing, but there seemed to be no
help. We traveled many days and nights; not in the grand, happy way that
we moved camp when I was a little girl, but we were driven, my child,
driven like a herd of buffalo. With every step, your sister, who was not as
large as you are now, shrieked with the painful jar until she was hoarse with
crying. She grew more and more feverish. Her little hands and cheeks were
burning hot. Her little lips were parched and dry, but she would not drink
the water I gave her. Then I discovered that her throat was swollen and red.
My poor child, how I cried with her because the Great Spirit had forgotten
us!
"At last, when we reached this western country, on the first weary night
your sister died. And soon your uncle died also, leaving a widow and an
orphan daughter, your cousin Warca-Ziwin. Both your sister and uncle
might have been happy with us today, had it not been for the heartless
paleface."

My mother was silent the rest of the way to our wigwam. Though I saw
no tears in her eyes, I knew that was because I was with her. She seldom
wept before me.

II.
THE LEGENDS.

During the summer days my mother built her fire in the shadow of our
wigwam.
In the early morning our simple breakfast was spread upon the grass west
of our tepee. At the farthest point of the shade my mother sat beside her
fire, toasting a savory piece of dried meat. Near her, I sat upon my feet,
eating my dried meat with unleavened bread, and drinking strong black
coffee.
The morning meal was our quiet hour, when we two were entirely alone.
At noon, several who chanced to be passing by stopped to rest, and to share
our luncheon with us, for they were sure of our hospitality.
My uncle, whose death my mother ever lamented, was one of our nation's
bravest warriors. His name was on the lips of old men when talking of the
proud feats of valor; and it was mentioned by younger men, too, in
connection with deeds of gallantry. Old women praised him for his kindness
toward them; young women held him up as an ideal to their sweethearts.
Every one loved him, and my mother worshiped his memory. Thus it
happened that even strangers were sure of welcome in our lodge, if they but
asked a favor in my uncle's name.

Though I heard many strange experiences related by these wayfarers, I
loved best the evening meal, for that was the time old legends were told. I
was always glad when the sun hung low in the west, for then my mother
sent me to invite the neighboring old men and women to eat supper with us.
Running all the way to the wigwams, I halted shyly at the entrances.
Sometimes I stood long moments without saying a word. It was not any fear
that made me so dumb when out upon such a happy errand; nor was it that I
wished to withhold the invitation, for it was all I could do to observe this
very proper silence. But it was a sensing of the atmosphere, to assure
myself that I should not hinder other plans. My mother used to say to me, as
I was almost bounding away for the old people: "Wait a moment before you
invite any one. If other plans are being discussed, do not interfere, but go
elsewhere."
The old folks knew the meaning of my pauses; and often they coaxed my
confidence by asking, "What do you seek, little granddaughter?"
"My mother says you are to come to our tepee this evening," I instantly
exploded, and breathed the freer afterwards.
"Yes, yes, gladly, gladly I shall come!" each replied. Rising at once and
carrying their blankets across one shoulder, they flocked leisurely from their
various wigwams toward our dwelling.
My mission done, I ran back, skipping and jumping with delight. All out
of breath, I told my mother almost the exact words of the answers to my
invitation. Frequently she asked, "What were they doing when you entered
their tepee?" This taught me to remember all I saw at a single glance. Often
I told my mother my impressions without being questioned.
While in the neighboring wigwams sometimes an old Indian woman
asked me, "What is your mother doing?" Unless my mother had cautioned

me not to tell, I generally answered her questions without reserve.
At the arrival of our guests I sat close to my mother, and did not leave her
side without first asking her consent. I ate my supper in quiet, listening
patiently to the talk of the old people, wishing all the time that they would
begin the stories I loved best. At last, when I could not wait any longer, I
whispered in my mother's ear, "Ask them to tell an Iktomi story, mother."
Soothing my impatience, my mother said aloud, "My little daughter is
anxious to hear your legends." By this time all were through eating, and the
evening was fast deepening into twilight.
As each in turn began to tell a legend, I pillowed my head in my mother's
lap; and lying flat upon my back, I watched the stars as they peeped down
upon me, one by one. The increasing interest of the tale aroused me, and I
sat up eagerly listening to every word. The old women made funny
remarks, and laughed so heartily that I could not help joining them.
The distant howling of a pack of wolves or the hooting of an owl in the
river bottom frightened me, and I nestled into my mother's lap. She added
some dry sticks to the open fire, and the bright flames leaped up into the
faces of the old folks as they sat around in a great circle.
On such an evening, I remember the glare of the fire shone on a tattooed
star upon the brow of the old warrior who was telling a story. I watched him
curiously as he made his unconscious gestures. The blue star upon his
bronzed forehead was a puzzle to me. Looking about, I saw two parallel
lines on the chin of one of the old women. The rest had none. I examined
my mother's face, but found no sign there.
After the warrior's story was finished, I asked the old woman the
meaning of the blue lines on her chin, looking all the while out of the

corners of my eyes at the warrior with the star on his forehead. I was a little
afraid that he would rebuke me for my boldness.
Here the old woman began: "Why, my grandchild, they are signs,—secret
signs I dare not tell you. I shall, however, tell you a wonderful story about a
woman who had a cross tattooed upon each of her cheeks."
It was a long story of a woman whose magic power lay hidden behind the
marks upon her face. I fell asleep before the story was completed.
Ever after that night I felt suspicious of tattooed people. Wherever I saw
one I glanced furtively at the mark and round about it, wondering what
terrible magic power was covered there.
It was rarely that such a fearful story as this one was told by the camp
fire. Its impression was so acute that the picture still remains vividly clear
and pronounced.

III.
THE BEADWORK.

Soon after breakfast mother sometimes began her beadwork. On a bright,
clear day, she pulled out the wooden pegs that pinned the skirt of our
wigwam to the ground, and rolled the canvas part way up on its frame of
slender poles. Then the cool morning breezes swept freely through our
dwelling, now and then wafting the perfume of sweet grasses from newly
burnt prairie.
Untying the long tasseled strings that bound a small brown buckskin bag,
my mother spread upon a mat beside her bunches of colored beads, just as
an artist arranges the paints upon his palette. On a lapboard she smoothed
out a double sheet of soft white buckskin; and drawing from a beaded case
that hung on the left of her wide belt a long, narrow blade, she trimmed the
buckskin into shape. Often she worked upon small moccasins for her small
daughter. Then I became intensely interested in her designing. With a
proud, beaming face, I watched her work. In imagination, I saw myself
walking in a new pair of snugly fitting moccasins. I felt the envious eyes of
my playmates upon the pretty red beads decorating my feet.
Close beside my mother I sat on a rug, with a scrap of buckskin in one
hand and an awl in the other. This was the beginning of my practical
observation lessons in the art of beadwork. From a skein of finely twisted

threads of silvery sinews my mother pulled out a single one. With an awl
she pierced the buckskin, and skillfully threaded it with the white sinew.
Picking up the tiny beads one by one, she strung them with the point of her
thread, always twisting it carefully after every stitch.
It took many trials before I learned how to knot my sinew thread on the
point of my finger, as I saw her do. Then the next difficulty was in keeping
my thread stiffly twisted, so that I could easily string my beads upon it. My
mother required of me original designs for my lessons in beading. At first I
frequently ensnared many a sunny hour into working a long design. Soon I
learned from self-inflicted punishment to refrain from drawing complex
patterns, for I had to finish whatever I began.
After some experience I usually drew easy and simple crosses and
squares. These were some of the set forms. My original designs were not
always symmetrical nor sufficiently characteristic, two faults with which
my mother had little patience. The quietness of her oversight made me feel
strongly responsible and dependent upon my own judgment. She treated me
as a dignified little individual as long as I was on my good behavior; and
how humiliated I was when some boldness of mine drew forth a rebuke
from her!
In the choice of colors she left me to my own taste. I was pleased with an
outline of yellow upon a background of dark blue, or a combination of red
and myrtle-green. There was another of red with a bluish-gray that was
more conventionally used. When I became a little familiar with designing
and the various pleasing combinations of color, a harder lesson was given
me. It was the sewing on, instead of beads, some tinted porcupine quills,
moistened and flattened between the nails of the thumb and forefinger. My
mother cut off the prickly ends and burned them at once in the centre fire.
These sharp points were poisonous, and worked into the flesh wherever

they lodged. For this reason, my mother said, I should not do much alone in
quills until I was as tall as my cousin Warca-Ziwin.
Always after these confining lessons I was wild with surplus spirits, and
found joyous relief in running loose in the open again. Many a summer
afternoon a party of four or five of my playmates roamed over the hills with
me. We each carried a light sharpened rod about four feet long, with which
we pried up certain sweet roots. When we had eaten all the choice roots we
chanced upon, we shouldered our rods and strayed off into patches of a
stalky plant under whose yellow blossoms we found little crystal drops of
gum. Drop by drop we gathered this nature's rock-candy, until each of us
could boast of a lump the size of a small bird's egg. Soon satiated with its
woody flavor, we tossed away our gum, to return again to the sweet roots.
I remember well how we used to exchange our necklaces, beaded belts,
and sometimes even our moccasins. We pretended to offer them as gifts to
one another. We delighted in impersonating our own mothers. We talked of
things we had heard them say in their conversations. We imitated their
various manners, even to the inflection of their voices. In the lap of the
prairie we seated ourselves upon our feet, and leaning our painted cheeks in
the palms of our hands, we rested our elbows on our knees, and bent
forward as old women were most accustomed to do.
While one was telling of some heroic deed recently done by a near
relative, the rest of us listened attentively, and exclaimed in undertones,
"Han! han!" (yes! yes!) whenever the speaker paused for breath, or
sometimes for our sympathy. As the discourse became more thrilling,
according to our ideas, we raised our voices in these interjections. In these
impersonations our parents were led to say only those things that were in
common favor.

No matter how exciting a tale we might be rehearsing, the mere shifting
of a cloud shadow in the landscape near by was sufficient to change our
impulses; and soon we were all chasing the great shadows that played
among the hills. We shouted and whooped in the chase; laughing and
calling to one another, we were like little sportive nymphs on that Dakota
sea of rolling green.
On one occasion I forgot the cloud shadow in a strange notion to catch up
with my own shadow. Standing straight and still, I began to glide after it,
putting out one foot cautiously. When, with the greatest care, I set my foot
in advance of myself, my shadow crept onward too. Then again I tried it;
this time with the other foot. Still again my shadow escaped me. I began to
run; and away flew my shadow, always just a step beyond me. Faster and
faster I ran, setting my teeth and clenching my fists, determined to overtake
my own fleet shadow. But ever swifter it glided before me, while I was
growing breathless and hot. Slackening my speed, I was greatly vexed that
my shadow should check its pace also. Daring it to the utmost, as I thought,
I sat down upon a rock imbedded in the hillside.
So! my shadow had the impudence to sit down beside me!
Now my comrades caught up with me, and began to ask why I was
running away so fast.
"Oh, I was chasing my shadow! Didn't you ever do that?" I inquired,
surprised that they should not understand.
They planted their moccasined feet firmly upon my shadow to stay it, and
I arose. Again my shadow slipped away, and moved as often as I did. Then
we gave up trying to catch my shadow.

Before this peculiar experience I have no distinct memory of having
recognized any vital bond between myself and my own shadow. I never
gave it an afterthought.
Returning our borrowed belts and trinkets, we rambled homeward. That
evening, as on other evenings, I went to sleep over my legends.

IV.
THE COFFEE-MAKING.

One summer afternoon my mother left me alone in our wigwam while
she went across the way to my aunt's dwelling.
I did not much like to stay alone in our tepee for I feared a tall, broadshouldered crazy man, some forty years old, who walked loose among the
hills. Wiyaka-Napbina (Wearer of a Feather Necklace) was harmless, and
whenever he came into a wigwam he was driven there by extreme hunger.
He went nude except for the half of a red blanket he girdled around his
waist. In one tawny arm he used to carry a heavy bunch of wild sunflowers
that he gathered in his aimless ramblings. His black hair was matted by the
winds, and scorched into a dry red by the constant summer sun. As he took
great strides, placing one brown bare foot directly in front of the other, he
swung his long lean arm to and fro.
Frequently he paused in his walk and gazed far backward, shading his
eyes with his hand. He was under the belief that an evil spirit was haunting
his steps. This was what my mother told me once, when I sneered at such a
silly big man. I was brave when my mother was near by, and WiyakaNapbina walking farther and farther away.

"Pity the man, my child. I knew him when he was a brave and handsome
youth. He was overtaken by a malicious spirit among the hills, one day,
when he went hither and thither after his ponies. Since then he can not stay
away from the hills," she said.
I felt so sorry for the man in his misfortune that I prayed to the Great
Spirit to restore him. But though I pitied him at a distance, I was still afraid
of him when he appeared near our wigwam.
Thus, when my mother left me by myself that afternoon I sat in a fearful
mood within our tepee. I recalled all I had ever heard about WiyakaNapbina; and I tried to assure myself that though he might pass near by, he
would not come to our wigwam because there was no little girl around our
grounds.
Just then, from without a hand lifted the canvas covering of the entrance;
the shadow of a man fell within the wigwam, and a large roughly
moccasined foot was planted inside.
For a moment I did not dare to breathe or stir, for I thought that could be
no other than Wiyaka-Napbina. The next instant I sighed aloud in relief. It
was an old grandfather who had often told me Iktomi legends.
"Where is your mother, my little grandchild?" were his first words.
"My mother is soon coming back from my aunt's tepee," I replied.
"Then I shall wait awhile for her return," he said, crossing his feet and
seating himself upon a mat.
At once I began to play the part of a generous hostess. I turned to my
mother's coffeepot.

Lifting the lid, I found nothing but coffee grounds in the bottom. I set the
pot on a heap of cold ashes in the centre, and filled it half full of warm
Missouri River water. During this performance I felt conscious of being
watched. Then breaking off a small piece of our unleavened bread, I placed
it in a bowl. Turning soon to the coffeepot, which would never have boiled
on a dead fire had I waited forever, I poured out a cup of worse than muddy
warm water. Carrying the bowl in one hand and cup in the other, I handed
the light luncheon to the old warrior. I offered them to him with the air of
bestowing generous hospitality.
"How! how!" he said, and placed the dishes on the ground in front of his
crossed feet. He nibbled at the bread and sipped from the cup. I sat back
against a pole watching him. I was proud to have succeeded so well in
serving refreshments to a guest all by myself. Before the old warrior had
finished eating, my mother entered. Immediately she wondered where I had
found coffee, for she knew I had never made any, and that she had left the
coffeepot empty. Answering the question in my mother's eyes, the warrior
remarked, "My granddaughter made coffee on a heap of dead ashes, and
served me the moment I came."
They both laughed, and mother said, "Wait a little longer, and I shall
build a fire." She meant to make some real coffee. But neither she nor the
warrior, whom the law of our custom had compelled to partake of my
insipid hospitality, said anything to embarrass me. They treated my best
judgment, poor as it was, with the utmost respect. It was not till long years
afterward that I learned how ridiculous a thing I had done.

V.
THE DEAD MAN'S PLUM BUSH.

One autumn afternoon many people came streaming toward the dwelling
of our near neighbor. With painted faces, and wearing broad white bosoms
of elk's teeth, they hurried down the narrow footpath to Haraka Wambdi's
wigwam. Young mothers held their children by the hand, and half pulled
them along in their haste. They overtook and passed by the bent old
grandmothers who were trudging along with crooked canes toward the
centre of excitement. Most of the young braves galloped hither on their
ponies. Toothless warriors, like the old women, came more slowly, though
mounted on lively ponies. They sat proudly erect on their horses. They
wore their eagle plumes, and waved their various trophies of former wars.
In front of the wigwam a great fire was built, and several large black
kettles of venison were suspended over it. The crowd were seated about it
on the grass in a great circle. Behind them some of the braves stood leaning
against the necks of their ponies, their tall figures draped in loose robes
which were well drawn over their eyes.
Young girls, with their faces glowing like bright red autumn leaves, their
glossy braids falling over each ear, sat coquettishly beside their chaperons.
It was a custom for young Indian women to invite some older relative to

escort them to the public feasts. Though it was not an iron law, it was
generally observed.
Haraka Wambdi was a strong young brave, who had just returned from
his first battle, a warrior. His near relatives, to celebrate his new rank, were
spreading a feast to which the whole of the Indian village was invited.
Holding my pretty striped blanket in readiness to throw over my
shoulders, I grew more and more restless as I watched the gay throng
assembling. My mother was busily broiling a wild duck that my aunt had
that morning brought over.
"Mother, mother, why do you stop to cook a small meal when we are
invited to a feast?" I asked, with a snarl in my voice.
"My child, learn to wait. On our way to the celebration we are going to
stop at Chanyu's wigwam. His aged mother-in-law is lying very ill, and I
think she would like a taste of this small game."
Having once seen the suffering on the thin, pinched features of this dying
woman, I felt a momentary shame that I had not remembered her before.
On our way I ran ahead of my mother and was reaching out my hand to
pick some purple plums that grew on a small bush, when I was checked by
a low "Sh!" from my mother.
"Why, mother, I want to taste the plums!" I exclaimed, as I dropped my
hand to my side in disappointment.
"Never pluck a single plum from this brush, my child, for its roots are
wrapped around an Indian's skeleton. A brave is buried here. While he lived
he was so fond of playing the game of striped plum seeds that, at his death,

his set of plum seeds were buried in his hands. From them sprang up this
little bush."
Eyeing the forbidden fruit, I trod lightly on the sacred ground, and dared
to speak only in whispers until we had gone many paces from it. After that
time I halted in my ramblings whenever I came in sight of the plum bush. I
grew sober with awe, and was alert to hear a long-drawn-out whistle rise
from the roots of it. Though I had never heard with my own ears this
strange whistle of departed spirits, yet I had listened so frequently to hear
the old folks describe it that I knew I should recognize it at once.
The lasting impression of that day, as I recall it now, is what my mother
told me about the dead man's plum bush.

VI.
THE GROUND SQUIRREL.

In the busy autumn days my cousin Warca-Ziwin's mother came to our
wigwam to help my mother preserve foods for our winter use. I was very
fond of my aunt, because she was not so quiet as my mother. Though she
was older, she was more jovial and less reserved. She was slender and
remarkably erect. While my mother's hair was heavy and black, my aunt
had unusually thin locks.
Ever since I knew her she wore a string of large blue beads around her
neck,—beads that were precious because my uncle had given them to her
when she was a younger woman. She had a peculiar swing in her gait,
caused by a long stride rarely natural to so slight a figure. It was during my
aunt's visit with us that my mother forgot her accustomed quietness, often
laughing heartily at some of my aunt's witty remarks.
I loved my aunt threefold: for her hearty laughter, for the cheerfulness
she caused my mother, and most of all for the times she dried my tears and
held me in her lap, when my mother had reproved me.
Early in the cool mornings, just as the yellow rim of the sun rose above
the hills, we were up and eating our breakfast. We awoke so early that we
saw the sacred hour when a misty smoke hung over a pit surrounded by an

impassable sinking mire. This strange smoke appeared every morning, both
winter and summer; but most visibly in midwinter it rose immediately
above the marshy spot. By the time the full face of the sun appeared above
the eastern horizon, the smoke vanished. Even very old men, who had
known this country the longest, said that the smoke from this pit had never
failed a single day to rise heavenward.
As I frolicked about our dwelling I used to stop suddenly, and with a
fearful awe watch the smoking of the unknown fires. While the vapor was
visible I was afraid to go very far from our wigwam unless I went with my
mother.
From a field in the fertile river bottom my mother and aunt gathered an
abundant supply of corn. Near our tepee they spread a large canvas upon the
grass, and dried their sweet corn in it. I was left to watch the corn, that
nothing should disturb it. I played around it with dolls made of ears of corn.
I braided their soft fine silk for hair, and gave them blankets as various as
the scraps I found in my mother's workbag.
There was a little stranger with a black-and-yellow-striped coat that used
to come to the drying corn. It was a little ground squirrel, who was so
fearless of me that he came to one corner of the canvas and carried away as
much of the sweet corn as he could hold. I wanted very much to catch him
and rub his pretty fur back, but my mother said he would be so frightened if
I caught him that he would bite my fingers. So I was as content as he to
keep the corn between us. Every morning he came for more corn. Some
evenings I have seen him creeping about our grounds; and when I gave a
sudden whoop of recognition he ran quickly out of sight.
When mother had dried all the corn she wished, then she sliced great
pumpkins into thin rings; and these she doubled and linked together into
long chains. She hung them on a pole that stretched between two forked

posts. The wind and sun soon thoroughly dried the chains of pumpkin. Then
she packed them away in a case of thick and stiff buckskin.
In the sun and wind she also dried many wild fruits,—cherries, berries,
and plums. But chiefest among my early recollections of autumn is that one
of the corn drying and the ground squirrel.
I have few memories of winter days at this period of my life, though
many of the summer. There is one only which I can recall.
Some missionaries gave me a little bag of marbles. They were all sizes
and colors. Among them were some of colored glass. Walking with my
mother to the river, on a late winter day, we found great chunks of ice piled
all along the bank. The ice on the river was floating in huge pieces. As I
stood beside one large block, I noticed for the first time the colors of the
rainbow in the crystal ice. Immediately I thought of my glass marbles at
home. With my bare fingers I tried to pick out some of the colors, for they
seemed so near the surface. But my fingers began to sting with the intense
cold, and I had to bite them hard to keep from crying.
From that day on, for many a moon, I believed that glass marbles had
river ice inside of them.

VII.
THE BIG RED APPLES.

The first turning away from the easy, natural flow of my life occurred in
an early spring. It was in my eighth year; in the month of March, I
afterward learned. At this age I knew but one language, and that was my
mother's native tongue.
From some of my playmates I heard that two paleface missionaries were
in our village. They were from that class of white men who wore big hats
and carried large hearts, they said. Running direct to my mother, I began to
question her why these two strangers were among us. She told me, after I
had teased much, that they had come to take away Indian boys and girls to
the East. My mother did not seem to want me to talk about them. But in a
day or two, I gleaned many wonderful stories from my playfellows
concerning the strangers.
"Mother, my friend Judéwin is going home with the missionaries. She is
going to a more beautiful country than ours; the palefaces told her so!" I
said wistfully, wishing in my heart that I too might go.
Mother sat in a chair, and I was hanging on her knee. Within the last two
seasons my big brother Dawée had returned from a three years' education in
the East, and his coming back influenced my mother to take a farther step

from her native way of living. First it was a change from the buffalo skin to
the white man's canvas that covered our wigwam. Now she had given up
her wigwam of slender poles, to live, a foreigner, in a home of clumsy logs.
"Yes, my child, several others besides Judéwin are going away with the
palefaces. Your brother said the missionaries had inquired about his little
sister," she said, watching my face very closely.
My heart thumped so hard against my breast, I wondered if she could
hear it.
"Did he tell them to take me, mother?" I asked, fearing lest Dawée had
forbidden the palefaces to see me, and that my hope of going to the
Wonderland would be entirely blighted.
With a sad, slow smile, she answered: "There! I knew you were wishing
to go, because Judéwin has filled your ears with the white man's lies. Don't
believe a word they say! Their words are sweet, but, my child, their deeds
are bitter. You will cry for me, but they will not even soothe you. Stay with
me, my little one! Your brother Dawée says that going East, away from
your mother, is too hard an experience for his baby sister."
Thus my mother discouraged my curiosity about the lands beyond our
eastern horizon; for it was not yet an ambition for Letters that was stirring
me. But on the following day the missionaries did come to our very house. I
spied them coming up the footpath leading to our cottage. A third man was
with them, but he was not my brother Dawée. It was another, a young
interpreter, a paleface who had a smattering of the Indian language. I was
ready to run out to meet them, but I did not dare to displease my mother.
With great glee, I jumped up and down on our ground floor. I begged my
mother to open the door, that they would be sure to come to us. Alas! They
came, they saw, and they conquered!

Judéwin had told me of the great tree where grew red, red apples; and
how we could reach out our hands and pick all the red apples we could eat.
I had never seen apple trees. I had never tasted more than a dozen red
apples in my life; and when I heard of the orchards of the East, I was eager
to roam among them. The missionaries smiled into my eyes and patted my
head. I wondered how mother could say such hard words against him.
"Mother, ask them if little girls may have all the red apples they want,
when they go East," I whispered aloud, in my excitement.
The interpreter heard me, and answered: "Yes, little girl, the nice red
apples are for those who pick them; and you will have a ride on the iron
horse if you go with these good people."
I had never seen a train, and he knew it.
"Mother, I am going East! I like big red apples, and I want to ride on the
iron horse! Mother, say yes!" I pleaded.
My mother said nothing. The missionaries waited in silence; and my eyes
began to blur with tears, though I struggled to choke them back. The
corners of my mouth twitched, and my mother saw me.
"I am not ready to give you any word," she said to them. "Tomorrow I
shall send you my answer by my son."
With this they left us. Alone with my mother, I yielded to my tears, and
cried aloud, shaking my head so as not to hear what she was saying to me.
This was the first time I had ever been so unwilling to give up my own
desire that I refused to hearken to my mother's voice.
There was a solemn silence in our home that night. Before I went to bed I
begged the Great Spirit to make my mother willing I should go with the

missionaries.
The next morning came, and my mother called me to her side. "My
daughter, do you still persist in wishing to leave your mother?" she asked.
"Oh, mother, it is not that I wish to leave you, but I want to see the
wonderful Eastern land," I answered.
My dear old aunt came to our house that morning, and I heard her say,
"Let her try it."
I hoped that, as usual, my aunt was pleading on my side. My brother
Dawée came for mother's decision. I dropped my play, and crept close to
my aunt.
"Yes, Dawée, my daughter, though she does not understand what it all
means, is anxious to go. She will need an education when she is grown, for
then there will be fewer real Dakotas, and many more palefaces. This
tearing her away, so young, from her mother is necessary, if I would have
her an educated woman. The palefaces, who owe us a large debt for stolen
lands, have begun to pay a tardy justice in offering some education to our
children. But I know my daughter must suffer keenly in this experiment.
For her sake, I dread to tell you my reply to the missionaries. Go, tell them
that they may take my little daughter, and that the Great Spirit shall not fail
to reward them according to their hearts."
Wrapped in my heavy blanket, I walked with my mother to the carriage
that was soon to take us to the iron horse. I was happy. I met my playmates,
who were also wearing their best thick blankets. We showed one another
our new beaded moccasins, and the width of the belts that girdled our new
dresses. Soon we were being drawn rapidly away by the white man's horses.
When I saw the lonely figure of my mother vanish in the distance, a sense

of regret settled heavily upon me. I felt suddenly weak, as if I might fall
limp to the ground. I was in the hands of strangers whom my mother did not
fully trust. I no longer felt free to be myself, or to voice my own feelings.
The tears trickled down my cheeks, and I buried my face in the folds of my
blanket. Now the first step, parting me from my mother, was taken, and all
my belated tears availed nothing.
Having driven thirty miles to the ferryboat, we crossed the Missouri in
the evening. Then riding again a few miles eastward, we stopped before a
massive brick building. I looked at it in amazement, and with a vague
misgiving, for in our village I had never seen so large a house. Trembling
with fear and distrust of the palefaces, my teeth chattering from the chilly
ride, I crept noiselessly in my soft moccasins along the narrow hall, keeping
very close to the bare wall. I was as frightened and bewildered as the
captured young of a wild creature.

THE SCHOOL DAYS OF AN INDIAN GIRL
I.
THE LAND OF RED APPLES.

There were eight in our party of bronzed children who were going East
with the missionaries. Among us were three young braves, two tall girls,
and we three little ones, Judéwin, Thowin, and I.
We had been very impatient to start on our journey to the Red Apple
Country, which, we were told, lay a little beyond the great circular horizon
of the Western prairie. Under a sky of rosy apples we dreamt of roaming as
freely and happily as we had chased the cloud shadows on the Dakota
plains. We had anticipated much pleasure from a ride on the iron horse, but
the throngs of staring palefaces disturbed and troubled us.
On the train, fair women, with tottering babies on each arm, stopped their
haste and scrutinized the children of absent mothers. Large men, with heavy
bundles in their hands, halted near by, and riveted their glassy blue eyes
upon us.
I sank deep into the corner of my seat, for I resented being watched.
Directly in front of me, children who were no larger than I hung themselves
upon the backs of their seats, with their bold white faces toward me.

Sometimes they took their forefingers out of their mouths and pointed at my
moccasined feet. Their mothers, instead of reproving such rude curiosity,
looked closely at me, and attracted their children's further notice to my
blanket. This embarrassed me, and kept me constantly on the verge of tears.
I sat perfectly still, with my eyes downcast, daring only now and then to
shoot long glances around me. Chancing to turn to the window at my side, I
was quite breathless upon seeing one familiar object. It was the telegraph
pole which strode by at short paces. Very near my mother's dwelling, along
the edge of a road thickly bordered with wild sunflowers, some poles like
these had been planted by white men. Often I had stopped, on my way
down the road, to hold my ear against the pole, and, hearing its low
moaning, I used to wonder what the paleface had done to hurt it. Now I sat
watching for each pole that glided by to be the last one.
In this way I had forgotten my uncomfortable surroundings, when I heard
one of my comrades call out my name. I saw the missionary standing very
near, tossing candies and gums into our midst. This amused us all, and we
tried to see who could catch the most of the sweetmeats.
Though we rode several days inside of the iron horse, I do not recall a
single thing about our luncheons.
It was night when we reached the school grounds. The lights from the
windows of the large buildings fell upon some of the icicled trees that stood
beneath them. We were led toward an open door, where the brightness of
the lights within flooded out over the heads of the excited palefaces who
blocked our way. My body trembled more from fear than from the snow I
trod upon.
Entering the house, I stood close against the wall. The strong glaring
light in the large whitewashed room dazzled my eyes. The noisy hurrying of

hard shoes upon a bare wooden floor increased the whirring in my ears. My
only safety seemed to be in keeping next to the wall. As I was wondering in
which direction to escape from all this confusion, two warm hands grasped
me firmly, and in the same moment I was tossed high in midair. A rosycheeked paleface woman caught me in her arms. I was both frightened and
insulted by such trifling. I stared into her eyes, wishing her to let me stand
on my own feet, but she jumped me up and down with increasing
enthusiasm. My mother had never made a plaything of her wee daughter.
Remembering this I began to cry aloud.
They misunderstood the cause of my tears, and placed me at a white table
loaded with food. There our party were united again. As I did not hush my
crying, one of the older ones whispered to me, "Wait until you are alone in
the night."
It was very little I could swallow besides my sobs, that evening.
"Oh, I want my mother and my brother Dawée! I want to go to my aunt!"
I pleaded; but the ears of the palefaces could not hear me.
From the table we were taken along an upward incline of wooden boxes,
which I learned afterward to call a stairway. At the top was a quiet hall,
dimly lighted. Many narrow beds were in one straight line down the entire
length of the wall. In them lay sleeping brown faces, which peeped just out
of the coverings. I was tucked into bed with one of the tall girls, because
she talked to me in my mother tongue and seemed to soothe me.
I had arrived in the wonderful land of rosy skies, but I was not happy, as I
had thought I should be. My long travel and the bewildering sights had
exhausted me. I fell asleep, heaving deep, tired sobs. My tears were left to
dry themselves in streaks, because neither my aunt nor my mother was near
to wipe them away.

II.
THE CUTTING OF MY LONG HAIR.

The first day in the land of apples was a bitter-cold one; for the snow still
covered the ground, and the trees were bare. A large bell rang for breakfast,
its loud metallic voice crashing through the belfry overhead and into our
sensitive ears. The annoying clatter of shoes on bare floors gave us no
peace. The constant clash of harsh noises, with an undercurrent of many
voices murmuring an unknown tongue, made a bedlam within which I was
securely tied. And though my spirit tore itself in struggling for its lost
freedom, all was useless.
A paleface woman, with white hair, came up after us. We were placed in
a line of girls who were marching into the dining room. These were Indian
girls, in stiff shoes and closely clinging dresses. The small girls wore
sleeved aprons and shingled hair. As I walked noiselessly in my soft
moccasins, I felt like sinking to the floor, for my blanket had been stripped
from my shoulders. I looked hard at the Indian girls, who seemed not to
care that they were even more immodestly dressed than I, in their tightly
fitting clothes. While we marched in, the boys entered at an opposite door. I
watched for the three young braves who came in our party. I spied them in
the rear ranks, looking as uncomfortable as I felt. A small bell was tapped,
and each of the pupils drew a chair from under the table. Supposing this act

meant they were to be seated, I pulled out mine and at once slipped into it
from one side. But when I turned my head, I saw that I was the only one
seated, and all the rest at our table remained standing. Just as I began to
rise, looking shyly around to see how chairs were to be used, a second bell
was sounded. All were seated at last, and I had to crawl back into my chair
again. I heard a man's voice at one end of the hall, and I looked around to
see him. But all the others hung their heads over their plates. As I glanced at
the long chain of tables, I caught the eyes of a paleface woman upon me.
Immediately I dropped my eyes, wondering why I was so keenly watched
by the strange woman. The man ceased his mutterings, and then a third bell
was tapped. Every one picked up his knife and fork and began eating. I
began crying instead, for by this time I was afraid to venture anything more.
But this eating by formula was not the hardest trial in that first day. Late
in the morning, my friend Judéwin gave me a terrible warning. Judéwin
knew a few words of English; and she had overheard the paleface woman
talk about cutting our long, heavy hair. Our mothers had taught us that only
unskilled warriors who were captured had their hair shingled by the enemy.
Among our people, short hair was worn by mourners, and shingled hair by
cowards!
We discussed our fate some moments, and when Judéwin said, "We have
to submit, because they are strong," I rebelled.
"No, I will not submit! I will struggle first!" I answered.
I watched my chance, and when no one noticed, I disappeared. I crept up
the stairs as quietly as I could in my squeaking shoes,—my moccasins had
been exchanged for shoes. Along the hall I passed, without knowing
whither I was going. Turning aside to an open door, I found a large room
with three white beds in it. The windows were covered with dark green
curtains, which made the room very dim. Thankful that no one was there, I

directed my steps toward the corner farthest from the door. On my hands
and knees I crawled under the bed, and cuddled myself in the dark corner.
From my hiding place I peered out, shuddering with fear whenever I
heard footsteps near by. Though in the hall loud voices were calling my
name, and I knew that even Judéwin was searching for me, I did not open
my mouth to answer. Then the steps were quickened and the voices became
excited. The sounds came nearer and nearer. Women and girls entered the
room. I held my breath and watched them open closet doors and peep
behind large trunks. Some one threw up the curtains, and the room was
filled with sudden light. What caused them to stoop and look under the bed
I do not know. I remember being dragged out, though I resisted by kicking
and scratching wildly. In spite of myself, I was carried downstairs and tied
fast in a chair.
I cried aloud, shaking my head all the while until I felt the cold blades of
the scissors against my neck, and heard them gnaw off one of my thick
braids. Then I lost my spirit. Since the day I was taken from my mother I
had suffered extreme indignities. People had stared at me. I had been tossed
about in the air like a wooden puppet. And now my long hair was shingled
like a coward's! In my anguish I moaned for my mother, but no one came to
comfort me. Not a soul reasoned quietly with me, as my own mother used
to do; for now I was only one of many little animals driven by a herder.

III.
THE SNOW EPISODE.

A short time after our arrival we three Dakotas were playing in the
snowdrift. We were all still deaf to the English language, excepting
Judéwin, who always heard such puzzling things. One morning we learned
through her ears that we were forbidden to fall lengthwise in the snow, as
we had been doing, to see our own impressions. However, before many
hours we had forgotten the order, and were having great sport in the snow,
when a shrill voice called us. Looking up, we saw an imperative hand
beckoning us into the house. We shook the snow off ourselves, and started
toward the woman as slowly as we dared.
Judéwin said: "Now the paleface is angry with us. She is going to punish
us for falling into the snow. If she looks straight into your eyes and talks
loudly, you must wait until she stops. Then, after a tiny pause, say, 'No.'"
The rest of the way we practiced upon the little word "no."
As it happened, Thowin was summoned to judgment first. The door shut
behind her with a click.
Judéwin and I stood silently listening at the keyhole. The paleface
woman talked in very severe tones. Her words fell from her lips like
crackling embers, and her inflection ran up like the small end of a switch. I

understood her voice better than the things she was saying. I was certain we
had made her very impatient with us. Judéwin heard enough of the words to
realize all too late that she had taught us the wrong reply.
"Oh, poor Thowin!" she gasped, as she put both hands over her ears.
Just then I heard Thowin's tremulous answer, "No."
With an angry exclamation, the woman gave her a hard spanking. Then
she stopped to say something. Judéwin said it was this: "Are you going to
obey my word the next time?"
Thowin answered again with the only word at her command, "No."
This time the woman meant her blows to smart, for the poor frightened
girl shrieked at the top of her voice. In the midst of the whipping the blows
ceased abruptly, and the woman asked another question: "Are you going to
fall in the snow again?"
Thowin gave her bad passwood another trial. We heard her say feebly,
"No! No!"
With this the woman hid away her half-worn slipper, and led the child
out, stroking her black shorn head. Perhaps it occurred to her that brute
force is not the solution for such a problem. She did nothing to Judéwin nor
to me. She only returned to us our unhappy comrade, and left us alone in
the room.
During the first two or three seasons misunderstandings as ridiculous as
this one of the snow episode frequently took place, bringing unjustifiable
frights and punishments into our little lives.

Within a year I was able to express myself somewhat in broken English.
As soon as I comprehended a part of what was said and done, a
mischievous spirit of revenge possessed me. One day I was called in from
my play for some misconduct. I had disregarded a rule which seemed to me
very needlessly binding. I was sent into the kitchen to mash the turnips for
dinner. It was noon, and steaming dishes were hastily carried into the
dining-room. I hated turnips, and their odor which came from the brown jar
was offensive to me. With fire in my heart, I took the wooden tool that the
paleface woman held out to me. I stood upon a step, and, grasping the
handle with both hands, I bent in hot rage over the turnips. I worked my
vengeance upon them. All were so busily occupied that no one noticed me.
I saw that the turnips were in a pulp, and that further beating could not
improve them; but the order was, "Mash these turnips," and mash them I
would! I renewed my energy; and as I sent the masher into the bottom of
the jar, I felt a satisfying sensation that the weight of my body had gone into
it.
Just here a paleface woman came up to my table. As she looked into the
jar, she shoved my hands roughly aside. I stood fearless and angry. She
placed her red hands upon the rim of the jar. Then she gave one lift and
stride away from the table. But lo! the pulpy contents fell through the
crumbled bottom to the floor I She spared me no scolding phrases that I had
earned. I did not heed them. I felt triumphant in my revenge, though deep
within me I was a wee bit sorry to have broken the jar.
As I sat eating my dinner, and saw that no turnips were served, I
whooped in my heart for having once asserted the rebellion within me.

IV.
THE DEVIL.

Among the legends the old warriors used to tell me were many stories of
evil spirits. But I was taught to fear them no more than those who stalked
about in material guise. I never knew there was an insolent chieftain among
the bad spirits, who dared to array his forces against the Great Spirit, until I
heard this white man's legend from a paleface woman.
Out of a large book she showed me a picture of the white man's devil. I
looked in horror upon the strong claws that grew out of his fur-covered
fingers. His feet were like his hands. Trailing at his heels was a scaly tail
tipped with a serpent's open jaws. His face was a patchwork: he had
bearded cheeks, like some I had seen palefaces wear; his nose was an
eagle's bill, and his sharp-pointed ears were pricked up like those of a sly
fox. Above them a pair of cow's horns curved upward. I trembled with awe,
and my heart throbbed in my throat, as I looked at the king of evil spirits.
Then I heard the paleface woman say that this terrible creature roamed
loose in the world, and that little girls who disobeyed school regulations
were to be tortured by him.
That night I dreamt about this evil divinity. Once again I seemed to be in
my mother's cottage. An Indian woman had come to visit my mother. On
opposite sides of the kitchen stove, which stood in the center of the small

house, my mother and her guest were seated in straight-backed chairs. I
played with a train of empty spools hitched together on a string. It was
night, and the wick burned feebly. Suddenly I heard some one turn our
door-knob from without.
My mother and the woman hushed their talk, and both looked toward the
door. It opened gradually. I waited behind the stove. The hinges squeaked as
the door was slowly, very slowly pushed inward.
Then in rushed the devil! He was tall! He looked exactly like the picture I
had seen of him in the white man's papers. He did not speak to my mother,
because he did not know the Indian language, but his glittering yellow eyes
were fastened upon me. He took long strides around the stove, passing
behind the woman's chair. I threw down my spools, and ran to my mother.
He did not fear her, but followed closely after me. Then I ran round and
round the stove, crying aloud for help. But my mother and the woman
seemed not to know my danger. They sat still, looking quietly upon the
devil's chase after me. At last I grew dizzy. My head revolved as on a
hidden pivot. My knees became numb, and doubled under my weight like a
pair of knife blades without a spring. Beside my mother's chair I fell in a
heap. Just as the devil stooped over me with outstretched claws my mother
awoke from her quiet indifference, and lifted me on her lap. Whereupon the
devil vanished, and I was awake.
On the following morning I took my revenge upon the devil. Stealing
into the room where a wall of shelves was filled with books, I drew forth
The Stories of the Bible. With a broken slate pencil I carried in my apron
pocket, I began by scratching out his wicked eyes. A few moments later,
when I was ready to leave the room, there was a ragged hole in the page
where the picture of the devil had once been.

V.
IRON ROUTINE

A loud-clamoring bell awakened us at half-past six in the cold winter
mornings. From happy dreams of Western rolling lands and unlassoed
freedom we tumbled out upon chilly bare floors back again into a paleface
day. We had short time to jump into our shoes and clothes, and wet our eyes
with icy water, before a small hand bell was vigorously rung for roll call.
There were too many drowsy children and too numerous orders for the
day to waste a moment in any apology to nature for giving her children
such a shock in the early morning. We rushed downstairs, bounding over
two high steps at a time, to land in the assembly room.
A paleface woman, with a yellow-covered roll book open on her arm and
a gnawed pencil in her hand, appeared at the door. Her small, tired face was
coldly lighted with a pair of large gray eyes.
She stood still in a halo of authority, while over the rim of her spectacles
her eyes pried nervously about the room. Having glanced at her long list of
names and called out the first one, she tossed up her chin and peered
through the crystals of her spectacles to make sure of the answer "Here."

Relentlessly her pencil black-marked our daily records if we were not
present to respond to our names, and no chum of ours had done it
successfully for us. No matter if a dull headache or the painful cough of
slow consumption had delayed the absentee, there was only time enough to
mark the tardiness. It was next to impossible to leave the iron routine after
the civilizing machine had once begun its day's buzzing; and as it was
inbred in me to suffer in silence rather than to appeal to the ears of one
whose open eyes could not see my pain, I have many times trudged in the
day's harness heavy-footed, like a dumb sick brute.
Once I lost a dear classmate. I remember well how she used to mope
along at my side, until one morning she could not raise her head from her
pillow. At her deathbed I stood weeping, as the paleface woman sat near her
moistening the dry lips. Among the folds of the bedclothes I saw the open
pages of the white man's Bible. The dying Indian girl talked disconnectedly
of Jesus the Christ and the paleface who was cooling her swollen hands and
feet.
I grew bitter, and censured the woman for cruel neglect of our physical
ills. I despised the pencils that moved automatically, and the one teaspoon
which dealt out, from a large bottle, healing to a row of variously ailing
Indian children. I blamed the hard-working, well-meaning, ignorant woman
who was inculcating in our hearts her superstitious ideas. Though I was
sullen in all my little troubles, as soon as I felt better I was ready again to
smile upon the cruel woman. Within a week I was again actively testing the
chains which tightly bound my individuality like a mummy for burial.
The melancholy of those black days has left so long a shadow that it
darkens the path of years that have since gone by. These sad memories rise
above those of smoothly grinding school days. Perhaps my Indian nature is
the moaning wind which stirs them now for their present record. But,

however tempestuous this is within me, it comes out as the low voice of a
curiously colored seashell, which is only for those ears that are bent with
compassion to hear it.

VI.
FOUR STRANGE SUMMERS.

After my first three years of school, I roamed again in the Western
country through four strange summers.
During this time I seemed to hang in the heart of chaos, beyond the touch
or voice of human aid. My brother, being almost ten years my senior, did
not quite understand my feelings. My mother had never gone inside of a
schoolhouse, and so she was not capable of comforting her daughter who
could read and write. Even nature seemed to have no place for me. I was
neither a wee girl nor a tall one; neither a wild Indian nor a tame one. This
deplorable situation was the effect of my brief course in the East, and the
unsatisfactory "teenth" in a girl's years.
It was under these trying conditions that, one bright afternoon, as I sat
restless and unhappy in my mother's cabin, I caught the sound of the
spirited step of my brother's pony on the road which passed by our
dwelling. Soon I heard the wheels of a light buckboard, and Dawée's
familiar "Ho!" to his pony. He alighted upon the bare ground in front of our
house. Tying his pony to one of the projecting corner logs of the low-roofed
cottage, he stepped upon the wooden doorstep.

I met him there with a hurried greeting, and, as I passed by, he looked a
quiet "What?" into my eyes.
When he began talking with my mother, I slipped the rope from the
pony's bridle. Seizing the reins and bracing my feet against the dashboard, I
wheeled around in an instant. The pony was ever ready to try his speed.
Looking backward, I saw Dawée waving his hand to me. I turned with the
curve in the road and disappeared. I followed the winding road which
crawled upward between the bases of little hillocks. Deep water-worn
ditches ran parallel on either side. A strong wind blew against my cheeks
and fluttered my sleeves. The pony reached the top of the highest hill, and
began an even race on the level lands. There was nothing moving within
that great circular horizon of the Dakota prairies save the tall grasses, over
which the wind blew and rolled off in long, shadowy waves.
Within this vast wigwam of blue and green I rode reckless and
insignificant. It satisfied my small consciousness to see the white foam fly
from the pony's mouth.
Suddenly, out of the earth a coyote came forth at a swinging trot that was
taking the cunning thief toward the hills and the village beyond. Upon the
moment's impulse, I gave him a long chase and a wholesome fright. As I
turned away to go back to the village, the wolf sank down upon his
haunches for rest, for it was a hot summer day; and as I drove slowly
homeward, I saw his sharp nose still pointed at me, until I vanished below
the margin of the hilltops.
In a little while I came in sight of my mother's house. Dawée stood in the
yard, laughing at an old warrior who was pointing his forefinger, and again
waving his whole hand, toward the hills. With his blanket drawn over one
shoulder, he talked and motioned excitedly. Dawée turned the old man by
the shoulder and pointed me out to him.

"Oh, han!" (Oh, yes) the warrior muttered, and went his way. He had
climbed the top of his favorite barren hill to survey the surrounding prairies,
when he spied my chase after the coyote. His keen eyes recognized the
pony and driver. At once uneasy for my safety, he had come running to my
mother's cabin to give her warning. I did not appreciate his kindly interest,
for there was an unrest gnawing at my heart.
As soon as he went away, I asked Dawée about something else.
"No, my baby sister, I cannot take you with me to the party tonight," he
replied. Though I was not far from fifteen, and I felt that before long I
should enjoy all the privileges of my tall cousin, Dawée persisted in calling
me his baby sister.
That moonlight night, I cried in my mother's presence when I heard the
jolly young people pass by our cottage. They were no more young braves in
blankets and eagle plumes, nor Indian maids with prettily painted cheeks.
They had gone three years to school in the East, and had become civilized.
The young men wore the white man's coat and trousers, with bright
neckties. The girls wore tight muslin dresses, with ribbons at neck and
waist. At these gatherings they talked English. I could speak English almost
as well as my brother, but I was not properly dressed to be taken along. I
had no hat, no ribbons, and no close-fitting gown. Since my return from
school I had thrown away my shoes, and wore again the soft moccasins.
While Dawée was busily preparing to go I controlled my tears. But when
I heard him bounding away on his pony, I buried my face in my arms and
cried hot tears.
My mother was troubled by my unhappiness. Coming to my side, she
offered me the only printed matter we had in our home. It was an Indian
Bible, given her some years ago by a missionary. She tried to console me.

"Here, my child, are the white man's papers. Read a little from them," she
said most piously.
I took it from her hand, for her sake; but my enraged spirit felt more like
burning the book, which afforded me no help, and was a perfect delusion to
my mother. I did not read it, but laid it unopened on the floor, where I sat on
my feet. The dim yellow light of the braided muslin burning in a small
vessel of oil flickered and sizzled in the awful silent storm which followed
my rejection of the Bible.
Now my wrath against the fates consumed my tears before they reached
my eyes. I sat stony, with a bowed head. My mother threw a shawl over her
head and shoulders, and stepped out into the night.
After an uncertain solitude, I was suddenly aroused by a loud cry
piercing the night. It was my mother's voice wailing among the barren hills
which held the bones of buried warriors. She called aloud for her brothers'
spirits to support her in her helpless misery. My fingers Grey icy cold, as I
realized that my unrestrained tears had betrayed my suffering to her, and
she was grieving for me.
Before she returned, though I knew she was on her way, for she had
ceased her weeping, I extinguished the light, and leaned my head on the
window sill.
Many schemes of running away from my surroundings hovered about in
my mind. A few more moons of such a turmoil drove me away to the
eastern school. I rode on the white man's iron steed, thinking it would bring
me back to my mother in a few winters, when I should be grown tall, and
there would be congenial friends awaiting me.

VII.
INCURRING MY MOTHER'S DISPLEASURE.

In the second journey to the East I had not come without some
precautions. I had a secret interview with one of our best medicine men, and
when I left his wigwam I carried securely in my sleeve a tiny bunch of
magic roots. This possession assured me of friends wherever I should go.
So absolutely did I believe in its charms that I wore it through all the school
routine for more than a year. Then, before I lost my faith in the dead roots, I
lost the little buckskin bag containing all my good luck.
At the close of this second term of three years I was the proud owner of
my first diploma. The following autumn I ventured upon a college career
against my mother's will.
I had written for her approval, but in her reply I found no encouragement.
She called my notice to her neighbors' children, who had completed their
education in three years. They had returned to their homes, and were then
talking English with the frontier settlers. Her few words hinted that I had
better give up my slow attempt to learn the white man's ways, and be
content to roam over the prairies and find my living upon wild roots. I
silenced her by deliberate disobedience.

Thus, homeless and heavy-hearted, I began anew my life among
strangers.
As I hid myself in my little room in the college dormitory, away from the
scornful and yet curious eyes of the students, I pined for sympathy. Often I
wept in secret, wishing I had gone West, to be nourished by my mother's
love, instead of remaining among a cold race whose hearts were frozen hard
with prejudice.
During the fall and winter seasons I scarcely had a real friend, though by
that time several of my classmates were courteous to me at a safe distance.
My mother had not yet forgiven my rudeness to her, and I had no
moment for letter-writing. By daylight and lamplight, I spun with reeds and
thistles, until my hands were tired from their weaving, the magic design
which promised me the white man's respect.
At length, in the spring term, I entered an oratorical contest among the
various classes. As the day of competition approached, it did not seem
possible that the event was so near at hand, but it came. In the chapel the
classes assembled together, with their invited guests. The high platform was
carpeted, and gaily festooned with college colors. A bright white light
illumined the room, and outlined clearly the great polished beams that
arched the domed ceiling. The assembled crowds filled the air with
pulsating murmurs. When the hour for speaking arrived all were hushed.
But on the wall the old clock which pointed out the trying moment ticked
calmly on.
One after another I saw and heard the orators. Still, I could not realize
that they longed for the favorable decision of the judges as much as I did.
Each contestant received a loud burst of applause, and some were cheered
heartily. Too soon my turn came, and I paused a moment behind the

curtains for a deep breath. After my concluding words, I heard the same
applause that the others had called out.
Upon my retreating steps, I was astounded to receive from my fellowstudents a large bouquet of roses tied with flowing ribbons. With the lovely
flowers I fled from the stage. This friendly token was a rebuke to me for the
hard feelings I had borne them.
Later, the decision of the judges awarded me the first place. Then there
was a mad uproar in the hall, where my classmates sang and shouted my
name at the top of their lungs; and the disappointed students howled and
brayed in fearfully dissonant tin trumpets. In this excitement, happy
students rushed forward to offer their congratulations. And I could not
conceal a smile when they wished to escort me in a procession to the
students' parlor, where all were going to calm themselves. Thanking them
for the kind spirit which prompted them to make such a proposition, I
walked alone with the night to my own little room.
A few weeks afterward, I appeared as the college representative in
another contest. This time the competition was among orators from
different colleges in our State. It was held at the State capital, in one of the
largest opera houses.
Here again was a strong prejudice against my people. In the evening, as
the great audience filled the house, the student bodies began warring among
themselves. Fortunately, I was spared witnessing any of the noisy wrangling
before the contest began. The slurs against the Indian that stained the lips of
our opponents were already burning like a dry fever within my breast.
But after the orations were delivered a deeper burn awaited me. There,
before that vast ocean of eyes, some college rowdies threw out a large white
flag, with a drawing of a most forlorn Indian girl on it. Under this they had

printed in bold black letters words that ridiculed the college which was
represented by a "squaw." Such worse than barbarian rudeness embittered
me. While we waited for the verdict of the judges, I gleamed fiercely upon
the throngs of palefaces. My teeth were hard set, as I saw the white flag still
floating insolently in the air.
Then anxiously we watched the man carry toward the stage the envelope
containing the final decision.
There were two prizes given, that night, and one of them was mine!
The evil spirit laughed within me when the white flag dropped out of
sight, and the hands which hurled it hung limp in defeat.
Leaving the crowd as quickly as possible, I was soon in my room. The
rest of the night I sat in an armchair and gazed into the crackling fire. I
laughed no more in triumph when thus alone. The little taste of victory did
not satisfy a hunger in my heart. In my mind I saw my mother far away on
the Western plains, and she was holding a charge against me.

AN INDIAN TEACHER AMONG INDIANS
I.
MY FIRST DAY.

Though an illness left me unable to continue my college course, my pride
kept me from returning to my mother. Had she known of my worn
condition, she would have said the white man's papers were not worth the
freedom and health I had lost by them. Such a rebuke from my mother
would have been unbearable, and as I felt then it would be far too true to be
comfortable.
Since the winter when I had my first dreams about red apples I had been
traveling slowly toward the morning horizon. There had been no doubt
about the direction in which I wished to go to spend my energies in a work
for the Indian race. Thus I had written my mother briefly, saying my plan
for the year was to teach in an Eastern Indian school. Sending this message
to her in the West, I started at once eastward.
Thus I found myself, tired and hot, in a black veiling of car smoke, as I
stood wearily on a street corner of an old-fashioned town, waiting for a car.
In a few moments more I should be on the school grounds, where a new
work was ready for my inexperienced hands.

Upon entering the school campus, I was surprised at the thickly clustered
buildings which made it a quaint little village, much more interesting than
the town itself. The large trees among the houses gave the place a cool,
refreshing shade, and the grass a deeper green. Within this large court of
grass and trees stood a low green pump. The queer boxlike case had a
revolving handle on its side, which clanked and creaked constantly.
I made myself known, and was shown to my room,—a small, carpeted
room, with ghastly walls and ceiling. The two windows, both on the same
side, were curtained with heavy muslin yellowed with age. A clean white
bed was in one corner of the room, and opposite it was a square pine table
covered with a black woolen blanket.
Without removing my hat from my head, I seated myself in one of the
two stiff-backed chairs that were placed beside the table. For several heart
throbs I sat still looking from ceiling to floor, from wall to wall, trying hard
to imagine years of contentment there. Even while I was wondering if my
exhausted strength would sustain me through this undertaking, I heard a
heavy tread stop at my door. Opening it, I met the imposing figure of a
stately gray-haired man. With a light straw hat in one hand, and the right
hand extended for greeting, he smiled kindly upon me. For some reason I
was awed by his wondrous height and his strong square shoulders, which I
felt were a finger's length above my head.
I was always slight, and my serious illness in the early spring had made
me look rather frail and languid. His quick eye measured my height and
breadth. Then he looked into my face. I imagined that a visible shadow
flitted across his countenance as he let my hand fall. I knew he was no other
than my employer.
"Ah ha! so you are the little Indian girl who created the excitement
among the college orators!" he said, more to himself than to me. I thought I

heard a subtle note of disappointment in his voice. Looking in from where
he stood, with one sweeping glance, he asked if I lacked anything for my
room.
After he turned to go, I listened to his step until it grew faint and was lost
in the distance. I was aware that my car-smoked appearance had not
concealed the lines of pain on my face.
For a short moment my spirit laughed at my ill fortune, and I entertained
the idea of exerting myself to make an improvement. But as I tossed my hat
off a leaden weakness came over me, and I felt as if years of weariness lay
like water-soaked logs upon me. I threw myself upon the bed, and, closing
my eyes, forgot my good intention.

II.
A TRIP WESTWARD.

One sultry month I sat at a desk heaped up with work. Now, as I recall it,
I wonder how I could have dared to disregard nature's warning with such
recklessness. Fortunately, my inheritance of a marvelous endurance enabled
me to bend without breaking.
Though I had gone to and fro, from my room to the office, in an unhappy
silence, I was watched by those around me. On an early morning I was
summoned to the superintendent's office. For a half-hour I listened to his
words, and when I returned to my room I remembered one sentence above
the rest. It was this: "I am going to turn you loose to pasture!" He was
sending me West to gather Indian pupils for the school, and this was his
way of expressing it.
I needed nourishment, but the midsummer's travel across the continent to
search the hot prairies for overconfident parents who would entrust their
children to strangers was a lean pasturage. However, I dwelt on the hope of
seeing my mother. I tried to reason that a change was a rest. Within a couple
of days I started toward my mother's home.
The intense heat and the sticky car smoke that followed my homeward
trail did not noticeably restore my vitality. Hour after hour I gazed upon the

country which was receding rapidly from me. I noticed the gradual
expansion of the horizon as we emerged out of the forests into the plains.
The great high buildings, whose towers overlooked the dense woodlands,
and whose gigantic clusters formed large cities, diminished, together with
the groves, until only little log cabins lay snugly in the bosom of the vast
prairie. The cloud shadows which drifted about on the waving yellow of
long-dried grasses thrilled me like the meeting of old friends.
At a small station, consisting of a single frame house with a rickety board
walk around it, I alighted from the iron horse, just thirty miles from my
mother and my brother Dawée. A strong hot wind seemed determined to
blow my hat off, and return me to olden days when I roamed bareheaded
over the hills. After the puffing engine of my train was gone, I stood on the
platform in deep solitude. In the distance I saw the gently rolling land leap
up into bare hills. At their bases a broad gray road was winding itself round
about them until it came by the station. Among these hills I rode in a light
conveyance, with a trusty driver, whose unkempt flaxen hair hung shaggy
about his ears and his leather neck of reddish tan. From accident or decay
he had lost one of his long front teeth.
Though I call him a paleface, his cheeks were of a brick red. His moist
blue eyes, blurred and bloodshot, twitched involuntarily. For a long time he
had driven through grass and snow from this solitary station to the Indian
village. His weather-stained clothes fitted badly his warped shoulders. He
was stooped, and his protruding chin, with its tuft of dry flax, nodded as
monotonously as did the head of his faithful beast.
All the morning I looked about me, recognizing old familiar sky lines of
rugged bluffs and round-topped hills. By the roadside I caught glimpses of
various plants whose sweet roots were delicacies among my people. When I

saw the first cone-shaped wigwam, I could not help uttering an exclamation
which caused my driver a sudden jump out of his drowsy nodding.
At noon, as we drove through the eastern edge of the reservation, I grew
very impatient and restless. Constantly I wondered what my mother would
say upon seeing her little daughter grown tall. I had not written her the day
of my arrival, thinking I would surprise her. Crossing a ravine thicketed
with low shrubs and plum bushes, we approached a large yellow acre of
wild sunflowers. Just beyond this nature's garden we drew near to my
mother's cottage. Close by the log cabin stood a little canvas-covered
wigwam. The driver stopped in front of the open door, and in a long
moment my mother appeared at the threshold.
I had expected her to run out to greet me, but she stood still, all the while
staring at the weather-beaten man at my side. At length, when her loftiness
became unbearable, I called to her, "Mother, why do you stop?"
This seemed to break the evil moment, and she hastened out to hold my
head against her cheek.
"My daughter, what madness possessed you to bring home such a
fellow?" she asked, pointing at the driver, who was fumbling in his pockets
for change while he held the bill I gave him between his jagged teeth.
"Bring him! Why, no, mother, he has brought me! He is a driver!" I
exclaimed.
Upon this revelation, my mother threw her arms about me and
apologized for her mistaken inference. We laughed away the momentary
hurt. Then she built a brisk fire on the ground in the tepee, and hung a
blackened coffeepot on one of the prongs of a forked pole which leaned
over the flames. Placing a pan on a heap of red embers, she baked some

unleavened bread. This light luncheon she brought into the cabin, and
arranged on a table covered with a checkered oilcloth.
My mother had never gone to school, and though she meant always to
give up her own customs for such of the white man's ways as pleased her,
she made only compromises. Her two windows, directly opposite each
other, she curtained with a pink-flowered print. The naked logs were
unstained, and rudely carved with the axe so as to fit into one another. The
sod roof was trying to boast of tiny sunflowers, the seeds of which had
probably been planted by the constant wind. As I leaned my head against
the logs, I discovered the peculiar odor that I could not forget. The rains had
soaked the earth and roof so that the smell of damp clay was but the natural
breath of such a dwelling.
"Mother, why is not your house cemented? Do you have no interest in a
more comfortable shelter?" I asked, when the apparent inconveniences of
her home seemed to suggest indifference on her part.
"You forget, my child, that I am now old, and I do not work with beads
any more. Your brother Dawée, too, has lost his position, and we are left
without means to buy even a morsel of food," she replied.
Dawée was a government clerk in our reservation when I last heard from
him. I was surprised upon hearing what my mother said concerning his lack
of employment. Seeing the puzzled expression on my face, she continued:
"Dawée! Oh, has he not told you that the Great Father at Washington sent a
white son to take your brother's pen from him? Since then Dawée has not
been able to make use of the education the Eastern school has given him."
I found no words with which to answer satisfactorily. I found no reason
with which to cool my inflamed feelings.

Dawée was a whole day's journey off on the prairie, and my mother did
not expect him until the next day. We were silent.
When, at length, I raised my head to hear more clearly the moaning of
the wind in the corner logs, I noticed the daylight streaming into the dingy
room through several places where the logs fitted unevenly. Turning to my
mother, I urged her to tell me more about Dawée's trouble, but she only
said: "Well, my daughter, this village has been these many winters a refuge
for white robbers. The Indian cannot complain to the Great Father in
Washington without suffering outrage for it here. Dawée tried to secure
justice for our tribe in a small matter, and today you see the folly of it."
Again, though she stopped to hear what I might say, I was silent.
"My child, there is only one source of justice, and I have been praying
steadfastly to the Great Spirit to avenge our wrongs," she said, seeing I did
not move my lips.
My shattered energy was unable to hold longer any faith, and I cried out
desperately: "Mother, don't pray again! The Great Spirit does not care if we
live or die! Let us not look for good or justice: then we shall not be
disappointed!"
"Sh! my child, do not talk so madly. There is Taku Iyotan Wasaka,[1] to
which I pray," she answered, as she stroked my head again as she used to do
when I was a smaller child.
[Footnote 1: An absolute Power.]

III.
MY MOTHER'S CURSE UPON WHITE SETTLERS.

One black night mother and I sat alone in the dim starlight, in front of our
wigwam. We were facing the river, as we talked about the shrinking limits
of the village. She told me about the poverty-stricken white settlers, who
lived in caves dug in the long ravines of the high hills across the river.
A whole tribe of broad-footed white beggars had rushed hither to make
claims on those wild lands. Even as she was telling this I spied a small
glimmering light in the bluffs.
"That is a white man's lodge where you see the burning fire," she said.
Then, a short distance from it, only a little lower than the first, was another
light. As I became accustomed to the night, I saw more and more twinkling
lights, here and there, scattered all along the wide black margin of the river.
Still looking toward the distant firelight, my mother continued: "My
daughter, beware of the paleface. It was the cruel paleface who caused the
death of your sister and your uncle, my brave brother. It is this same
paleface who offers in one palm the holy papers, and with the other gives a
holy baptism of firewater. He is the hypocrite who reads with one eye,
'Thou shalt not kill,' and with the other gloats upon the sufferings of the
Indian race." Then suddenly discovering a new fire in the bluffs, she

exclaimed, "Well, well, my daughter, there is the light of another white
rascal!"
She sprang to her feet, and, standing firm beside her wigwam, she sent a
curse upon those who sat around the hated white man's light. Raising her
right arm forcibly into line with her eye, she threw her whole might into her
doubled fist as she shot it vehemently at the strangers. Long she held her
outstretched fingers toward the settler's lodge, as if an invisible power
passed from them to the evil at which she aimed.

IV.
RETROSPECTION.

Leaving my mother, I returned to the school in the East. As months
passed over me, I slowly comprehended that the large army of white
teachers in Indian schools had a larger missionary creed than I had
suspected.
It was one which included self-preservation quite as much as Indian
education. When I saw an opium-eater holding a position as teacher of
Indians, I did not understand what good was expected, until a Christian in
power replied that this pumpkin-colored creature had a feeble mother to
support. An inebriate paleface sat stupid in a doctor's chair, while Indian
patients carried their ailments to untimely graves, because his fair wife was
dependent upon him for her daily food.
I find it hard to count that white man a teacher who tortured an ambitious
Indian youth by frequently reminding the brave changeling that he was
nothing but a "government pauper."
Though I burned with indignation upon discovering on every side
instances no less shameful than those I have mentioned, there was no
present help. Even the few rare ones who have worked nobly for my race
were powerless to choose workmen like themselves. To be sure, a man was

sent from the Great Father to inspect Indian schools, but what he saw was
usually the students' sample work made for exhibition. I was nettled by this
sly cunning of the workmen who hookwinked the Indian's pale Father at
Washington.
My illness, which prevented the conclusion of my college course,
together with my mother's stories of the encroaching frontier settlers, left
me in no mood to strain my eyes in searching for latent good in my white
co-workers.
At this stage of my own evolution, I was ready to curse men of small
capacity for being the dwarfs their God had made them. In the process of
my education I had lost all consciousness of the nature world about me.
Thus, when a hidden rage took me to the small white-walled prison which I
then called my room, I unknowingly turned away from my one salvation.
Alone in my room, I sat like the petrified Indian woman of whom my
mother used to tell me. I wished my heart's burdens would turn me to
unfeeling stone. But alive, in my tomb, I was destitute!
For the white man's papers I had given up my faith in the Great Spirit.
For these same papers I had forgotten the healing in trees and brooks. On
account of my mother's simple view of life, and my lack of any, I gave her
up, also. I made no friends among the race of people I loathed. Like a
slender tree, I had been uprooted from my mother, nature, and God. I was
shorn of my branches, which had waved in sympathy and love for home
and friends. The natural coat of bark which had protected my oversensitive
nature was scraped off to the very quick.
Now a cold bare pole I seemed to be, planted in a strange earth. Still, I
seemed to hope a day would come when my mute aching head, reared
upward to the sky, would flash a zigzag lightning across the heavens. With

this dream of vent for a long-pent consciousness, I walked again amid the
crowds.
At last, one weary day in the schoolroom, a new idea presented itself to
me. It was a new way of solving the problem of my inner self. I liked it.
Thus I resigned my position as teacher; and now I am in an Eastern city,
following the long course of study I have set for myself. Now, as I look
back upon the recent past, I see it from a distance, as a whole. I remember
how, from morning till evening, many specimens of civilized peoples
visited the Indian school. The city folks with canes and eyeglasses, the
countrymen with sunburnt cheeks and clumsy feet, forgot their relative
social ranks in an ignorant curiosity. Both sorts of these Christian palefaces
were alike astounded at seeing the children of savage warriors so docile and
industrious.
As answers to their shallow inquiries they received the students' sample
work to look upon. Examining the neatly figured pages, and gazing upon
the Indian girls and boys bending over their books, the white visitors
walked out of the schoolhouse well satisfied: they were educating the
children of the red man! They were paying a liberal fee to the government
employees in whose able hands lay the small forest of Indian timber.
In this fashion many have passed idly through the Indian schools during
the last decade, afterward to boast of their charity to the North American
Indian. But few there are who have paused to question whether real life or
long-lasting death lies beneath this semblance of civilization.

THE GREAT SPIRIT
When the spirit swells my breast I love to roam leisurely among the green
hills; or sometimes, sitting on the brink of the murmuring Missouri, I
marvel at the great blue overhead. With half-closed eyes I watch the huge
cloud shadows in their noiseless play upon the high bluffs opposite me,
while into my ear ripple the sweet, soft cadences of the river's song. Folded
hands lie in my lap, for the time forgot. My heart and I lie small upon the
earth like a grain of throbbing sand. Drifting clouds and tinkling waters,
together with the warmth of a genial summer day, bespeak with eloquence
the loving Mystery round about us. During the idle while I sat upon the
sunny river brink, I grew somewhat, though my response be not so clearly
manifest as in the green grass fringing the edge of the high bluff back of
me.
At length retracing the uncertain footpath scaling the precipitous
embankment, I seek the level lands where grow the wild prairie flowers.
And they, the lovely little folk, soothe my soul with their perfumed breath.
Their quaint round faces of varied hue convince the heart which leaps
with glad surprise that they, too, are living symbols of omnipotent thought.
With a child's eager eye I drink in the myriad star shapes wrought in
luxuriant color upon the green. Beautiful is the spiritual essence they
embody.

I leave them nodding in the breeze, but take along with me their impress
upon my heart. I pause to rest me upon a rock embedded on the side of a
foothill facing the low river bottom. Here the Stone-Boy, of whom the
American aborigine tells, frolics about, shooting his baby arrows and
shouting aloud with glee at the tiny shafts of lightning that flash from the
flying arrow-beaks. What an ideal warrior he became, baffling the siege of
the pests of all the land till he triumphed over their united attack. And here
he lay—Inyan our great-great-grandfather, older than the hill he rested on,
older than the race of men who love to tell of his wonderful career.
Interwoven with the thread of this Indian legend of the rock, I fain would
trace a subtle knowledge of the native folk which enabled them to recognize
a kinship to any and all parts of this vast universe. By the leading of an
ancient trail I move toward the Indian village.
With the strong, happy sense that both great and small are so surely
enfolded in His magnitude that, without a miss, each has his allotted
individual ground of opportunities, I am buoyant with good nature.
Yellow Breast, swaying upon the slender stem of a wild sunflower,
warbles a sweet assurance of this as I pass near by. Breaking off the clear
crystal song, he turns his wee head from side to side eyeing me wisely as
slowly I plod with moccasined feet. Then again he yields himself to his
song of joy. Flit, flit hither and yon, he fills the summer sky with his swift,
sweet melody. And truly does it seem his vigorous freedom lies more in his
little spirit than in his wing.
With these thoughts I reach the log cabin whither I am strongly drawn by
the tie of a child to an aged mother. Out bounds my four-footed friend to
meet me, frisking about my path with unmistakable delight. Chän is a black
shaggy dog, "a thoroughbred little mongrel" of whom I am very fond. Chän
seems to understand many words in Sioux, and will go to her mat even

when I whisper the word, though generally I think she is guided by the tone
of the voice. Often she tries to imitate the sliding inflection and long-drawnout voice to the amusement of our guests, but her articulation is quite
beyond my ear. In both my hands I hold her shaggy head and gaze into her
large brown eyes. At once the dilated pupils contract into tiny black dots, as
if the roguish spirit within would evade my questioning.
Finally resuming the chair at my desk I feel in keen sympathy with my
fellow-creatures, for I seem to see clearly again that all are akin. The racial
lines, which once were bitterly real, now serve nothing more than marking
out a living mosaic of human beings. And even here men of the same color
are like the ivory keys of one instrument where each resembles all the rest,
yet varies from them in pitch and quality of voice. And those creatures who
are for a time mere echoes of another's note are not unlike the fable of the
thin sick man whose distorted shadow, dressed like a real creature, came to
the old master to make him follow as a shadow. Thus with a compassion for
all echoes in human guise, I greet the solemn-faced "native preacher" whom
I find awaiting me. I listen with respect for God's creature, though he mouth
most strangely the jangling phrases of a bigoted creed.
As our tribe is one large family, where every person is related to all the
others, he addressed me:—
"Cousin, I came from the morning church service to talk with you."
"Yes?" I said interrogatively, as he paused for some word from me.
Shifting uneasily about in the straight-backed chair he sat upon, he
began: "Every holy day (Sunday) I look about our little God's house, and
not seeing you there, I am disappointed. This is why I come today. Cousin,
as I watch you from afar, I see no unbecoming behavior and hear only good
reports of you, which all the more burns me with the wish that you were a

church member. Cousin, I was taught long years ago by kind missionaries
to read the holy book. These godly men taught me also the folly of our old
beliefs.
"There is one God who gives reward or punishment to the race of dead
men. In the upper region the Christian dead are gathered in unceasing song
and prayer. In the deep pit below, the sinful ones dance in torturing flames.
"Think upon these things, my cousin, and choose now to avoid the afterdoom of hell fire!" Then followed a long silence in which he clasped tighter
and unclasped again his interlocked fingers.
Like instantaneous lightning flashes came pictures of my own mother's
making, for she, too, is now a follower of the new superstition.
"Knocking out the chinking of our log cabin, some evil hand thrust in a
burning taper of braided dry grass, but failed of his intent, for the fire died
out and the half-burned brand fell inward to the floor. Directly above it, on
a shelf, lay the holy book. This is what we found after our return from a
several days' visit. Surely some great power is hid in the sacred book!"
Brushing away from my eyes many like pictures, I offered midday meal
to the converted Indian sitting wordless and with downcast face. No sooner
had he risen from the table with "Cousin, I have relished it," than the church
bell rang.
Thither he hurried forth with his afternoon sermon. I watched him as he
hastened along, his eyes bent fast upon the dusty road till he disappeared at
the end of a quarter of a mile.
The little incident recalled to mind the copy of a missionary paper
brought to my notice a few days ago, in which a "Christian" pugilist

commented upon a recent article of mine, grossly perverting the spirit of my
pen. Still I would not forget that the pale-faced missionary and the
hoodooed aborigine are both God's creatures, though small indeed their own
conceptions of Infinite Love. A wee child toddling in a wonder world, I
prefer to their dogma my excursions into the natural gardens where the
voice of the Great Spirit is heard in the twittering of birds, the rippling of
mighty waters, and the sweet breathing of flowers.
Here, in a fleeting quiet, I am awakened by the fluttering robe of the
Great Spirit. To my innermost consciousness the phenomenal universe is a
royal mantle, vibrating with His divine breath. Caught in its flowing fringes
are the spangles and oscillating brilliants of sun, moon, and stars.

THE SOFT-HEARTED SIOUX
I.

Beside the open fire I sat within our tepee. With my red blanket wrapped
tightly about my crossed legs, I was thinking of the coming season, my
sixteenth winter. On either side of the wigwam were my parents. My father
was whistling a tune between his teeth while polishing with his bare hand a
red stone pipe he had recently carved. Almost in front of me, beyond the
center fire, my old grandmother sat near the entranceway.
She turned her face toward her right and addressed most of her words to
my mother. Now and then she spoke to me, but never did she allow her eyes
to rest upon her daughter's husband, my father. It was only upon rare
occasions that my grandmother said anything to him. Thus his ears were
open and ready to catch the smallest wish she might express. Sometimes
when my grandmother had been saying things which pleased him, my
father used to comment upon them. At other times, when he could not
approve of what was spoken, he used to work or smoke silently.
On this night my old grandmother began her talk about me. Filling the
bowl of her red stone pipe with dry willow bark, she looked across at me.
"My grandchild, you are tall and are no longer a little boy." Narrowing
her old eyes, she asked, "My grandchild, when are you going to bring here a

handsome young woman?" I stared into the fire rather than meet her gaze.
Waiting for my answer, she stooped forward and through the long stem
drew a flame into the red stone pipe.
I smiled while my eyes were still fixed upon the bright fire, but I said
nothing in reply. Turning to my mother, she offered her the pipe. I glanced
at my grandmother. The loose buckskin sleeve fell off at her elbow and
showed a wrist covered with silver bracelets. Holding up the fingers of her
left hand, she named off the desirable young women of our village.
"Which one, my grandchild, which one?" she questioned.
"Hoh!" I said, pulling at my blanket in confusion. "Not yet!" Here my
mother passed the pipe over the fire to my father. Then she, too, began
speaking of what I should do.
"My son, be always active. Do not dislike a long hunt. Learn to provide
much buffalo meat and many buckskins before you bring home a wife."
Presently my father gave the pipe to my grandmother, and he took his turn
in the exhortations.
"Ho, my son, I have been counting in my heart the bravest warriors of
our people. There is not one of them who won his title in his sixteenth
winter. My son, it is a great thing for some brave of sixteen winters to do."
Not a word had I to give in answer. I knew well the fame of my warrior
father. He had earned the right of speaking such words, though even he
himself was a brave only at my age. Refusing to smoke my grandmother's
pipe because my heart was too much stirred by their words, and sorely
troubled with a fear lest I should disappoint them, I arose to go. Drawing
my blanket over my shoulders, I said, as I stepped toward the entranceway:
"I go to hobble my pony. It is now late in the night."

II.
Nine winters' snows had buried deep that night when my old grandmother,
together with my father and mother, designed my future with the glow of a
camp fire upon it.
Yet I did not grow up the warrior, huntsman, and husband I was to have
been. At the mission school I learned it was wrong to kill. Nine winters I
hunted for the soft heart of Christ, and prayed for the huntsmen who chased
the buffalo on the plains.
In the autumn of the tenth year I was sent back to my tribe to preach
Christianity to them. With the white man's Bible in my hand, and the white
man's tender heart in my breast, I returned to my own people.
Wearing a foreigner's dress, I walked, a stranger, into my father's village.
Asking my way, for I had not forgotten my native tongue, an old man led
me toward the tepee where my father lay. From my old companion I learned
that my father had been sick many moons. As we drew near the tepee, I
heard the chanting of a medicine-man within it. At once I wished to enter in
and drive from my home the sorcerer of the plains, but the old warrior
checked me. "Ho, wait outside until the medicine-man leaves your father,"
he said. While talking he scanned me from head to feet. Then he retraced
his steps toward the heart of the camping-ground.

My father's dwelling was on the outer limits of the round-faced village.
With every heartthrob I grew more impatient to enter the wigwam.
While I turned the leaves of my Bible with nervous fingers, the medicineman came forth from the dwelling and walked hurriedly away. His head and
face were closely covered with the loose robe which draped his entire
figure.
He was tall and large. His long strides I have never forgot. They seemed
to me then the uncanny gait of eternal death. Quickly pocketing my Bible, I
went into the tepee.
Upon a mat lay my father, with furrowed face and gray hair. His eyes and
cheeks were sunken far into his head. His sallow skin lay thin upon his
pinched nose and high cheekbones. Stooping over him, I took his fevered
hand. "How, Ate?" I greeted him. A light flashed from his listless eyes and
his dried lips parted. "My son!" he murmured, in a feeble voice. Then again
the wave of joy and recognition receded. He closed his eyes, and his hand
dropped from my open palm to the ground.
Looking about, I saw an old woman sitting with bowed head. Shaking
hands with her, I recognized my mother. I sat down between my father and
mother as I used to do, but I did not feel at home. The place where my old
grandmother used to sit was now unoccupied. With my mother I bowed my
head. Alike our throats were choked and tears were streaming from our
eyes; but far apart in spirit our ideas and faiths separated us. My grief was
for the soul unsaved; and I thought my mother wept to see a brave man's
body broken by sickness.
Useless was my attempt to change the faith in the medicine-man to that
abstract power named God. Then one day I became righteously mad with
anger that the medicine-man should thus ensnare my father's soul. And

when he came to chant his sacred songs I pointed toward the door and bade
him go! The man's eyes glared upon me for an instant. Slowly gathering his
robe about him, he turned his back upon the sick man and stepped out of
our wigwam. "Ha, ha, ha! my son, I can not live without the medicineman!" I heard my father cry when the sacred man was gone.

III.
On a bright day, when the winged seeds of the prairie-grass were flying
hither and thither, I walked solemnly toward the centre of the campingground. My heart beat hard and irregularly at my side. Tighter I grasped the
sacred book I carried under my arm. Now was the beginning of life's work.
Though I knew it would be hard, I did not once feel that failure was to be
my reward. As I stepped unevenly on the rolling ground, I thought of the
warriors soon to wash off their war-paints and follow me.
At length I reached the place where the people had assembled to hear me
preach. In a large circle men and women sat upon the dry red grass. Within
the ring I stood, with the white man's Bible in my hand. I tried to tell them
of the soft heart of Christ.
In silence the vast circle of bareheaded warriors sat under an afternoon
sun. At last, wiping the wet from my brow, I took my place in the ring. The
hush of the assembly filled me with great hope.
I was turning my thoughts upward to the sky in gratitude, when a stir
called me to earth again.
A tall, strong man arose. His loose robe hung in folds over his right
shoulder. A pair of snapping black eyes fastened themselves like the

poisonous fangs of a serpent upon me. He was the medicine-man. A tremor
played about my heart and a chill cooled the fire in my veins.
Scornfully he pointed a long forefinger in my direction and asked:
"What loyal son is he who, returning to his father's people, wears a
foreigner's dress?" He paused a moment, and then continued: "The dress of
that foreigner of whom a story says he bound a native of our land, and
heaping dry sticks around him, kindled a fire at his feet!" Waving his hand
toward me, he exclaimed, "Here is the traitor to his people!"
I was helpless. Before the eyes of the crowd the cunning magician turned
my honest heart into a vile nest of treachery. Alas! the people frowned as
they looked upon me.
"Listen!" he went on. "Which one of you who have eyed the young man
can see through his bosom and warn the people of the nest of young snakes
hatching there? Whose ear was so acute that he caught the hissing of snakes
whenever the young man opened his mouth? This one has not only proven
false to you, but even to the Great Spirit who made him. He is a fool! Why
do you sit here giving ear to a foolish man who could not defend his people
because he fears to kill, who could not bring venison to renew the life of his
sick father? With his prayers, let him drive away the enemy! With his soft
heart, let him keep off starvation! We shall go elsewhere to dwell upon an
untainted ground."
With this he disbanded the people. When the sun lowered in the west and
the winds were quiet, the village of cone-shaped tepees was gone. The
medicine-man had won the hearts of the people.
Only my father's dwelling was left to mark the fighting-ground.

IV.
From a long night at my father's bedside I came out to look upon the
morning. The yellow sun hung equally between the snow-covered land and
the cloudless blue sky. The light of the new day was cold. The strong breath
of winter crusted the snow and fitted crystal shells over the rivers and lakes.
As I stood in front of the tepee, thinking of the vast prairies which separated
us from our tribe, and wondering if the high sky likewise separated the softhearted Son of God from us, the icy blast from the North blew through my
hair and skull. My neglected hair had grown long and fell upon my neck.
My father had not risen from his bed since the day the medicine-man led
the people away. Though I read from the Bible and prayed beside him upon
my knees, my father would not listen. Yet I believed my prayers were not
unheeded in heaven.
"Ha, ha, ha! my son," my father groaned upon the first snowfall. "My
son, our food is gone. There is no one to bring me meat! My son, your soft
heart has unfitted you for everything!" Then covering his face with the
buffalo-robe, he said no more. Now while I stood out in that cold winter
morning, I was starving. For two days I had not seen any food. But my own
cold and hunger did not harass my soul as did the whining cry of the sick
old man.

Stepping again into the tepee, I untied my snow-shoes, which were
fastened to the tent-poles.
My poor mother, watching by the sick one, and faithfully heaping wood
upon the centre fire, spoke to me:
"My son, do not fail again to bring your father meat, or he will starve to
death."
"How, Ina," I answered, sorrowfully. From the tepee I started forth again
to hunt food for my aged parents. All day I tracked the white level lands in
vain. Nowhere, nowhere were there any other footprints but my own! In the
evening of this third fast-day I came back without meat. Only a bundle of
sticks for the fire I brought on my back. Dropping the wood outside, I lifted
the door-flap and set one foot within the tepee.
There I grew dizzy and numb. My eyes swam in tears. Before me lay my
old gray-haired father sobbing like a child. In his horny hands he clutched
the buffalo-robe, and with his teeth he was gnawing off the edges. Chewing
the dry stiff hair and buffalo-skin, my father's eyes sought my hands. Upon
seeing them empty, he cried out:
"My son, your soft heart will let me starve before you bring me meat!
Two hills eastward stand a herd of cattle. Yet you will see me die before
you bring me food!"
Leaving my mother lying with covered head upon her mat, I rushed out
into the night.
With a strange warmth in my heart and swiftness in my feet, I climbed
over the first hill, and soon the second one. The moonlight upon the white
country showed me a clear path to the white man's cattle. With my hand

upon the knife in my belt, I leaned heavily against the fence while counting
the herd.
Twenty in all I numbered. From among them I chose the best-fattened
creature. Leaping over the fence, I plunged my knife into it.
My long knife was sharp, and my hands, no more fearful and slow,
slashed off choice chunks of warm flesh. Bending under the meat I had
taken for my starving father, I hurried across the prairie.
Toward home I fairly ran with the life-giving food I carried upon my
back. Hardly had I climbed the second hill when I heard sounds coming
after me. Faster and faster I ran with my load for my father, but the sounds
were gaining upon me. I heard the clicking of snowshoes and the squeaking
of the leather straps at my heels; yet I did not turn to see what pursued me,
for I was intent upon reaching my father. Suddenly like thunder an angry
voice shouted curses and threats into my ear! A rough hand wrenched my
shoulder and took the meat from me! I stopped struggling to run. A
deafening whir filled my head. The moon and stars began to move. Now the
white prairie was sky, and the stars lay under my feet. Now again they were
turning. At last the starry blue rose up into place. The noise in my ears was
still. A great quiet filled the air. In my hand I found my long knife dripping
with blood. At my feet a man's figure lay prone in blood-red snow. The
horrible scene about me seemed a trick of my senses, for I could not
understand it was real. Looking long upon the blood-stained snow, the load
of meat for my starving father reached my recognition at last. Quickly I
tossed it over my shoulder and started again homeward.
Tired and haunted I reached the door of the wigwam. Carrying the food
before me, I entered with it into the tepee.

"Father, here is food!" I cried, as I dropped the meat near my mother. No
answer came. Turning about, I beheld my gray-haired father dead! I saw by
the unsteady firelight an old gray-haired skeleton lying rigid and stiff.
Out into the open I started, but the snow at my feet became bloody.

V.
On the day after my father's death, having led my mother to the camp of the
medicineman, I gave myself up to those who were searching for the
murderer of the paleface.
They bound me hand and foot. Here in this cell I was placed four days
ago.
The shrieking winter winds have followed me hither. Rattling the bars,
they howl unceasingly: "Your soft heart! your soft heart will see me die
before you bring me food!" Hark! something is clanking the chain on the
door. It is being opened. From the dark night without a black figure crosses
the threshold. * * * It is the guard. He comes to warn me of my fate. He
tells me that tomorrow I must die. In his stern face I laugh aloud. I do not
fear death.
Yet I wonder who shall come to welcome me in the realm of strange
sight. Will the loving Jesus grant me pardon and give my soul a soothing
sleep? or will my warrior father greet me and receive me as his son? Will
my spirit fly upward to a happy heaven? or shall I sink into the bottomless
pit, an outcast from a God of infinite love?
Soon, soon I shall know, for now I see the east is growing red. My heart
is strong. My face is calm. My eyes are dry and eager for new scenes. My

hands hang quietly at my side. Serene and brave, my soul awaits the men to
perch me on the gallows for another flight. I go.

THE TRIAL PATH
It was an autumn night on the plain. The smoke-lapels of the cone-shaped
tepee flapped gently in the breeze. From the low night sky, with its myriad
fire points, a large bright star peeped in at the smoke-hole of the wigwam
between its fluttering lapels, down upon two Dakotas talking in the dark.
The mellow stream from the star above, a maid of twenty summers, on a
bed of sweetgrass, drank in with her wakeful eyes. On the opposite side of
the tepee, beyond the centre fireplace, the grandmother spread her rug.
Though once she had lain down, the telling of a story has aroused her to a
sitting posture.
Her eyes are tight closed. With a thin palm she strokes her wind-shorn
hair.
"Yes, my grandchild, the legend says the large bright stars are wise old
warriors, and the small dim ones are handsome young braves," she
reiterates, in a high, tremulous voice.
"Then this one peeping in at the smoke-hole yonder is my dear old
grandfather," muses the young woman, in long-drawn-out words.
Her soft rich voice floats through the darkness within the tepee, over the
cold ashes heaped on the centre fire, and passes into the ear of the toothless
old woman, who sits dumb in silent reverie. Thence it flies on swifter wing

over many winter snows, till at last it cleaves the warm light atmosphere of
her grandfather's youth. From there her grandmother made answer:
"Listen! I am young again. It is the day of your grandfather's death. The
elder one, I mean, for there were two of them. They were like twins, though
they were not brothers. They were friends, inseparable! All things, good
and bad, they shared together, save one, which made them mad. In that
heated frenzy the younger man slew his most intimate friend. He killed his
elder brother, for long had their affection made them kin."
The voice of the old woman broke. Swaying her stooped shoulders to and
fro as she sat upon her feet, she muttered vain exclamations beneath her
breath. Her eyes, closed tight against the night, beheld behind them the light
of bygone days. They saw again a rolling black cloud spread itself over the
land. Her ear heard the deep rumbling of a tempest in the west. She bent
low a cowering head, while angry thunder-birds shrieked across the sky.
"Heyã! heyã!" (No! no!) groaned the toothless grandmother at the fury she
had awakened. But the glorious peace afterward, when yellow sunshine
made the people glad, now lured her memory onward through the storm.
"How fast, how loud my heart beats as I listen to the messenger's horrible
tale!" she ejaculates. "From the fresh grave of the murdered man he hurried
to our wigwam. Deliberately crossing his bare shins, he sat down unbidden
beside my father, smoking a long-stemmed pipe. He had scarce caught his
breath when, panting, he began:
"'He was an only son, and a much-adored brother.'
"With wild, suspecting eyes he glanced at me as if I were in league with
the man-killer, my lover. My father, exhaling sweet-scented smoke,
assented—'How,' Then interrupting the 'Eya' on the lips of the round-eyed
talebearer, he asked, 'My friend, will you smoke?' He took the pipe by its

red-stone bowl, and pointed the long slender stem toward the man. 'Yes,
yes, my friend,' replied he, and reached out a long brown arm.
"For many heart-throbs he puffed out the blue smoke, which hung like a
cloud between us. But even through the smoke-mist I saw his sharp black
eyes glittering toward me. I longed to ask what doom awaited the young
murderer, but dared not open my lips, lest I burst forth into screams instead.
My father plied the question. Returning the pipe, the man replied: 'Oh, the
chieftain and his chosen men have had counsel together. They have agreed
it is not safe to allow a man-killer loose in our midst. He who kills one of
our tribe is an enemy, and must suffer the fate of a foe.'
"My temples throbbed like a pair of hearts!
"While I listened, a crier passed by my father's tepee. Mounted, and
swaying with his pony's steps, he proclaimed in a loud voice these words
(hark! I hear them now!): "Ho-po! Give ear, all you people. A terrible deed
is done. Two friends—ay, brothers in heart—have quarreled together. Now
one lies buried on the hill, while the other sits, a dreaded man-killer, within
his dwelling." Says our chieftain: "He who kills one of our tribe commits
the offense of an enemy. As such he must be tried. Let the father of the dead
man choose the mode of torture or taking of life. He has suffered livid pain,
and he alone can judge how great the punishment must be to avenge his
wrong." It is done.
"'Come, every one, to witness the judgment of a father upon him who
was once his son's best friend. A wild pony is now lassoed. The man-killer
must mount and ride the ranting beast. Stand you all in two parallel lines
from the centre tepee of the bereaved family to the wigwam opposite in the
great outer ring. Between you, in the wide space, is the given trial-way.
From the outer circle the rider must mount and guide his pony toward the
centre tepee. If, having gone the entire distance, the man-killer gains the

centre tepee still sitting on the pony's back, his life is spared and pardon
given. But should he fall, then he himself has chosen death.'
"The crier's words now cease. A lull holds the village breathless. Then
hurrying feet tear along, swish, swish, through the tall grass. Sobbing
women hasten toward the trialway. The muffled groan of the round campground is unbearable. With my face hid in the folds of my blanket, I run
with the crowd toward the open place in the outer circle of our village. In a
moment the two long files of solemn-faced people mark the path of the
public trial. Ah! I see strong men trying to lead the lassoed pony, pitching
and rearing, with white foam flying from his mouth. I choke with pain as I
recognize my handsome lover desolately alone, striding with set face
toward the lassoed pony. 'Do not fall! Choose life and me!' I cry in my
breast, but over my lips I hold my thick blanket.
"In an instant he has leaped astride the frightened beast, and the men
have let go their hold. Like an arrow sprung from a strong bow, the pony,
with extended nostrils, plunges halfway to the centre tepee. With all his
might the rider draws the strong reins in. The pony halts with wooden legs.
The rider is thrown forward by force, but does not fall. Now the maddened
creature pitches, with flying heels. The line of men and women sways
outward. Now it is back in place, safe from the kicking, snorting thing.
"The pony is fierce, with its large black eyes bulging out of their sockets.
With humped back and nose to the ground, it leaps into the air. I shut my
eyes. I can not see him fall.
"A loud shout goes up from the hoarse throats of men and women. I look.
So! The wild horse is conquered. My lover dismounts at the doorway of the
centre wigwam. The pony, wet with sweat and shaking with exhaustion,
stands like a guilty dog at his master's side. Here at the entranceway of the
tepee sit the bereaved father, mother, and sister. The old warrior father rises.

Stepping forward two long strides, he grasps the hand of the murderer of his
only son. Holding it so the people can see, he cries, with compassionate
voice, 'My son!' A murmur of surprise sweeps like a puff of sudden wind
along the lines.
"The mother, with swollen eyes, with her hair cut square with her
shoulders, now rises. Hurrying to the young man, she takes his right hand.
'My son!' she greets him. But on the second word her voice shook, and she
turned away in sobs.
"The young people rivet their eyes upon the young woman. She does not
stir. With bowed head, she sits motionless. The old warrior speaks to her.
'Shake hands with the young brave, my little daughter. He was your
brother's friend for many years. Now he must be both friend and brother to
you,'
"Hereupon the girl rises. Slowly reaching out her slender hand, she cries,
with twitching lips, 'My brother!' The trial ends."
"Grandmother!" exploded the girl on the bed of sweet-grass. "Is this
true?"
"Tosh!" answered the grandmother, with a warmth in her voice. "It is all
true. During the fifteen winters of our wedded life many ponies passed from
our hands, but this little winner, Ohiyesa, was a constant member of our
family. At length, on that sad day your grandfather died, Ohiyesa was killed
at the grave."
Though the various groups of stars which move across the sky, marking
the passing of time, told how the night was in its zenith, the old Dakota
woman ventured an explanation of the burial ceremony.

"My grandchild, I have scarce ever breathed the sacred knowledge in my
heart. Tonight I must tell you one of them. Surely you are old enough to
understand.
"Our wise medicine-man said I did well to hasten Ohiyesa after his
master. Perchance on the journey along the ghostpath your grandfather will
weary, and in his heart wish for his pony. The creature, already bound on
the spirit-trail, will be drawn by that subtle wish. Together master and beast
will enter the next camp-ground."
The woman ceased her talking. But only the deep breathing of the girl
broke the quiet, for now the night wind had lulled itself to sleep.
"Hinnu! hinnu! Asleep! I have been talking in the dark, unheard. I did
wish the girl would plant in her heart this sacred tale," muttered she, in a
querulous voice.
Nestling into her bed of sweet-scented grass, she dozed away into
another dream. Still the guardian star in the night sky beamed
compassionately down upon the little tepee on the plain.

A WARRIOR'S DAUGHTER
In the afternoon shadow of a large tepee, with red-painted smoke lapels, sat
a warrior father with crossed shins. His head was so poised that his eye
swept easily the vast level land to the eastern horizon line.
He was the chieftain's bravest warrior. He had won by heroic deeds the
privilege of staking his wigwam within the great circle of tepees.
He was also one of the most generous gift givers to the toothless old
people. For this he was entitled to the red-painted smoke lapels on his coneshaped dwelling. He was proud of his honors. He never wearied of
rehearsing nightly his own brave deeds. Though by wigwam fires he prated
much of his high rank and widespread fame, his great joy was a wee blackeyed daughter of eight sturdy winters. Thus as he sat upon the soft grass,
with his wife at his side, bent over her bead work, he was singing a dance
song, and beat lightly the rhythm with his slender hands.
His shrewd eyes softened with pleasure as he watched the easy
movements of the small body dancing on the green before him.
Tusee is taking her first dancing lesson. Her tightly-braided hair curves
over both brown ears like a pair of crooked little horns which glisten in the
summer sun.

With her snugly moccasined feet close together, and a wee hand at her
belt to stay the long string of beads which hang from her bare neck, she
bends her knees gently to the rhythm of her father's voice.
Now she ventures upon the earnest movement, slightly upward and
sidewise, in a circle. At length the song drops into a closing cadence, and
the little woman, clad in beaded deerskin, sits down beside the elder one.
Like her mother, she sits upon her feet. In a brief moment the warrior
repeats the last refrain. Again Tusee springs to her feet and dances to the
swing of the few final measures.
Just as the dance was finished, an elderly man, with short, thick hair
loose about his square shoulders, rode into their presence from the rear, and
leaped lightly from his pony's back. Dropping the rawhide rein to the
ground, he tossed himself lazily on the grass. "Hunhe, you have returned
soon," said the warrior, while extending a hand to his little daughter.
Quickly the child ran to her father's side and cuddled close to him, while
he tenderly placed a strong arm about her. Both father and child, eyeing the
figure on the grass, waited to hear the man's report.
"It is true," began the man, with a stranger's accent. "This is the night of
the dance."
"Hunha!" muttered the warrior with some surprise.
Propping himself upon his elbows, the man raised his face. His features
were of the Southern type. From an enemy's camp he was taken captive
long years ago by Tusee's father. But the unusual qualities of the slave had
won the Sioux warrior's heart, and for the last three winters the man had had
his freedom. He was made real man again. His hair was allowed to grow.
However, he himself had chosen to stay in the warrior's family.

"Hunha!" again ejaculated the warrior father. Then turning to his little
daughter, he asked, "Tusee, do you hear that?"
"Yes, father, and I am going to dance tonight!"
With these words she bounded out of his arm and frolicked about in glee.
Hereupon the proud mother's voice rang out in a chiding laugh.
"My child, in honor of your first dance your father must give a generous
gift. His ponies are wild, and roam beyond the great hill. Pray, what has he
fit to offer?" she questioned, the pair of puzzled eyes fixed upon her.
"A pony from the herd, mother, a fleet-footed pony from the herd!" Tusee
shouted with sudden inspiration.
Pointing a small forefinger toward the man lying on the grass, she cried,
"Uncle, you will go after the pony tomorrow!" And pleased with her
solution of the problem, she skipped wildly about. Her childish faith in her
elders was not conditioned by a knowledge of human limitations, but
thought all things possible to grown-ups.
"Hähob!" exclaimed the mother, with a rising inflection, implying by the
expletive that her child's buoyant spirit be not weighted with a denial.
Quickly to the hard request the man replied, "How! I go if Tusee tells me
so!"
This delighted the little one, whose black eyes brimmed over with light.
Standing in front of the strong man, she clapped her small, brown hands
with joy.
"That makes me glad! My heart is good! Go, uncle, and bring a
handsome pony!" she cried. In an instant she would have frisked away, but

an impulse held her tilting where she stood. In the man's own tongue, for he
had taught her many words and phrases, she exploded, "Thank you, good
uncle, thank you!" then tore away from sheer excess of glee.
The proud warrior father, smiling and narrowing his eyes, muttered
approval, "Howo! Hechetu!"
Like her mother, Tusee has finely pencilled eyebrows and slightly
extended nostrils; but in her sturdiness of form she resembles her father.
A loyal daughter, she sits within her tepee making beaded deerskins for
her father, while he longs to stave off her every suitor as all unworthy of his
old heart's pride. But Tusee is not alone in her dwelling. Near the entranceway a young brave is half reclining on a mat. In silence he watches the
petals of a wild rose growing on the soft buckskin. Quickly the young
woman slips the beads on the silvery sinew thread, and works them into the
pretty flower design. Finally, in a low, deep voice, the young man begins:
"The sun is far past the zenith. It is now only a man's height above the
western edge of land. I hurried hither to tell you tomorrow I join the war
party."
He pauses for reply, but the maid's head drops lower over her deerskin,
and her lips are more firmly drawn together. He continues:
"Last night in the moonlight I met your warrior father. He seemed to
know I had just stepped forth from your tepee. I fear he did not like it, for
though I greeted him, he was silent. I halted in his pathway. With what
boldness I dared, while my heart was beating hard and fast, I asked him for
his only daughter.

"Drawing himself erect to his tallest height, and gathering his loose robe
more closely about his proud figure, he flashed a pair of piercing eyes upon
me.
"'Young man,' said he, with a cold, slow voice that chilled me to the
marrow of my bones, 'hear me. Naught but an enemy's scalp-lock, plucked
fresh with your own hand, will buy Tusee for your wife,' Then he turned on
his heel and stalked away."
Tusee thrusts her work aside. With earnest eyes she scans her lover's
face.
"My father's heart is really kind. He would know if you are brave and
true," murmured the daughter, who wished no ill-will between her two
loved ones.
Then rising to go, the youth holds out a right hand. "Grasp my hand once
firmly before I go, Hoye. Pray tell me, will you wait and watch for my
return?"
Tusee only nods assent, for mere words are vain.
At early dawn the round camp-ground awakes into song. Men and
women sing of bravery and of triumph. They inspire the swelling breasts of
the painted warriors mounted on prancing ponies bedecked with the green
branches of trees.
Riding slowly around the great ring of cone-shaped tepees, here and
there, a loud-singing warrior swears to avenge a former wrong, and thrusts
a bare brown arm against the purple east, calling the Great Spirit to hear his
vow. All having made the circuit, the singing war party gallops away
southward.

Astride their ponies laden with food and deerskins, brave elderly women
follow after their warriors. Among the foremost rides a young woman in
elaborately beaded buckskin dress. Proudly mounted, she curbs with the
single rawhide loop a wild-eyed pony.
It is Tusee on her father's warhorse. Thus the war party of Indian men
and their faithful women vanish beyond the southern skyline.
A day's journey brings them very near the enemy's borderland. Nightfall
finds a pair of twin tepees nestled in a deep ravine. Within one lounge the
painted warriors, smoking their pipes and telling weird stories by the
firelight, while in the other watchful women crouch uneasily about their
center fire.
By the first gray light in the east the tepees are banished. They are gone.
The warriors are in the enemy's camp, breaking dreams with their
tomahawks. The women are hid away in secret places in the long thicketed
ravine.
The day is far spent, the red sun is low over the west.
At length straggling warriors return, one by one, to the deep hollow. In
the twilight they number their men. Three are missing. Of these absent ones
two are dead; but the third one, a young man, is a captive to the foe.
"He-he!" lament the warriors, taking food in haste.
In silence each woman, with long strides, hurries to and fro, tying large
bundles on her pony's back. Under cover of night the war party must hasten
homeward. Motionless, with bowed head, sits a woman in her hiding-place.
She grieves for her lover.

In bitterness of spirit she hears the warriors' murmuring words. With set
teeth she plans to cheat the hated enemy of their captive. In the meanwhile
low signals are given, and the war party, unaware of Tusee's absence, steal
quietly away. The soft thud of pony-hoofs grows fainter and fainter. The
gradual hush of the empty ravine whirrs noisily in the ear of the young
woman. Alert for any sound of footfalls nigh, she holds her breath to listen.
Her right hand rests on a long knife in her belt. Ah, yes, she knows where
her pony is hid, but not yet has she need of him. Satisfied that no danger is
nigh, she prowls forth from her place of hiding. With a panther's tread and
pace she climbs the high ridge beyond the low ravine. From thence she
spies the enemy's camp-fires.
Rooted to the barren bluff the slender woman's figure stands on the
pinnacle of night, outlined against a starry sky. The cool night breeze wafts
to her burning ear snatches of song and drum. With desperate hate she bites
her teeth.
Tusee beckons the stars to witness. With impassioned voice and uplifted
face she pleads:
"Great Spirit, speed me to my lover's rescue! Give me swift cunning for a
weapon this night! All-powerful Spirit, grant me my warrior-father's heart,
strong to slay a foe and mighty to save a friend!"
In the midst of the enemy's camp-ground, underneath a temporary dancehouse, are men and women in gala-day dress. It is late in the night, but the
merry warriors bend and bow their nude, painted bodies before a bright
center fire. To the lusty men's voices and the rhythmic throbbing drum, they
leap and rebound with feathered headgears waving.
Women with red-painted cheeks and long, braided hair sit in a large halfcircle against the willow railing. They, too, join in the singing, and rise to

dance with their victorious warriors.
Amid this circular dance arena stands a prisoner bound to a post, haggard
with shame and sorrow. He hangs his disheveled head.
He stares with unseeing eyes upon the bare earth at his feet. With jeers
and smirking faces the dancers mock the Dakota captive. Rowdy braves and
small boys hoot and yell in derision.
Silent among the noisy mob, a tall woman, leaning both elbows on the
round willow railing, peers into the lighted arena. The dancing center fire
shines bright into her handsome face, intensifying the night in her dark
eyes. It breaks into myriad points upon her beaded dress. Unmindful of the
surging throng jostling her at either side, she glares in upon the hateful,
scoffing men. Suddenly she turns her head. Tittering maids whisper near her
ear:
"There! There! See him now, sneering in the captive's face. 'Tis he who
sprang upon the young man and dragged him by his long hair to yonder
post. See! He is handsome! How gracefully he dances!"
The silent young woman looks toward the bound captive. She sees a
warrior, scarce older than the captive, flourishing a tomahawk in the
Dakota's face. A burning rage darts forth from her eyes and brands him for
a victim of revenge. Her heart mutters within her breast, "Come, I wish to
meet you, vile foe, who captured my lover and tortures him now with a
living death."
Here the singers hush their voices, and the dancers scatter to their various
resting-places along the willow ring. The victor gives a reluctant last twirl
of his tomahawk, then, like the others, he leaves the center ground. With
head and shoulders swaying from side to side, he carries a high-pointing

chin toward the willow railing. Sitting down upon the ground with crossed
legs, he fans himself with an outspread turkey wing.
Now and then he stops his haughty blinking to peep out of the corners of
his eyes. He hears some one clearing her throat gently. It is unmistakably
for his ear. The wing-fan swings irregularly to and fro. At length he turns a
proud face over a bare shoulder and beholds a handsome woman smiling.
"Ah, she would speak to a hero!" thumps his heart wildly.
The singers raise their voices in unison. The music is irresistible. Again
lunges the victor into the open arena. Again he leers into the captive's face.
At every interval between the songs he returns to his resting-place. Here the
young woman awaits him. As he approaches she smiles boldly into his
eyes. He is pleased with her face and her smile.
Waving his wing-fan spasmodically in front of his face, he sits with his
ears pricked up. He catches a low whisper. A hand taps him lightly on the
shoulder. The handsome woman speaks to him in his own tongue. "Come
out into the night. I wish to tell you who I am."
He must know what sweet words of praise the handsome woman has for
him. With both hands he spreads the meshes of the loosely woven willows,
and crawls out unnoticed into the dark.
Before him stands the young woman. Beckoning him with a slender
hand, she steps backward, away from the light and the restless throng of
onlookers. He follows with impatient strides. She quickens her pace. He
lengthens his strides. Then suddenly the woman turns from him and darts
away with amazing speed. Clinching his fists and biting his lower lip, the
young man runs after the fleeing woman. In his maddened pursuit he
forgets the dance arena.

Beside a cluster of low bushes the woman halts. The young man, panting
for breath and plunging headlong forward, whispers loud, "Pray tell me, are
you a woman or an evil spirit to lure me away?"
Turning on heels firmly planted in the earth, the woman gives a wild
spring forward, like a panther for its prey. In a husky voice she hissed
between her teeth, "I am a Dakota woman!"
From her unerring long knife the enemy falls heavily at her feet. The
Great Spirit heard Tusee's prayer on the hilltop. He gave her a warrior's
strong heart to lessen the foe by one.
A bent old woman's figure, with a bundle like a grandchild slung on her
back, walks round and round the dance-house. The wearied onlookers are
leaving in twos and threes. The tired dancers creep out of the willow railing,
and some go out at the entrance way, till the singers, too, rise from the drum
and are trudging drowsily homeward. Within the arena the center fire lies
broken in red embers. The night no longer lingers about the willow railing,
but, hovering into the dance-house, covers here and there a snoring man
whom sleep has overpowered where he sat.
The captive in his tight-binding rawhide ropes hangs in hopeless despair.
Close about him the gloom of night is slowly crouching. Yet the last red,
crackling embers cast a faint light upon his long black hair, and, shining
through the thick mats, caress his wan face with undying hope.
Still about the dance-house the old woman prowls. Now the embers are
gray with ashes.
The old bent woman appears at the entrance way. With a cautious,
groping foot she enters. Whispering between her teeth a lullaby for her
sleeping child in her blanket, she searches for something forgotten.

Noisily snored the dreaming men in the darkest parts. As the lisping old
woman draws nigh, the captive again opens his eyes.
A forefinger she presses to her lip. The young man arouses himself from
his stupor. His senses belie him. Before his wide-open eyes the old bent
figure straightens into its youthful stature. Tusee herself is beside him. With
a stroke upward and downward she severs the cruel cords with her sharp
blade. Dropping her blanket from her shoulders, so that it hangs from her
girdled waist like a skirt, she shakes the large bundle into a light shawl for
her lover. Quickly she spreads it over his bare back.
"Come!" she whispers, and turns to go; but the young man, numb and
helpless, staggers nigh to falling.
The sight of his weakness makes her strong. A mighty power thrills her
body. Stooping beneath his outstretched arms grasping at the air for support,
Tusee lifts him upon her broad shoulders. With half-running, triumphant
steps she carries him away into the open night.

A DREAM OF HER GRANDFATHER
Her grandfather was a Dakota "medicine man." Among the Indians of his
day he was widely known for his successful healing work. He was one of
the leading men of the tribe and came to Washington, D.C., with one of the
first delegations relative to affairs concerning the Indian people and the
United States government.
His was the first band of the Great Sioux Nation to make treaties with the
government in the hope of bringing about an amicable arrangement
between the red and white Americans. The journey to the nation's capital
was made almost entirely on pony-back, there being no railroads, and the
Sioux delegation was beset with many hardships on the trail. His visit to
Washington, in behalf of peace among men, proved to be his last earthly
mission. From a sudden illness, he died and was buried here.
When his small granddaughter grew up she learned the white man's
tongue, and followed in the footsteps of her grandfather to the very seat of
government to carry on his humanitarian work. Though her days were filled
with problems for welfare work among her people, she had a strange dream
one night during her stay in Washington. The dream was this: Returning
from an afternoon out, she found a large cedar chest had been delivered to
her home in her absence. She sniffed the sweet perfume of the red wood,
which reminded her of the breath of the forest,—and admired the box so
neatly made, without trimmings. It looked so clean, strong and durable in its

native genuineness. With elation, she took the tag in her hand and read her
name aloud. "Who sent me this cedar chest?" she asked, and was told it
came from her grandfather.
Wondering what gift it could be her grandfather wished now to confer
upon her, wholly disregarding his death years ago, she was all eagerness to
open the mystery chest.
She remembered her childhood days and the stories she loved to hear
about the unusual powers of her grandfather,—recalled how she, the wee
girl, had coveted the medicine bags, beaded and embroidered in porcupine
quills, in symbols designed by the great "medicine man," her grandfather.
Well did she remember her merited rebuke that such things were never
made for relics. Treasures came in due time to those ready to receive them.
In great expectancy, she lifted the heavy lid of the cedar chest. "Oh!" she
exclaimed, with a note of disappointment, seeing no beaded Indian regalia
or trinkets. "Why does my grandfather send such a light gift in a heavy,
large box?" She was mystified and much perplexed.
The gift was a fantastic thing, of texture far more delicate than a spider's
filmy web. It was a vision! A picture of an Indian camp, not painted on
canvas nor yet written. It was dream-stuff, suspended in the thin air, filling
the inclosure of the cedar wood container. As she looked upon it, the picture
grew more and more real, exceeding the proportions of the chest. It was all
so illusive a breath might have blown it away; yet there it was, real as life,
—a circular camp of white cone-shaped tepees, astir with Indian people.
The village crier, with flowing head-dress of eagle plumes, mounted on a
prancing white pony, rode within the arena. Indian men, women and
children stopped in groups and clusters, while bright painted faces peered
out of tepee doors, to listen to the chieftain's crier.

At this point, she, too, heard the full melodious voice. She heard
distinctly the Dakota words he proclaimed to the people. "Be glad! Rejoice!
Look up, and see the new day dawning! Help is near! Hear me, every one."
She caught the glad tidings and was thrilled with new hope for her
people.

THE WIDESPREAD ENIGMA CONCERNING
BLUE-STAR WOMAN
It was summer on the western plains. Fields of golden sunflowers facing
eastward, greeted the rising sun. Blue-Star Woman, with windshorn braids
of white hair over each ear, sat in the shade of her log hut before an open
fire. Lonely but unmolested she dwelt here like the ground squirrel that took
its abode nearby,—both through the easy tolerance of the land owner. The
Indian woman held a skillet over the burning embers. A large round cake,
with long slashes in its center, was baking and crowding the capacity of the
frying pan.
In deep abstraction Blue-Star Woman prepared her morning meal. "Who
am I?" had become the obsessing riddle of her life. She was no longer a
young woman, being in her fifty-third year. In the eyes of the white man's
law, it was required of her to give proof of her membership in the Sioux
tribe. The unwritten law of heart prompted her naturally to say, "I am a
being. I am Blue-Star Woman. A piece of earth is my birthright."
It was taught, for reasons now forgot, that an Indian should never
pronounce his or her name in answer to any inquiry. It was probably a
means of protection in the days of black magic. Be this as it may, Blue-Star
Woman lived in times when this teaching was disregarded. It gained her
nothing, however, to pronounce her name to the government official to

whom she applied for her share of tribal land. His persistent question was
always, "Who were your parents?"
Blue-Star Woman was left an orphan at a tender age. She did not
remember them. They were long gone to the spirit-land,-and she could not
understand why they should be recalled to earth on her account. It was
another one of the old, old teachings of her race that the names of the dead
should not be idly spoken. It had become a sacrilege to mention carelessly
the name of any departed one, especially in matters of disputes over worldy
possessions. The unfortunate circumstances of her early childhood, together
with the lack of written records of a roving people, placed a formidable
barrier between her and her heritage. The fact was events of far greater
importance to the tribe than her reincarnation had passed unrecorded in
books. The verbal reports of the old-time men and women of the tribe were
varied,—some were actually contradictory. Blue-Star Woman was unable to
find even a twig of her family tree.
She sharpened one end of a long stick and with it speared the fried bread
when it was browned. Heedless of the hot bread's "Tsing!" in a high treble
as it was lifted from the fire, she added it to the six others which had
preceded it. It had been many a moon since she had had a meal of fried
bread, for she was too poor to buy at any one time all the necessary
ingredients, particularly the fat in which to fry it. During the breadmaking,
the smoke-blackened coffeepot boiled over. The aroma of freshly made
coffee smote her nostrils and roused her from the tantalizing memories.
The day before, friendly spirits, the unseen ones, had guided her aimless
footsteps to her Indian neighbor's house. No sooner had she entered than
she saw on the table some grocery bundles. "Iye-que, fortunate one!" she
exclaimed as she took the straight-backed chair offered her. At once the
Indian hostess untied the bundles and measured out a cupful of green coffee

beans and a pound of lard. She gave them to Blue-Star Woman, saying, "I
want to share my good fortune. Take these home with you." Thus it was that
Blue-Star Woman had come into unexpected possession of the materials
which now contributed richly to her breakfast.
The generosity of her friend had often saved her from starvation.
Generosity is said to be a fault of Indian people, but neither the Pilgrim
Fathers nor Blue-Star Woman ever held it seriously against them. Blue-Star
Woman was even grateful for this gift of food. She was fond of coffee,-that
black drink brought hither by those daring voyagers of long ago. The coffee
habit was one of the signs of her progress in the white man's civilization,
also had she emerged from the tepee into a log hut, another achievement.
She had learned to read the primer and to write her name. Little Blue-Star
attended school unhindered by a fond mother's fears that a foreign teacher
might not spare the rod with her darling.
Blue-Star Woman was her individual name. For untold ages the Indian
race had not used family names. A new-born child was given a brand-new
name. Blue-Star Woman was proud to write her name for which she would
not be required to substitute another's upon her marriage, as is the custom of
civilized peoples.
"The times are changed now," she muttered under her breath. "My
individual name seems to mean nothing." Looking out into space, she saw
the nodding sunflowers, and they acquiesced with her. Their drying leaves
reminded her of the near approach of autumn. Then soon, very soon, the ice
would freeze along the banks of the muddy river. The day of the first ice
was her birthday. She would be fifty-four winters old. How futile had been
all these winters to secure her a share in tribal lands. A weary smile
flickered across her face as she sat there on the ground like a bronze figure
of patience and long-suffering.

The breadmaking was finished. The skillet was set aside to cool. She
poured the appetizing coffee into her tin cup. With fried bread and black
coffee she regaled herself. Again her mind reverted to her riddle. "The
missionary preacher said he could not explain the white man's law to me.
He who reads daily from the Holy Bible, which he tells me is God's book,
cannot understand mere man's laws. This also puzzles me," thought she to
herself. "Once a wise leader of our people, addressing a president of this
country, said: 'I am a man. You are another. The Great Spirit is our witness!'
This is simple and easy to understand, but the times are changed. The white
man's laws are strange."
Blue-Star Woman broke off a piece of fried bread between a thumb and
forefinger. She ate it hungrily, and sipped from her cup of fragrant coffee. "I
do not understand the white man's law. It's like walking in the dark. In this
darkness, I am growing fearful of everything."
Oblivious to the world, she had not heard the footfall of two Indian men
who now stood before her.
Their short-cropped hair looked blue-black in contrast to the faded
civilian clothes they wore. Their white man's shoes were rusty and
unpolished. To the unconventional eyes of the old Indian woman, their
celluloid collars appeared like shining marks of civilization. Blue-Star
Woman looked up from the lap of mother earth without rising. "Hinnu,
hinnu!" she ejaculated in undisguised surprise. "Pray, who are these wouldbe white men?" she inquired.
In one voice and by an assumed relationship the two Indian men
addressed her. "Aunt, I shake hands with you." Again Blue-Star Woman
remarked, "Oh, indeed! these near white men speak my native tongue and
shake hands according to our custom." Did she guess the truth, she would
have known they were simply deluded mortals, deceiving others and

themselves most of all. Boisterously laughing and making conversation,
they each in turn gripped her withered hand.
Like a sudden flurry of wind, tossing loose ends of things, they broke
into her quiet morning hour and threw her groping thoughts into greater
chaos. Masking their real errand with long-drawn faces, they feigned a
concern for her welfare only. "We come to ask how you are living. We
heard you were slowly starving to death. We heard you are one of those
Indians who have been cheated out of their share in tribal lands by the
government officials."
Blue-Star Woman became intensely interested.
"You see we are educated in the white man's ways," they said with
protruding chests. One unconsciously thrust his thumbs into the arm-holes
of his ill-fitting coat and strutted about in his pride. "We can help you get
your land. We want to help our aunt. All old people like you ought to be
helped before the younger ones. The old will die soon, and they may never
get the benefit of their land unless some one like us helps them to get their
rights, without further delay."
Blue-Star Woman listened attentively.
Motioning to the mats she spread upon the ground, she said: "Be seated,
my nephews." She accepted the relationship assumed for the occasion. "I
will give you some breakfast." Quickly she set before them a generous
helping of fried bread and cups of coffee. Resuming her own meal, she
continued, "You are wonderfully kind. It is true, my nephews, that I have
grown old trying to secure my share of land. It may not be long till I shall
pass under the sod."

The two men responded with "How, how," which meant, "Go on with
your story. We are all ears." Blue-Star Woman had not yet detected any
particular sharpness about their ears, but by an impulse she looked up into
their faces and scrutinized them. They were busily engaged in eating. Their
eyes were fast upon the food on the mat in front of their crossed shins.
Inwardly she made a passing observation how, like ravenous wolves, her
nephews devoured their food. Coyotes in midwinter could not have been
more starved. Without comment she offered them the remaining fried cakes,
and between them they took it all. She offered the second helping of coffee,
which they accepted without hesitancy. Filling their cups, she placed her
empty coffeepot on the dead ashes.
To them she rehearsed her many hardships. It had become a habit now to
tell her long story of disappointments with all its petty details. It was only
another instance of good intentions gone awry. It was a paradox upon a land
of prophecy that its path to future glory be stained with the blood of its
aborigines. Incongruous as it is, the two nephews, with their white
associates, were glad of a condition so profitable to them. Their solicitation
for Blue-Star Woman was not at all altruistic. They thrived in their grafting
business. They and their occupation were the by-product of an unwieldly
bureaucracy over the nation's wards.
"Dear aunt, you failed to establish the facts of your identity," they told
her. Hereupon Blue-Star Woman's countenance fell. It was ever the same
old words. It was the old song of the government official she loathed to
hear. The next remark restored her courage. "If any one can discover
evidence, it's us! I tell you, aunt, we'll fix it all up for you." It was a great
relief to the old Indian woman to be thus unburdened of her riddle, with a
prospect of possessing land. "There is one thing you will have to do,—that
is, to pay us half of your land and money when you get them." Here was a

pause, and Blue-Star Woman answered slowly, "Y-e-s," in an uncertain
frame of mind.
The shrewd schemers noted her behavior. "Wouldn't you rather have a
half of a crust of bread than none at all?" they asked. She was duly
impressed with the force of their argument. In her heart she agreed, "A little
something to eat is better than nothing!" The two men talked in regular
relays. The flow of smooth words was continuous and so much like purring
that all the woman's suspicions were put soundly to sleep. "Look here, aunt,
you know very well that prairie fire is met with a back-fire." Blue-Star
Woman, recalling her experiences in fire-fighting, quickly responded, "Yes,
oh, yes."
"In just the same way, we fight crooks with crooks. We have clever white
lawyers working with us. They are the back-fire." Then, as if remembering
some particular incident, they both laughed aloud and said, "Yes, and
sometimes they use us as the back-fire! We trade fifty-fifty."
Blue-Star Woman sat with her chin in the palm of one hand with elbow
resting in the other. She rocked herself slightly forward and backward. At
length she answered, "Yes, I will pay you half of my share in tribal land and
money when I get them. In bygone days, brave young men of the order of
the White-Horse-Riders sought out the aged, the poor, the widows and
orphans to aid them, but they did their good work without pay. The WhiteHorse-Riders are gone. The times are changed. I am a poor old Indian
woman. I need warm clothing before winter begins to blow its icicles
through us. I need fire wood. I need food. As you have said, a little help is
better than none."
Hereupon the two pretenders scored another success.

They rose to their feet. They had eaten up all the fried bread and drained
the coffeepot. They shook hands with Blue-Star Woman and departed. In
the quiet that followed their departure she sat munching her small piece of
bread, which, by a lucky chance, she had taken on her plate before the
hungry wolves had come. Very slowly she ate the fragment of fried bread as
if to increase it by diligent mastication. A self-condemning sense of guilt
disturbed her. In her dire need she had become involved with tricksters. Her
nephews laughingly told her, "We use crooks, and crooks use us in the
skirmish over Indian lands."
The friendly shade of the house shrank away from her and hid itself
under the narrow eaves of the dirt covered roof. She shrugged her
shoulders. The sun high in the sky had witnessed the affair and now glared
down upon her white head. Gathering upon her arm the mats and cooking
utensils, she hobbled into her log hut.
Under the brooding wilderness silence, on the Sioux Indian Reservation,
the superintendent summoned together the leading Indian men of the tribe.
He read a letter which he had received from headquarters in Washington,
D.C. It announced the enrollment of Blue-Star Woman on their tribal roll of
members and the approval of allotting land to her.
It came as a great shock to the tribesmen. Without their knowledge and
consent their property was given to a strange woman. They protested in
vain. The superintendent said, "I received this letter from Washington. I
have read it to you for your information. I have fulfilled my duty. I can do
no more." With these fateful words he dismissed the assembly.
Heavy hearted, Chief High Flier returned to his dwelling. Smoking his
long-stemmed pipe he pondered over the case of Blue-Star Woman. The
Indian's guardian had got into a way of usurping autocratic power in
disposing of the wards' property. It was growing intolerable. "No doubt this

Indian woman is entitled to allotment, but where? Certainly not here," he
thought to himself.
Laying down his pipe, he called his little granddaughter from her play,
"You are my interpreter and scribe," he said. "Bring your paper and pencil."
A letter was written in the child's sprawling hand, and signed by the old
chieftain. It read:
"My Friend:
"I make letter to you. My heart is sad. Washington give my tribe's land to
a woman called Blue-Star. We do not know her. We were not asked to give
land, but our land is taken from us to give to another Indian. This is not
right. Lots of little children of my tribe have no land. Why this strange
woman get our land which belongs to our children? Go to Washington and
ask if our treaties tell him to give our property away without asking us. Tell
him I thought we made good treaties on paper, but now our children cry for
food. We are too poor. We cannot give even to our own little children.
Washington is very rich. Washington now owns our country. If he wants to
help this poor Indian woman, Blue-Star, let him give her some of his land
and his money. This is all I will say until you answer me. I shake hands
with you with my heart. The Great Spirit hears my words. They are true.
"Your friend,
"CHIEF HIGH FLIER.

"X (his mark)."
The letter was addressed to a prominent American woman. A stamp was
carefully placed on the envelope.

Early the next morning, before the dew was off the grass, the chieftain's
riding pony was caught from the pasture and brought to his log house. It
was saddled and bridled by a younger man, his son with whom he made his
home. The old chieftain came out, carrying in one hand his long-stemmed
pipe and tobacco pouch. His blanket was loosely girdled about his waist.
Tightly holding the saddle horn, he placed a moccasined foot carefully into
the stirrup and pulled himself up awkwardly into the saddle, muttering to
himself, "Alas, I can no more leap into my saddle. I now must crawl about
in my helplessness." He was past eighty years of age, and no longer agile.
He set upon his ten-mile trip to the only post office for hundreds of miles
around. In his shirt pocket, he carried the letter destined, in due season, to
reach the heart of American people. His pony, grown old in service, jogged
along the dusty road. Memories of other days thronged the wayside, and for
the lonely rider transformed all the country. Those days were gone when the
Indian youths were taught to be truthful,—to be merciful to the poor. Those
days were gone when moral cleanliness was a chief virtue; when public
feasts were given in honor of the virtuous girls and young men of the tribe.
Untold mischief is now possible through these broken ancient laws. The
younger generation were not being properly trained in the high virtues. A
slowly starving race was growing mad, and the pitifully weak sold their
lands for a pot of porridge.
"He, he, he! He, he, he!" he lamented. "Small Voice Woman, my own
relative is being represented as the mother of this strange Blue-Star—the
papers were made by two young Indian men who have learned the white
man's ways. Why must I be forced to accept the mischief of children? My
memory is clear. My reputation for veracity is well known.
"Small Voice Woman lived in my house until her death. She had only one
child and it was a boy!" He held his hand over this thumping heart, and was

reminded of the letter in his pocket. "This letter,—what will happen when it
reaches my good friend?" he asked himself. The chieftain rubbed his dim
eyes and groaned, "If only my good friend knew the folly of turning my
letter into the hands of bureaucrats! In face of repeated defeat, I am daring
once more to send this one letter." An inner voice said in his ear, "And this
one letter will share the same fate of the other letters."
Startled by the unexpected voice, he jerked upon the bridle reins and
brought the drowsy pony to a sudden halt. There was no one near. He found
himself a mile from the post office, for the cluster of government buildings,
where lived the superintendent, were now in plain sight. His thin frame
shook with emotion. He could not go there with his letter.
He dismounted from his pony. His quavering voice chanted a bravery
song as he gathered dry grasses and the dead stalks of last year's
sunflowers. He built a fire, and crying aloud, for his sorrow was greater
than he could bear, he cast the letter into the flames. The fire consumed it.
He sent his message on the wings of fire and he believed she would get it.
He yet trusted that help would come to his people before it was too late.
The pony tossed his head in a readiness to go. He knew he was on the return
trip and he was glad to travel.
The wind which blew so gently at dawn was now increased into a gale as
the sun approached the zenith. The chieftain, on his way home, sensed a
coming storm. He looked upward to the sky and around in every direction.
Behind him, in the distance, he saw a cloud of dust. He saw several
horsemen whipping their ponies and riding at great speed. Occasionally he
heard their shouts, as if calling after some one. He slackened his pony's
pace and frequently looked over his shoulder to see who the riders were
advancing in hot haste upon him. He was growing curious. In a short time

the riders surrounded him. On their coats shone brass buttons, and on their
hats were gold cords and tassels. They were Indian police.
"Wan!" he exclaimed, finding himself the object of their chase. It was
their foolish ilk who had murdered the great leader, Sitting Bull. "Pray,
what is the joke? Why do young men surround an old man quietly riding
home?"
"Uncle," said the spokesman, "we are hirelings, as you know. We are sent
by the government superintendent to arrest you and take you back with us.
The superintendent says you are one of the bad Indians, singing war songs
and opposing the government all the time; this morning you were seen
trying to set fire to the government agency."
"Hunhunhe!" replied the old chief, placing the palm of his hand over his
mouth agap in astonishment. "All this is unbelievable!"
The policeman took hold of the pony's bridle and turned the reluctant
little beast around. They led it back with them and the old chieftain set
unresisting in the saddle. High Flier was taken before the superintendent,
who charged him with setting fires to destroy government buildings and
found him guilty. Thus Chief High Flier was sent to jail. He had already
suffered much during his life. He was the voiceless man of America. And
now in his old age he was cast into prison. The chagrin of it all, together
with his utter helplessness to defend his own or his people's human rights,
weighed heavily upon his spirit.
The foul air of the dingy cell nauseated him who loved the open. He sat
wearily down upon the tattered mattress, which lay on the rough board
floor. He drew his robe closely about his tall figure, holding it partially over
his face, his hands covered within the folds. In profound gloom the grayhaired prisoner sat there, without a stir for long hours and knew not when

the day ended and night began. He sat buried in his desperation. His eyes
were closed, but he could not sleep. Bread and water in tin receptacles set
upon the floor beside him untouched. He was not hungry. Venturesome
mice crept out upon the floor and scampered in the dim starlight streaming
through the iron bars of the cell window. They squeaked as they dared each
other to run across his moccasined feet, but the chieftain neither saw nor
heard them.
A terrific struggle was waged within his being. He fought as he never
fought before. Tenaciously he hung upon hope for the day of salvation—
that hope hoary with age. Defying all odds against him, he refused to
surrender faith in good people.
Underneath his blanket, wrapped so closely about him, stole a luminous
light. Before his stricken consciousness appeared a vision. Lo, his good
friend, the American woman to whom he had sent his messages by fire,
now stood there a legion! A vast multitude of women, with uplifted hands,
gazed upon a huge stone image. Their upturned faces were eager and very
earnest. The stone figure was that of a woman upon the brink of the Great
Waters, facing eastward. The myriad living hands remained uplifted till the
stone woman began to show signs of life. Very majestically she turned
around, and, lo, she smiled upon this great galaxy of American women. She
was the Statue of Liberty! It was she, who, though representing human
liberty, formerly turned her back upon the American aborigine. Her face
was aglow with compassion. Her eyes swept across the outspread continent
of America, the home of the red man.
At this moment her torch flamed brighter and whiter till its radiance
reached into the obscure and remote places of the land. Her light of liberty
penetrated Indian reservations. A loud shout of joy rose up from the Indians
of the earth, everywhere!

All too soon the picture was gone. Chief High Flier awoke. He lay
prostrate on the floor where during the night he had fallen. He rose and took
his seat again upon the mattress. Another day was ushered into his life. In
his heart lay the secret vision of hope born in the midnight of his sorrows. It
enabled him to serve his jail sentence with a mute dignity which baffled
those who saw him.
Finally came the day of his release. There was rejoicing over all the land.
The desolate hills that harbored wailing voices nightly now were hushed
and still. Only gladness filled the air. A crowd gathered around the jail to
greet the chieftain. His son stood at the entrance way, while the guard
unlocked the prison door. Serenely quiet, the old Indian chief stepped forth.
An unseen stone in his path caused him to stumble slightly, but his son
grasped him by the hand and steadied his tottering steps. He led him to a
heavy lumber wagon drawn by a small pony team which he had brought to
take him home. The people thronged about him—hundreds shook hands
with him and went away singing native songs of joy for the safe return to
them of their absent one.
Among the happy people came Blue-Star Woman's two nephews. Each
shook the chieftain's hand. One of them held out an ink pad saying, "We are
glad we were able to get you out of jail. We have great influence with the
Indian Bureau in Washington, D.C. When you need help, let us know. Here
press your thumb in this pad." His companion took from his pocket a
document prepared for the old chief's signature, and held it on the wagon
wheel for the thumb mark. The chieftain was taken by surprise. He looked
into his son's eyes to know the meaning of these two men. "It is our
agreement," he explained to his old father. "I pledged to pay them half of
your land if they got you out of jail."

The old chieftain sighed, but made no comment. Words were vain. He
pressed his indelible thumb mark, his signature it was, upon the deed, and
drove home with his son.
*****
AMERICA'S INDIAN PROBLEM
The hospitality of the American aborigine, it is told, saved the early settlers
from starvation during the first bleak winters. In commemoration of having
been so well received, Newport erected "a cross as a sign of English
dominion." With sweet words he quieted the suspicions of Chief Powhatan,
his friend. He "told him that the arms (of the cross) represented Powhatan
and himself, and the middle their united league."
DeSoto and his Spaniards were graciously received by the Indian
Princess Cofachiqui in the South. While on a sight-seeing tour they entered
the ancestral tombs of those Indians. DeSoto "dipped into the pearls and
gave his two joined hands full to each cavalier to make rosaries of, he said,
to say prayers for their sins on. We imagine if their prayers were in
proportion to their sins they must have spent the most of their time at their
devotions."
It was in this fashion that the old world snatched away the fee in the land
of the new. It was in this fashion that America was divided between the
powers of Europe and the aborigines were dispossessed of their country.
The barbaric rule of might from which the paleface had fled hither for
refuge caught up with him again, and in the melee the hospitable native
suffered "legal disability."

History tells that it was from the English and the Spanish our government
inherited its legal victims, the American Indians, whom to this day we hold
as wards and not as citizens of their own freedom loving land. A long
century of dishonor followed this inheritance of somebody's loot. Now the
time is at hand when the American Indian shall have his day in court
through the help of the women of America. The stain upon America's fair
name is to be removed, and the remnant of the Indian nation, suffering from
malnutrition, is to number among the invited invisible guests at your dinner
tables.
In this undertaking there must be cooperation of head, heart and hand.
We serve both our own government and a voiceless people within our
midst. We would open the door of American opportunity to the red man and
encourage him to find his rightful place in our American life. We would
remove the barriers that hinder his normal development.
Wardship is no substitute for American citizenship, therefore we seek his
enfranchisement. The many treaties made in good faith with the Indian by
our government we would like to see equitably settled. By a constructive
program we hope to do away with the "piecemeal legislation" affecting
Indians here and there which has proven an exceedingly expensive and
disappointing method.
Do you know what your Bureau of Indian Affairs, in Washington, D.C.,
really is? How it is organized and how it deals with wards of the nation?
This is our first study. Let us be informed of facts and then we may
formulate our opinions. In the remaining space allowed me I shall quote
from the report of the Bureau of Municipal Research, in their investigation
of the Indian Bureau, published by them in the September issue, 1915, No.
65, "Municipal Research," 261 Broadway, New York City. This report is
just as good for our use today as when it was first made, for very little, if

any, change has been made in the administration of Indian Affairs since
then.
PREFATORY NOTE.
"While this report was printed for the information of members of Congress,
it was not made a part of the report of the Joint Commission of Congress, at
whose request it was prepared, and is not available for distribution."
UNPUBLISHED DIGEST OF STATUTORY AND TREATY
PROVISIONS GOVERNING INDIAN FUNDS.
"When in 1913 inquiry was made into the accounting and reporting
methods of the Indian Office by the President's Commission on Economy
and Efficiency, it was found there was no digest of the provisions of statutes
and treaties with Indian tribes governing Indian funds and the trust
obligations of the government. Such a digest was therefore prepared. It was
not completed, however, until after Congress adjourned March 4, 1913.
Then, instead of being published, it found its way into the pigeon-holes in
the Interior Department and the Civil Service Commission, where the
working papers and unpublished reports of the commission were ordered
stored. The digest itself would make a document of about three hundred
pages."
UNPUBLISHED OUTLINE OF ORGANIZATION.
"By order of the President, the commission, in cooperation with various
persons assigned to this work, also prepared at great pains a complete
analysis of the organization of every department, office and commission of
the federal government as of July 1, 1912. This represented a complete

picture of the government as a whole in summary outline; it also
represented an accurate picture of every administrative bureau, office, and
of every operative or field station, and showed in his working relation each
of the 500,000 officers and employes in the public service. The report in
typewritten form was one of the working documents used in the preparation
of the 'budget' submitted by President Taft to Congress in February, 1913.
The 'budget' was ordered printed by Congress, but the cost thereof was to be
charged against the President's appropriation. There was not enough money
remaining in this appropriation to warrant the printing of the report on
organization. It, therefore, also found repose in a dark closet."
TOO VOLUMINOUS TO BE MADE PART OF THIS SERIES.
"Congress alone could make the necessary provision for the publication of
these materials; the documents are too voluminous to be printed as a part of
this series, even if official permission were granted. It is again suggested,
however, that the data might be made readily accessible and available to
students by placing in manuscript division of the Library of Congress one
copy of the unpublished reports and working papers of the President's
Commission on Economy and Efficiency. This action was recommended by
the commission, but the only official action taken was to order that the
materials be placed under lock and key in the Civil Service Commission."
NEED FOR SPECIAL CARE IN MANAGEMENT.
"The need for special care in the management of Indian Affairs lies in the
fact that in theory of law the Indian has not the rights of a citizen. He has
not even the rights of a foreign resident. The Indian individually does not
have access to the courts; he can not individually appeal to the
administrative and judicial branches of the public service for the

enforcement of his rights. He himself is considered as a ward of the United
States. His property and funds are held in trust. * * * The Indian Office is
the agency of the government for administering both the guardianship of the
Indian and the trusteeship of his properties."
CONDITIONS ADVERSE TO GOOD ADMINISTRATION.
"The legal status of the Indian and his property is the condition which
makes it incumbent on the government to assume the obligation of
protector. What is of special interest in this inquiry is to note the conditions
under which the Indian Office has been required to conduct its business. In
no other relation are the agents of the government under conditions more
adverse to efficient administration. The influence which make for the
infidelity to trusteeship, for subversion of properties and funds, for the
violation of physical and moral welfare have been powerful. The
opportunities and inducements are much greater than those which have
operated with ruinous effect on other branches of public service and on the
trustees and officers of our great private corporations. In many instances,
the integrity of these have been broken down."
GOVERNMENT MACHINERY INADEQUATE.
"* * * Behind the sham protection, which operated largely as a blind to
publicity, have been at all times great wealth in the form of Indian funds to
be subverted; valuable lands, mines, oil fields, and other natural resources
to be despoiled or appropriated to the use of the trader; and large profits to
be made by those dealing with trustees who were animated by motives of
gain. This has been the situation in which the Indian Service has been for
more than a century—the Indian during all this time having his rights and
properties to greater or less extent neglected; the guardian, the government,

in many instances, passive to conditions which have contributed to his
undoing."
OPPORTUNITIES STILL PRESENT.
"And still, due to the increasing value of his remaining estate, there is left
an inducement to fraud, corruption, and institutional incompetence almost
beyond the possibility of comprehension. The properties and funds of the
Indians today are estimated at not less than one thousand millions of
dollars. There is still a great obligation to be discharged, which must run
through many years. The government itself owes many millions of dollars
for Indian moneys which it has converted to its own use, and it is of interest
to note that it does not know and the officers do not know what is the
present condition of the Indian funds in their keeping."
PRIMARY DEFECTS.
"* * * The story of the mismanagement of Indian Affairs is only a chapter
in the history of the mismanagement of corporate trusts. The Indian has
been the victim of the same kind of neglect, the same abortive processes,
the same malpractices as have the life insurance policyholders, the bank
depositor, the industrial and transportation shareholder. The form of
organization of the trusteeship has been one which does not provide for
independent audit and supervision. The institutional methods and practices
have been such that they do not provide either a fact basis for official
judgment or publicity of facts which, if made available, would supply
evidence of infidelity. In the operation of this machinery, there has not been
the means provided for effective official scrutiny and the public conscience
could not be reached."

AMPLE PRECEDENTS TO BE FOLLOWED.
"Precedents to be followed are ample. In private corporate trusts that have
been mismanaged a basis of appeal has been found only when some
favorable circumstance has brought to light conditions so shocking as to
cause those people who have possessed political power, as a matter of selfprotection, to demand a thorough reorganization and revision of methods.
The same motive has lain back of legislation for the Indian. But the motive
to political action has been less effective, for the reason that in the past the
Indians who have acted in self-protection have either been killed or placed
in confinement. All the machinery of government has been set to work to
repress rather than to provide adequate means for justly dealing with a large
population which had no political rights."—Edict Magazine.
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alive in the hearts of men. They are so young, so fresh, so full of the odors
of the virgin forest untrod by the foot of white man! The thoughts of your
people seem dipped in the colors of the rainbow, palpitant with the play of
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INTRODUCTION
BY AMY LOWELL

The Japanese have a convenient method of calling their historical periods
by the names of the places which were the seats of government while they
lasted. The first of these epochs of real importance is the Nara Period,
which began A.D. 710 and endured until 794; all before that may be classed
as archaic. Previous to the Nara Period, the Japanese had been a seminomadic race. As each successive Mikado came to the throne, he built
himself a new palace, and founded a new capital; there had been more than
sixty capitals before the Nara Period. Such shifting was not conducive to
the development of literature and the arts, and it was not until a permanent
government was established at Nara that these began to flourish. This is
scarcely the place to trace the history of Japanese literature, but fully to
understand these charming "Diaries of Court Ladies of Old Japan," it is
necessary to know a little of the world they lived in, to be able to feel their
atmosphere and recognize their allusions.
We know a good deal about Japan to-day, but the Japan with which we are
familiar only slightly resembles that of the Diaries. Centuries of feudalism,
of "Dark Ages," have come between. We must go behind all this and begin
again. We have all heard of the "Forty-seven Ronins" and the Nō Drama, of
Shōguns, Daimios, and Samurais, and many of us live in daily communion
with Japanese prints. It gives us pause to reflect that the earliest of these
things is almost as many centuries ahead of the Ladies as it is behind us.
"Shōgun" means simply "General," and of course there were always
generals, but the power of the Shōguns, and the military feudalism of which
the Daimios and their attendant Samurais were a part, did not really begin
until the middle of the twelfth century and did not reach its full
development until the middle of the fourteenth; the Nō Drama started with
the ancient religious pantomimic dance, the Kagura, but not until words
were added in the fourteenth century did it become the Nō; and block
colour printing was first practised in 1695, while such famous print artists
as Utamaro, Hokusai, and Hiroshige are all products of the eighteenth or
early nineteenth centuries. To find the Ladies behind the dark military ages,
we must go back a long way, even to the century before their own, and so
gain a sort of perspective for them and their time.
Chinese literature and civilization were introduced into Japan somewhere
between 270 and 310 A.D., and Buddhism followed in 552. Of course, all
such dates must be taken with a certain degree of latitude; Oriental

historians are anything but precise in these matters. Chinese influence and
Buddhism are the two enormous facts to be reckoned with in understanding
Japan, and considering what an effect they have had, it is not a little
singular that Japan has always been able to preserve her native character. To
be sure, Shintoism was never displaced by Buddhism, but the latter made a
tremendous appeal to the Japanese temperament, as the Diaries show. In
fact, it was not until the Meiji Period (1867-1912) that Shintoism was again
made the state religion. With the introduction of Chinese civilization came
the art of writing, when is not accurately known, but printing from movable
blocks followed from Korea in the eighth century. As was inevitable under
the circumstances, Chinese came to be considered the language of learning.
Japanese scholars wrote in Chinese. All the "serious" books—history,
theology, science, law—were written in Chinese as a matter of course. But,
in 712, a volume called "Records of Ancient Matters" was compiled in the
native tongue. It is the earliest book in Japanese now extant.
If the scholars wrote in a borrowed language, the poets knew better. They
wrote in their own, and the poetry of the Nara Period has been preserved for
us in an anthology, the "Manyoshu" or "Collection of One Thousand
Leaves." This was followed at the beginning of the tenth century by the
"Kokinshu" ("Ancient and Modern Poems"), to which, however, the editor,
Tsurayuki, felt obliged to write a Chinese preface. The Ladies of the Diaries
were extremely familiar with these volumes, their own writings are full of
allusions to poems contained in them; Sei-Shōnagon, writing early in the
eleventh century, describes a young lady's education as consisting of
writing, music, and the twenty volumes of the "Kokinshu." So it came about
that while learned gentlemen still continued to write in Chinese, poetry,
fiction, diaries, and desultory essays called "Zui-hitsu" (Following the Pen)
were written in Japanese.
Now the position of women at this time was very different from what it
afterwards became in the feudal period. The Chinese called Japan the
"Queen Country," because of the ascendancy which women enjoyed there.
They were educated, they were allowed a share of inheritance, and they had
their own houses. It is an extraordinary and important fact that much of the
best literature of Japan has been written by women. Three of these most
remarkable women are the authors of the Diaries; a fourth to be named with
them, Sei-Shōnagon, to whom I have just referred, was a contemporary.

In 794, the capital was moved from Nara to Kiōto, which was given the
name of "Heian-jo" or "City of Peace," and with the removal, a new period,
the Heian, began. It lasted until 1186, and our Ladies lived in the very
middle of it.
By this time Japan was thoroughly civilized; she was, indeed, a little overcivilized, a little too fined down and delicate. At least this is true of all that
life which centred round the court at Kiōto. To historians the Heian Period
represents the rise and fall of the Fujiwara family. This powerful family had
served the Mikados from time out of mind as heads of the Shinto priests,
and after the middle of the seventh century, they became ministers or prime
ministers. An immense clan, they gradually absorbed all the civil offices in
the Kingdom, while the military offices were filled by the Taira and
Minamoto families. It was the rise of these last as the Fujiwara declined
which eventually led to the rule of the Shōguns and the long centuries of
feudalism and civil war. But in the middle of the Heian Period the Fujiwara
were very much everywhere. Most of those Court ladies who were the
authors of remarkable books were the daughters of governors of provinces,
and that meant Fujiwaras to a greater or lesser degree. At that time
polygamy flourished in Japan, and the family had grown to a prodigious
size. Since a civil office meant a post for a Fujiwara, many of them were
happily provided for, but they were so numerous that they outnumbered the
legitimate positions and others had to be created to fill the demand. The
Court was full of persons of both sexes holding sinecures, with a great deal
of time on their hands and nothing to do in it but write poetry, which they
did exceedingly well, and attend the various functions prescribed by
etiquette. Ceremonials were many and magnificent, and poetry writing
became, not only a game, but a natural adjunct to every possible event. The
Japanese as a nation are dowered with a rare and exquisite taste, and in the
Heian Period taste was cultivated to an amazing degree. Murasaki Shikibu
records the astounding pitch to which it had reached in a passage in her
diary. Speaking of the Mikado's ladies at a court festivity, she says of the
dress of one of them: "One had a little fault in the colour combination at the
wrist opening. When she went before the Royal presence to fetch
something, the nobles and high officials noticed it. Afterwards Lady Saisho
regretted it deeply. It was not so bad; only one colour was a little too pale."

That passage needs no comment; it is completely illuminating. It is a
paraphrase of the whole era.
Kiōto was a little city, long one way by some seventeen thousand odd feet,
or about three and a third miles, wide the other by fifteen thousand, or
approximately another three miles, and it is doubtful if the space within the
city wall was ever entirely covered by houses. The Palace was built in the
so-called Azumaya style, a form of architecture which was also followed in
noblemen's houses. The roof, or rather roofs, for there were many buildings,
was covered with bark, and, inside, the divisions into rooms were made by
different sorts of moving screens. At the period of the Diaries, the reigning
Mikado, Ichijo, had two wives: Sadako, the first queen, was the daughter of
a previous prime minister, Michitaka, a Fujiwara, of course; the other,
Akiko, daughter of Michinaga, the prime minister of the Diaries and a
younger brother of Michitaka, was second queen or Chūgū. These queens
each occupied a separate house in the Palace. Kokiden was the name of
Queen Sadako's house; Fujitsubu the name of Queen Akiko's. The rivalry
between these ladies was naturally great, and extended even to their
entourage. Each strove to surround herself with ladies who were not only
beautiful, but learned. The bright star of Queen Sadako's court was SeiShōnagon, the author of a remarkable book, the "Makura no Sōshi" or
"Pillow Sketches," while Murasaki Shikibu held the same exalted position
in Queen Akiko's.
We are to imagine a court founded upon the Chinese model, but not nearly
so elaborate. A brilliant assemblage of persons all playing about a restricted
but very bright centre. From it, the high officials went out to be governors
of distant provinces, and the lesser ones followed them to minor posts, but
in spite of the distinction of such positions, distance and the inconvenience
of travelling made the going a sort of laurelled banishment. These
gentlemen left Kiōto with regret and returned with satisfaction. But the
going, and the years of residence away, was one of the commonplaces of
social life. Fujiwara though one might be, one often had to wait and scheme
for an office, and the Diaries contain more than one reference to such
waiting and the bitter disappointment when the office was not up to
expectation.
These functionaries travelled with a large train of soldiers and servants, but,
with the best will in the world, these last could not make the journeys other

than tedious and uncomfortable. Still there were alleviations, because of the
very taste of which I have spoken. The scenery was often beautiful, and
whether the traveller were the Governor himself or his daughter, he noticed
and delighted in it. The "Sarashina Diary" is full of this appreciation of
nature. We are told of "a very beautiful beach with long-drawn white
waves," of a torrent whose water was "white as if thickened with rice flour."
We need only think of the prints with which we are familiar to be convinced
of the accuracy of this picture: "The waves of the outer sea were very high,
and we could see them through the pine-trees which grew scattered over the
sandy point which stretched between us and the sea. They seemed to strike
across the ends of the pine branches and shone like jewels." The diarist goes
on to remark that "it was an interesting sight," which we can very well
believe, since certainly she makes us long to see it.
These journeys were mostly made on horseback, but there were other
methods of progression, which, however, were probably not always feasible
for long distances. The nobles used various kinds of carriages drawn by one
bullock, and there were also palanquins carried by bearers.
It was not only the officials who made journeys, all the world made them to
temples and shrines for the good of their souls. There are religious
yearnings in all the Diaries, and many Mikados and gentlemen entered the
priesthood, Michinaga among them. Sutra recitation and incantation were
ceaselessly performed at Court. We can gain some idea of the almost
fanatical hold which Buddhism had over the educated mind by the fact that
the Fujiwara family built such great temples as Gokurakuji, Hosohoji,
Hokoin, Jomyoji, Muryoju-in, etc. It is recorded that Mikado Shirakawa, at
a date somewhat subsequent to the Diaries, made pilgrimages four times to
Kumano, and during his visits there "worshipped 5470 painted Buddhas,
127 carved Buddhas sixteen feet high, 3150 Buddhas life-sized, 2930
carved Buddhas shorter than three feet, 21 pagodas, 446,630 miniature
pagodas." A busy man truly, but the record does not mention what became
of the affairs of state meanwhile. That this worship was by no means lipdevotion merely, any reader of the "Sarashina Diary" can see; that it was
mixed with much superstition and a profound belief in dreams is also
abundantly evident. But let us, for a moment, recollect the time. It will
place the marvel of this old, careful civilization before us as nothing else
can.

To be sure, Greece and Rome had been, but they had passed away, or at
least their greatness had, gone and apparently left no trace. While these
Japanese ladies were writing, Europe was in the full blackness of her
darkest ages. Germany was founding the "Holy Roman Empire of the
German Nation," characteristically founding it with the mailed fist; Moorish
civilization was at its height in Spain; Robert Capet was king of poor
famine-scourged France; Ethelred the Unready was ruling in England and
doing his best to keep off the Danes by payment and massacre. Later, while
the "Sarashina Diary" was being written, King Canute was sitting in his
armchair and giving orders to the sea. Curious, curious world! So far apart
from the one of the Diaries. And to think that even five hundred years later
Columbus was sending letters into the interior of Cuba, addressed to the
Emperor of Japan!
These Diaries show us a world extraordinarily like our own, if very unlike
in more than one important particular. The noblemen and women of Mikado
Ichijo's Court were poets and writers of genius, their taste as a whole has
never been surpassed by any people at any time, but their scientific
knowledge was elementary in the extreme. Diseases and conflagrations
were frequent. In a space of fifty-one years, the Royal Palace burnt down
eleven times. During the same period, there were four great pestilences, a
terrible drought, and an earthquake. Robbers infested many parts of the
country, and were a constant fear to travellers and pilgrims. Childbirth was
very dangerous. The picture of the birth of a child to Queen Akiko, with
which Murasaki Shikibu's Diary begins, shows us all its bitter horror. From
page to page we share the writer's suspense, and with our greater
knowledge, it is with a sense of wonder that we watch the queen's return to
health.
But, after all, diseases and conflagrations are seldom more than episodes in
a normal life lived under sane conditions, and it is just because these
Diaries reflect the real life of these three ladies that they are important. The
world they portray is in most ways quite as advanced as our own, and in
some, much more so. Rice was the staple of food, and although Buddhistic
sentiment seldom permitted people to eat the flesh of animals, they had an
abundance of fish, which was eaten boiled, baked, raw, and pickled, and a
quantity of fruits and nuts. There was no sugar, but cakes were made of fruit
and nuts, and there was always rice-wine or saké. Gentlefolk usually

dressed in silk. They wore many layers of coloured garments, and delighted
in the harmony produced by the colour combinations of silk over silk, or of
a bright lining subdued by the tone of an outer robe. The ladies all painted
their faces, and the whole toilet was a matter of sufficient moment to raise it
into a fine art. Many of these lovely dresses are described by Murasaki
Shikibu, for instance: "The beautiful shape of their hair, tied with bands,
was like that of the beauties in Chinese pictures. Lady Saémon held the
King's sword. She wore a blue-green patternless karaginu and shaded train
with floating bands and belt of 'floating thread' brocade dyed in dull red.
Her outer robe was trimmed with five folds and was chrysanthemum
coloured. The glossy silk was of crimson; her figure and movement, when
we caught a glimpse of it, was flower-like and dignified. Lady Ben-noNaishi held the box of the King's seals. Her uchigi was grape-coloured. She
is a very small and smile-giving person and seemed shy and I was sorry for
her.... Her hair bands were blue-green. Her appearance suggested one of the
ancient dream-maidens descended from heaven." A little later she tells us
that "the beaten stuffs were like the mingling of dark and light maple leaves
in Autumn"; and, describing in some detail the festivity at which these
ladies appeared, she makes the comment that "only the right body-guard
wore clothes of shrimp pink." To one in love with colour, these passages
leave a very nostalgia for the bright and sophisticated Court where such
things could be.
And everywhere, everywhere, there is poetry. A gentleman hands a lady a
poem on the end of his fan and she is expected to reply in kind within the
instant. Poems form an important part in the ritual of betrothal. A daughter
of good family never allowed herself to be seen by men (a custom which
appears to have admitted many exceptions). A man would write a poetical
love-letter to the lady of his choice which she must answer amiably, even
should she have no mind to him. If, however, she were happily inclined, he
would visit her secretly at night and leave before daybreak. He would then
write again, following which she would give a banquet and introduce him to
her family. After this, he could visit her openly, although she would still
remain for some time in her father's house. This custom of love-letter
writing and visiting is shown in Izumi Shikibu's Diary. Obviously the
poems were short, and here, in order to understand those in the text, it may
be well to consider for a moment in what Japanese poetry consists.

Japanese is a syllabic language like our own, but, unlike our own, it is not
accented. Also, every syllable ends with a vowel, the consequence being
that there are only five rhymes in the whole language. Since the
employment of so restricted a rhyme scheme would be unbearably
monotonous, the Japanese hit upon the happy idea of counting syllables.
Our metrical verse also counts syllables, but we combine them into different
kinds of accented feet. Without accent, this was not possible, so the
Japanese poet limits their number and uses them in a pattern of alternating
lines. His prosody is based upon the numbers five and seven, a five-syllable
line alternating with one of seven syllables, with, in some forms, two sevensyllable lines together at the end of a period, in the manner of our couplet.
The favourite form, the "tanka," is in thirty-one syllables, and runs five,
seven, five, seven, seven. There is a longer form, the "naga-uta," but it has
never been held in as high favour. The poems in the Diaries are all tankas in
the original. It can be seen that much cannot be said in so confined a
medium, but much can be suggested, and it is just in this art of suggestion
that the Japanese excel. The "hokku" is an even briefer form. In it, the
concluding hemistich of the tanka is left off, and it is just in his hemistich
that the meaning of the poem is brought out, so that the hokku is a mere
essence, a whiff of an idea to be created in full by the hearer. But the hokku
was not invented until the fifteenth century; before that, the tanka, in spite
of occasional attempts to vary it by adding more lines, changing their order,
using the pattern in combination as a series of stanzas, etc, reigned
practically supreme, and it is still the chief classic form for all Japanese
poetry.
Having briefly washed in the background of the Diaries, we must notice, for
a moment, the three remarkable ladies who are the foreground.
Murasaki Shikibu was the daughter of Fujiwara Tametoki, a scion of a
junior branch of the famous family. She was born in 978. Murasaki was not
her real name, which was apparently To Shikibu (Shikibu is a title) derived
from that of her father. There are two legends about the reason for her
receiving the name Murasaki. One is that she was given it in playful
allusion to her own heroine in the "Genji Monogatari," who was called
Murasaki. The other legend is more charming. It seems that her mother was
one of the nurses of Mikado Ichijo, who was so fond of her that he gave her
daughter this name, in reference to a well-known poem:

"When the purple grass (Murasaki) is in full colour,
One can scarcely perceive the other plants in the field."
From the Murasaki grass, the word has come to mean a colour which
includes all the shades of purple, violet, and lavender. In 996, or
thereabouts, she accompanied her father to the Province of Echizen, of
which he had become governor. A year later, she returned to Kiōto, and,
within a twelvemonth, married another Fujiwara, Nobutaka. The marriage
seems to have been most happy, to judge from the constant expressions of
grief in her Diary for her husband's death, which occurred in 1001, a year in
which Japan suffered from a great pestilence. A daughter was born to them
in 1000. From her husband's death, until 1005, she seems to have lived in
the country, but in this year she joined the Court as one of Queen Akiko's
ladies; before that, however (and again I must insist that these early dates
are far from determined), she had made herself famous, not only for her
own time, but for all time, by writing the first realistic novel of Japan. This
book is the "Genji Monogatari" or "Narrative of Genji."
Hitherto, Japanese authors had confined themselves to stories of no great
length, and which relied for their interest on a fairy or wonder element. The
"Genji Monogatari" struck out an entirely new direction. It depicted real life
in Kiōto as a contemporary gentleman might have lived it. It founded its
interest on the fact that people like to read about themselves, but this, which
seems to us a commonplace, was a glaring innovation when Murasaki
Shikibu attempted it; it was, in fact, the flash from a mind of genius. The
book follows the life of Prince Genji from his birth to his death at the age of
fifty-one, and the concluding books of the series pursue the career of one of
his sons. It is an enormous work, comprising no less than fifty-four books
and running to over four thousand pages—the genealogical tree of the
personages alone is eighty pages long—but no reader of the Diary will need
to be convinced that the "Genji" is not merely sprightly and captivating, but
powerful as well. The lady was shrewd, and if she were also kindly and
very attractive, nevertheless she saw with an uncompromising eye. Her
critical faculty never sleeps, and takes in the minutest detail of anything she
sees, noting unerringly every little rightness and wrongness connected with
it. She watches the approach of the Mikado, and touches the matter so that
we get its exact shade: "When the Royal palanquin drew near, the bearers,
though they were rather honourable persons, bent their heads in absolute

humility as they ascended the steps. Even in the highest society there are
grades of courtesy, but these men were too humble."
No one with such a gift can fail to be lonely, and Murasaki Shikibu seems
very lonely, but it is not the passionate rebellion of Izumi Shikibu, nor the
abiding melancholy of the author of the "Sarashina Diary"; rather is it the
disillusion of one who has seen much of the world, and knows how little
companionship she may expect ever to find: "It is useless to talk with those
who do not understand one and troublesome to talk with those who criticize
from a feeling of superiority. Especially one-sided persons are troublesome.
Few are accomplished in many arts and most cling narrowly to their own
opinion."
I have already shown Murasaki Shikibu's beautiful taste in dress, but indeed
it is in everything. When she says "The garden [on a moonlight night] was
admirable," we know that it must have been of an extraordinary perfection.
The Diary proves her dramatic sense, as the "Genji" would also do could it
find so sympathetic a translator. No wonder, then, that it leapt into instant
fame. There is a pretty legend of her writing the book at the Temple of
Ishiyama at the southern end of Lake Biwa. The tale gains verisimilitude in
the eyes of visitors by the fact that they are shown the chamber in the
temple in which she wrote and the ink-slab she used, but, alas! it is not true.
We do not know where she wrote, nor even exactly when. The "Genji" is
supposed to have been begun in 1002, and most commentators believe it to
have been finished in 1004. That she should have been called to Court in
the following year, seems extremely natural. Queen Akiko must have
counted herself most fortunate in having among her ladies so famous a
person.
The Diary tells the rest, the Diary which was begun in 1007. We know no
more of Murasaki Shikibu except that no shade of scandal ever tinged her
name.
One of the strangest and most interesting things about the Diaries is that
their authors were such very different kinds of people. Izumi Shikibu is as
unlike Murasaki Shikibu as could well happen. As different as the most
celebrated poet of her time is likely to be from the most celebrated novelist,
for Izumi Shikibu is the greatest woman poet which Japan has had. The
author of seven volumes of poems, this Diary is the only prose writing of

hers which is known. It is an intimate account of a love affair which seems
to have been more than usually passionate and pathetic. Passionate,
provocative, enchanting, it is evident that Izumi Shikibu could never have
been the discriminating observer, the critic of manners, which Murasaki
Shikibu became. Life was powerless to mellow so vivid a personality; but
neither could it subdue it. She gives us no suggestion of resignation. She
lived intensely, as her Diary shows; she always had done so, and doubtless
she always did. We see her as untamable, a genius compelled to follow her
inclinations. Difficult to deal with, maybe, like strong wine, but
wonderfully stimulating.
Izumi Shikibu was born in 974. She was the eldest daughter of Ōe
Masamune, another Governor of Echizen. In 995, she married Tachibana
Michisada, Governor of Izumi, hence her name. From this gentleman she
was divorced, but just when we do not know, and he died shortly after,
probably during the great pestilence which played such havoc throughout
Japan and in which Murasaki Shikibu's husband had also died. Her
daughter, who followed in her mother's footsteps as a poet, had been born in
997. But Izumi Shikibu was too fascinating and too petulant to nurse her
disappointment in a chaste seclusion. She became the mistress of Prince
Tametaka, who also died in 1002. It is very soon after this event that the
Diary begins. Her new lover was Prince Atsumichi, and the Diary seems to
have been written solely to appease her mind, and to record the poems
which passed between them and which Izumi Shikibu evidently regarded as
the very essence of their souls.
In the beginning, the affair was carried on with the utmost secrecy, but
clandestine meetings could not satisfy the lovers, and at last the Prince
persuaded her to take up her residence in the South Palace as one of his
ladies. Considering the manners of the time, it is a little puzzling to see why
there should have been such an outcry at this, but outcry there certainly
was. The Princess took violent umbrage at the Prince's proceeding and left
the Palace on a long visit to her relations. So violent grew the protestations
in the little world of the Court that, in 1004, Izumi Shikibu left the Palace
and separated herself entirely from the Prince. It was probably to emphasize
the definiteness of the separation that, immediately after her departure, she
married Fujiwara Yasumasa, Governor of Tango, and left with him for that
Province in 1005. The facts bear out this supposition, but we do not know it

from her own lips, as the Diary breaks off soon after she reaches the South
Palace.
In 1008, she was summoned back to Kiōto to serve the Queen in the same
Court where Murasaki Shikibu had been since 1005. Whatever effect the
scandal may have had four years earlier, her receiving the post of lady-inwaiting proves it to have been worth forgetting in view of her fame, and
Queen Akiko must have rejoiced to add this celebrated poet to her already
remarkable bevy of ladies. Of course there was jealousy—who can doubt
it? No reader of the Diaries can imagine that Izumi Shikibu and Murasaki
Shikibu can have been sympathetic, and we must take with a grain of salt
the latter's caustic comment: "Lady Izumi Shikibu corresponds charmingly,
but her behavior is improper indeed. She writes with grace and ease and a
flashing wit. There is a fragrance even in her smallest words. Her poems are
attractive, but they are only improvisations which drop from her mouth
spontaneously. Every one of them has some interesting point, and she is
acquainted with ancient literature also, but she is not like a true artist who is
filled with the genuine spirit of poetry. Yet I think even she cannot presume
to pass judgment on the poems of others." Is it possible that Izumi Shikibu
had been so rash as to pass judgment on some of Murasaki Shikibu's
efforts?
Of course it is beyond the power of any translation to preserve the full
effect of the original, but even in translation, Izumi Shikibu's poems are
singularly beautiful and appealing. In her own country, they are considered
never to have been excelled in freshness and freedom of expression. There
is something infinitely sad in this, which she is said to have written on her
death-bed, as the end of a passionate life:
"Out of the dark,
Into a dark path
I now must enter:
Shine [on me] from afar
Moon of the mountain fringe."[1]
In Japanese poetry, Amita-Buddha is often compared to the moon which
rises over the mountains and lights the traveller's path.
Very different again is the lady who wrote the "Sarashina Diary," and it is a
very different kind of record. Murasaki Shikibu's Diary is concerned with a

few years of her life, Izumi Shikibu's with one episode only of hers, but the
"Sarashina Diary" covers a long period in the life of its author. The first part
was written when she was twelve years old, the last entry was made when
she was past fifty. It begins with a journey from Shimōsa to Kiōto by the
Tōkaidō in 1021, which is followed by a second journey some years later
from Kiōto to Sarashina, a place which has never been satisfactorily
identified, although some critics have supposed it to have been in the
Province of Shinano. The rest of the Diary consists of jottings at various
times, accounts of books read, of places seen, of pilgrimages to temples, of
records of dreams and portents, of communings with herself on life and
death, of expressions of resignation and sorrow.
The book takes its name from the second of the journeys, "Sarashina
Nikki," meaning simply "Sarashina Diary," for, strangely enough, we do not
know the author's name. We do know, however, that she was the daughter
of Fujiwara Takasué, and that she was born in 1009. In 1017, Takasué was
appointed governor of a province, and went with his daughter to his new
post. It is the return journey, made in 1021, with which the Diary opens.
Takasué's daughter shared with so many of her contemporaries the deep
love of nature and the power to express this love in words. I have already
quoted one or two of her entries on this journey. We follow the little
company over mountains and across rivers, we camp with them by night,
and tremble as they trembled lest robbers should attack them. We see what
the little girl saw: "The mountain range called Nishitomi is like folding
screens with good pictures," "people say that purple grass grows in the
fields of Mushashi, but it is only a waste of various kinds of reeds, which
grow so high that we cannot see the bows of our horsemen who are forcing
their way through the tall grass," and share her disappointment when she
says: "We passed a place called 'Eight Bridges,' but it was only a name, no
bridge and no pretty sight."
They reach Kiōto and a rather dull life begins, enlivened only by the avid
reading of romances, among them the "Genji Monogatari." Then her sister
dies giving birth to a child, and the life becomes, not only dull, but
sorrowful. After a time, the lady obtains a position at Court, but neither her
bringing up nor her disposition had suited her for such a place. She
mentions that "Mother was a person of extremely antiquated mind," and it
is evident that she had been taught to look inward rather than outward. An

abortive little love affair lightens her dreariness for a moment. Life had
dealt hardly with the sensitive girl, from year to year she grows more
wistful, but suddenly something happens, a mere hint of a gleam, but
opening a possibility of brightness. Who he was, we do not know, but she
met him on an evening when "there was no starlight, and a gentle shower
fell in the darkness." They talked and exchanged poems, but she did not
meet him again until the next year; then, after an evening entertainment to
which she had not gone, "when I looked out, opening the sliding door on
the corridor, I saw the morning moon very faint and beautiful," and he was
there. Again they exchanged poems and she believed that happiness had at
last arrived. He was to come with his lute and sing to her. "I wanted to hear
it," she writes, "and waited for the fit occasion, but there was none, ever." A
year later she has lost hope, she writes a poem and adds, "So I composed
that poem—and there is nothing more to tell." Nothing more, indeed, but
what is told conveys all the misery of her deceived longing.
The last part of the Diary is concerned chiefly with accounts of pilgrimages
and dreams. She married, who and when is not recorded, and bore children.
Her husband dies, and with his death the spring of her life seems to have
run down. Her last entry is very sad: "My people went to live elsewhere and
I lived alone in my solitary home." So we leave her, "a beautiful, shy spirit
whose life had known much sorrow."
[1] Translation by Arthur Waley in Japanese Poetry.

DIARIES OF COURT LADIES OF OLD JAPAN

I
THE SARASHINA DIARY

A.D. 1009-1059

I was brought up in a distant province[1] which lies farther than the farthest
end of the Eastern Road. I am ashamed to think that inhabitants of the
Royal City will think me an uncultured girl.
Somehow I came to know that there are such things as romances in the
world and wished to read them. When there was nothing to do by day or at
night, one tale or another was told me by my elder sister or stepmother, and
I heard several chapters about the shining Prince Genji.[2] My longing for
such stories increased, but how could they recite them all from memory? I
became very restless and got an image of Yakushi Buddha[3] made as large
as myself. When I was alone I washed my hands and went secretly before
the altar and prayed to him with all my life, bowing my head down to the
floor. "Please let me go to the Royal City. There I can find many tales. Let
me read all of them."
When thirteen years old, I was taken to the Royal City. On the third of the
Long-moon month,[4] I removed [from my house] to Imataté, the old house
where I had played as a child being broken up. At sunset in the foggy
twilight, just as I was getting into the palanquin, I thought of the Buddha
before which I had gone secretly to pray—I was sorry and secretly shed
tears to leave him behind.
Outside of my new house [a rude temporary, thatched one] there is no fence
nor even shutters, but we have hung curtains and sudaré.[5] From that house,
standing on a low bluff, a wide plain extends towards the South. On the
East and West the sea creeps close, so it is an interesting place. When fogs
are falling it is so charming that I rise early every morning to see them.
Sorry to leave this place.
On the fifteenth, in heavy dark rain, we crossed the boundary of the
Province and lodged at Ikada in the Province of Shimofusa. Our lodging is
almost submerged. I am so afraid I cannot sleep. I see only three lone trees
standing on a little hill in the waste.
The next day was passed in drying our dripping clothes and waiting for the
others to come up.[6]

On the seventeenth, started early in the morning, and crossed a deep river. I
heard that in this Province there lived in olden times a chieftain of Mano.
He had thousand and ten thousand webs of cloth woven and dipped them
[for bleaching] in the river which now flows over the place where his great
house stood. Four of the large gate-posts remained standing in the river.
Hearing the people composing poems about this place, I in my mind:
Had I not seen erect in the river
These solid timbers of the olden time
How could I know, how could I feel
The story of that house?
That evening we lodged at the beach of Kurodo. The white sand stretched
far and wide. The pine-wood was dark—the moon was bright, and the soft
blowing of the wind made me lonely. People were pleased and composed
poems. My poem:
For this night only
The autumn moon at Kurodo beach shall shine for me,
For this night only!—I cannot sleep.
Early in the morning we left this place and came to the Futoi River[7] on the
boundary between Shimofusa and Musashi. We lodged at the ferry of
Matsusato[8] near Kagami's rapids,[9] and all night long our luggage was
being carried over.
My nurse had lost her husband and gave birth to her child at the boundary
of the Province, so we had to go up to the Royal City separately. I was
longing for my nurse and wanted to go to see her, and was brought there by
my elder brother in his arms. We, though in a temporary lodging, covered
ourselves with warm cotton batting, but my nurse, as there was no man to
take care of her, was lying in a wild place [and] covered only with coarse
matting. She was in her red dress.
The moon came in, lighting up everything, and in the moonlight she looked
transparent. I thought her very white and pure. She wept and caressed me,
and I was loath to leave her. Even when I went with lingering heart, her
image remained with me, and there was no interest in the changing scenes.

The next morning we crossed the river in a ferry-boat in our palanquins.
The persons who had come with us thus far in their own conveyances went
back from this place. We, who were going up to the Royal City, stayed here
for a while to follow them with our eyes; and as it was a parting for life all
wept. Even my childish heart felt sorrow.
Now it is the Province of Musashi. There is no charm in this place. The
sand of the beaches is not white, but like mud. People say that purple
grass[10] grows in the fields of Musashi, but it is only a waste of various
kinds of reeds, which grow so high that we cannot see the bows of our
horsemen who are forcing their way through the tall grass. Going through
these reeds I saw a ruined temple called Takeshíba-dera. There were also
the foundation-stones of a house with corridor.
"What place is it?" I asked; and they answered:
"Once upon a time there lived a reckless adventurer at Takeshiba.[11] He
was offered to the King's palace [by the Governor] as a guard to keep the
watch-fire. He was once sweeping the garden in front of a Princess's room
and singing:
Ah, me! Ah, me! My weary doom to labour here in the Palace!
Seven good wine-jars have I—and three in my province.
There where they stand I have hung straight-stemmed gourds of
the finest—
They turn to the West when the East wind blows,
They turn to the East when the West wind blows,
They turn to the North when the South wind blows,
They turn to the South when the North wind blows.
And there I sit watching them turning and turning forever—
Oh, my gourds! Oh, my wine-jars!
"He was singing thus alone, but just then a Princess, the King's favourite
daughter, was sitting alone behind the misu.[12] She came forward, and,
leaning against the door-post, listened to the man singing. She was very
interested to think how gourds were above the wine-jars and how they were
turning and wanted to see them. She became very zealous for the gourds,
and pushing up the blind called the guard, saying, 'Man, come here!' The
man heard it very respectfully, and with great reverence drew near the
balustrade. 'Let me hear once more what you have been saying.' And he

sang again about his wine-jars. 'I must go and see them, I have my own
reason for saying so,' said the Princess.
"He felt great awe, but he made up his mind, and went down towards the
Eastern Province. He feared that men would pursue them, and that night,
placing the Princess on the Seta Bridge,[13] broke a part of it away, and
bounding over with the Princess on his back arrived at his native place after
seven days' and seven nights' journey.
"The King and Queen were greatly surprised when they found the Princess
was lost, and began to search for her. Some one said that a King's guard
from the Province of Musashi, carrying something of exquisite fragrance[14]
on his back, had been seen fleeing towards the East. So they sought for that
guard, and he was not to be found. They said, 'Doubtless this man went
back home.' The Royal Government sent messengers to pursue them, but
when they got to the Seta Bridge they found it broken, and they could not
go farther. In the Third month, however, the messengers arrived at Musashi
Province and sought for the man. The Princess gave audience to the
messengers and said:
"'I, for some reason, yearned for this man's home and bade him carry me
here; so he has carried me. If this man were punished and killed, what
should I do? This is a very good place to live in. It must have been settled
before I was born that I should leave my trace [i.e. descendants] in this
Province—go back and tell the King so.' So the messenger could not refuse
her, and went back to tell the King about it.
"The King said: 'It is hopeless. Though I punish the man I cannot bring
back the Princess; nor is it meet to bring them back to the Royal City. As
long as that man of Takeshiba lives I cannot give Musashi Province to him,
but I will entrust it to the Princess.'
"In this way it happened that a palace was built there in the same style as
the Royal Palace and the Princess was placed there. When she died they
made it into a temple called Takeshíba-dera.[15] The descendants of the
Princess received the family name of Musashi. After that the guards of the
watch-fire were women."[16]
We went through a waste of reeds of various kinds, forcing our way through
the tall grass. There is the river Asuda along the border of Musashi and

Sagami, where at the ferry Arihara Narihira had composed his famous
poem.[17] In the book of his poetical works the river is called the river
Sumida.
We crossed it in a boat, and it is the Province of Sagami. The mountain
range called Nishitomi is like folding screens with good pictures. On the
left hand we saw a very beautiful beach with long-drawn curves of white
waves. There was a place there called Morokoshi-ga-Hara[18] [Chinese
Field] where sands are wonderfully white. Two or three days we journeyed
along that shore. A man said:, "In Summer pale and deep Japanese pinks
bloom there and make the field like brocade. As it is Autumn now we
cannot see them." But I saw some pinks scattered about blooming pitiably.
They said: "It is funny that Japanese pinks are blooming in the Chinese
field."
There is a mountain called Ashigara [Hakoné] which extends for ten and
more miles and is covered with thick woods even to its base. We could have
only an occasional glimpse of the sky. We lodged in a hut at the foot of the
mountain. It was a dark moonless night. I felt myself swallowed up and lost
in the darkness, when three singers came from somewhere. One was about
fifty years old, the second twenty, and the third about fourteen or fifteen.
We set them down in front of our lodging and a karakasa [large paper
umbrella] was spread for them. My servant lighted a fire so that we saw
them. They said that they were the descendants of a famous singer called
Kobata. They had very long hair which hung over their foreheads; their
faces were white and clean, and they seemed rather like maids serving in
noblemen's families. They had clear, sweet voices, and their beautiful
singing seemed to reach the heavens. All were charmed, and taking great
interest made them come nearer. Some one said, "The singers of the
Western Provinces are inferior to them," and at this the singers closed their
song with the words, "if we are compared with those of Naniwa" [Osaka].
[19] They were pretty and neatly dressed, with voices of rare beauty, and
they were wandering away into this fearful mountain. Even tears came to
those eyes which followed them as far as they could be seen; and my
childish heart was unwilling to leave this rude shelter frequented by these
singers.

Next morning we crossed over the mountain.[20] Words cannot express my
fear[21] in the midst of it. Clouds rolled beneath our feet. Halfway over there
was an open space with a few trees. Here we saw a few leaves of aoi[22]
[Asarum caulescens]. People praised it and thought strange that in this
mountain, so far from the human world, was growing such a sacred plant.
We met with three rivers in the mountain and crossed them with difficulty.
That day we stopped at Sekiyama. Now we are in Suruga Province. We
passed a place called Iwatsubo [rock-urn] by the barrier of Yokobashiri.
There was an indescribably large square rock through a hole in which very
cold water came rushing out.
Mount Fuji is in this Province. In the Province where I was brought up
[from which she begins this journey] I saw that mountain far towards the
West. It towers up painted with deep blue, and covered with eternal snow. It
seems that it wears a dress of deep violet and a white veil over its shoulders.
From the little level place of the top smoke was going up. In the evening we
even saw burning fires there.[23] The Fuji River comes tumbling down from
that mountain. A man of the Province came up to us and told us a story.
"Once I went on an errand. It was a very hot day, and I was resting on the
bank of the stream when I saw something yellow come floating down. It
came to the bank of the river and stuck there. I picked it up and found it to
be a scrap of yellow paper with words elegantly written on it in cinnabar.
Wondering much I read it. On the paper was a prophecy of the Governors
[of provinces] to be appointed next year. As to this Province there were
written the names of two Governors. I wondered more and more, and
drying the paper, kept it. When the day of the announcement came, this
paper held no mistake, and the man who became the Governor of this
Province died after three months, and the other succeeded him."
There are such things. I think that the gods assemble there on that mountain
to settle the affairs of each new year.
At Kiyomigaseki, where we saw the sea on the left, there were many houses
for the keepers of the barriers. Some of the palisades went even into the sea.
At Tagonoura waves were high. From there we went along by boat. We
went with ease over Numajiri and came to the river Ōi. Such a torrent I
have never seen. Water, white as if thickened with rice flour, ran fast.

I became ill, and now it is the Province of Totomi. I had almost lost
consciousness when I crossed the mountain pass of Sayo-no-Nakayama [the
middle mountain of the little night]. I was quite exhausted, so when we
came to the bank of the Tenryu River, we had a temporary dwelling built,
and passed several days there, and I got better. As the winter was already
advanced, the wind from the river blew hard and it became intolerable.
After crossing the river we went towards the bridge at Hamana.
When we had gone down towards the East [four years before when her
father had been appointed Governor] there had been a log bridge, but this
time we could not find even a trace of it, so we had to cross in a boat. The
bridge had been laid across an inland bay. The waves of the outer sea were
very high, and we could see them through the thick pine-trees which grew
scattered over the sandy point which stretched between us and the sea. They
seemed to strike across the ends of the pine branches and shone like jewels.
It was an interesting sight.
We went forward and crossed over Inohana—an unspeakably weary ascent
it was—and then came to Takashi shore of the Province of Mikawa. We
passed a place called "Eight-Bridges," but it was only a name, no bridge
and no pretty sight.
In the mountain of Futamura we made our camp under a big persimmon
tree. The fruit fell down during the night over our camps and people picked
it up.
We passed Mount Miyaji, where we saw red leaves still, although it was the
first day of the Tenth month.
Furious mountain winds in their passing
must spare this spot
For red maple leaves are clinging
even yet to the branch.
There was a fort of "If-I-can" between Mikawa and Owari. It is amusing to
think how difficult the crossing was, indeed. We passed the Narumi
[sounding-sea] shore in the Province of Owari. The evening tides were
coming in, and we thought if they came higher we could not cross. So in a
panic we ran as fast as we could.

At the border of Mino we crossed a ferry called Kuromata, and arrived at
Nogami. There singers came again and they sang all night. Lovingly we
thought of the singers of Ashigara.
Snow came, and in the storm we passed the barrier at Fuha, and over the
Mount Atsumi, having no heart to look at beautiful sights. In the Province
of Omi we stayed four or five days in a house at Okinaga. At the foot of
Mitsusaka Mountain light rain fell night and day mixed with hail. It was so
melancholy that we left there and passed by Inugami, Kanzaki, and Yasu
without receiving any impressions. The lake stretched far and wide, and we
caught occasional glimpses of Nadeshima and Chikubushima [islands]. It
was a very pretty sight. We had great difficulty at the bridge of Seta, for it
had fallen in. We stopped at Awazu, and arrived at the Royal City after dark
on the second day of the Finishing month.
When we were near the barrier I saw the face of a roughly hewn Buddha
sixteen feet high which towered over a rude fence. Serene and indifferent to
its surroundings it stood unregarded in this deserted place; but I, passing by,
received a message from it. Among so many provinces [through which I
have passed] the barriers at Kiyomigata and Osaka were far better than the
others.
It was dark when I arrived at the residence on the west of the Princess of
Sanjo's mansion.[24] Our garden was very wide and wild with great, fearful
trees not inferior to those mountains I had come from. I could not feel at
home, or keep a settled mind. Even then I teased mother into giving me
books of stories, after which I had been yearning for so many years. Mother
sent a messenger with a letter to Emon-no-Myōgu, one of our relatives who
served the Princess of Sanjo. She took interest in my strange passion and
willingly sent me some excellent manuscripts in the lid of a writing-box,[25]
saying that these copies had been given her by the Princess. My joy knew
no bounds and I read them day and night; I soon began to wish for more,
but as I was an utter stranger to the Royal City, who would get them for
me?
My stepmother [meaning one of her father's wives] had once been a ladyin-waiting at the court, and she seemed to have been disappointed in
something. She had been regretting the World [her marriage], and now she
was to leave our home. She beckoned her own child, who was five years

old, and said, "The time will never come when I shall forget you, dear
heart"; and pointing to a huge plum-tree which grew close to the eaves,
said, "When it is in flower I shall come back"; and she went away. I felt
love and pity for her, and while I was secretly weeping, the year, too, went
away.

"IT WAS ALL IN FLOWER AND YET NO TIDINGS FROM HER"

"When the plum-tree blooms I shall come back"—I pondered over these
words and wondered whether it would be so. I waited and waited with my
eye hung to the tree. It was all in flower[26] and yet no tidings from her. I

became very anxious [and at last] broke a branch and sent it to her [of
course with a poem]:
You gave me words of hope, are they not long delayed?
The plum-tree is remembered by the Spring,
Though it seemed dead with frost.
She wrote back affectionate words with a poem:
Wait on, never forsake your hope,
For when the plum-tree is in flower
Even the unpromised, the unexpected, will come to you.
During the spring [of 1022] the world was disquieted.[27] My nurse, who
had filled my heart with pity on that moonlight night at the ford of
Matsuzato, died on the moon-birthday of the Ever-growing month [first day
of March], I lamented hopelessly without any way to set my mind at ease,
and even forgot my passion for romances.
I passed day after day weeping bitterly, and when I first looked out of
doors[28] [again] I saw the evening sun on cherry-blossoms all falling in
confusion [this would mean four weeks later].
Flowers are falling, yet I may see them again
when Spring returns.
But, oh, my longing for the dear person
who has departed from us forever!
I also heard that the daughter of the First Adviser[29] to the King was lost
[dead]. I could sympathize deeply with the sorrow of her lord, the
Lieutenant-General, for I still felt my own sorrow.
When I had first arrived at the Capital I had been given a book of the
handwriting of this noble lady for my copy-book. In it were written several
poems, among them the following:
When you see the smoke floating up the valley of
Toribe Hill,[30]
Then you will understand me, who seemed as shadow-like
even while living.

I looked at these poems which were written in such a beautiful handwriting,
and I shed more tears. I sat brooding until mother troubled herself to
console me. She searched for romances and gave them to me, and I became
consoled unconsciously. I read a few volumes of Genji-monogatari and
longed for the rest, but as I was still a stranger here I had no way of finding
them. I was all impatience and yearning, and in my mind was always
praying that I might read all the books of Genji-monogatari from the very
first one.
While my parents were shutting themselves up in Udzu-Masa[31] Temple, I
asked them for nothing except this romance, wishing to read it as soon as I
could get it, but all in vain. I was inconsolable. One day I visited my aunt,
who had recently come up from the country. She showed a tender interest in
me and lovingly said I had grown up beautifully. On my return she said:
"What shall I give you? You will not be interested in serious things: I will
give you what you like best." And she gave me more than fifty volumes of
Genji-monogatari put in a case, as well as Isé-monogatari, Yojimi,
Serikawa, Shirara, and Asa-udzu.[32] How happy I was when I came home
carrying these books in a bag! Until then I had only read a volume here and
there, and was dissatisfied because I could not understand the story.
Now I could be absorbed in these stories, taking them out one by one,
shutting myself in behind the kichō.[33] To be a Queen were nothing
compared to this!
All day and all night, as late as I could keep my eyes open, I did nothing but
look at the books, setting a lamp[34] close beside me.
Soon I learnt by heart all the names in the books, and I thought that a great
thing.
Once I dreamt of a holy priest in yellow Buddhist scarf who came to me
and said, "Learn the fifth book of the Hokekkyo[35] at once."
I did not tell any one about this, nor had I any mind to learn it, but
continued to bathe in the romances. Although I was still ugly and
undeveloped [I thought to myself] the time would come when I should be
beautiful beyond compare, with long, long hair. I should be like the Lady
Yugao [in the romance] loved by the Shining Prince Genji, or like the Lady

Ukifuné, the wife of the General of Uji [a famous beauty]. I indulged in
such fancies—shallow-minded I was, indeed!
Could such a man as the Shining Prince be living in this world? How could
General Kaoru [literal translation, "Fragrance"] find such a beauty as Lady
Ukifuné to conceal in his secret villa at Uji? Oh! I was like a crazy girl.
While I had lived in the country, I had gone to the temple from time to time,
but even then I could never pray like others, with a pure heart. In those days
people learned to recite sutras and practise austerities of religious
observance after the age of seventeen or eighteen, but I could scarcely even
think of such matters. The only thing that I could think of was the Shining
Prince who would some day come to me, as noble and beautiful as in the
romance. If he came only once a year I, being hidden in a mountain villa
like Lady Ukifuné, would be content. I could live as heart-dwindlingly as
that lady, looking at flowers, or moonlit snowy landscape, occasionally
receiving long-expected lovely letters from my Lord! I cherished such
fancies and imagined that they might be realized.

KICHŌ: FRONT AND BACK VIEWS

On the moon-birth of the Rice-Sprout month I saw the white petals of the
Tachibana tree [a kind of orange] near the house covering the ground.
Scarce had my mind received with wonder;
The thought of newly fallen snow—
Seeing the ground lie white—
When the scent of Tachibana flowers
Arose from fallen blossoms.
In our garden trees grew as thick as in the dark forest of Ashigara, and in
the Gods-absent month[36] its red leaves were more beautiful than those of
the surrounding mountains. A visitor said, "On my way thither I passed a
place where red leaves were beautiful"; and I improvised:
No sight can be more autumnal
than that of my garden
Tenanted by an autumnal person
weary of the world!
I still dwelt in the romances from morning to night, and as long as I was
awake.
I had another dream: a man said that he was to make a brook in the garden
of the Hexagon Tower to entertain the Empress of the First Rank of Honour.
I asked the reason, and the man said, "Pray to the Heaven-illuminating
honoured Goddess." I did not tell any one about this dream or even think of
it again. How shallow I was!
In the Spring I enjoyed the Princess's garden. Cherry-blossoms waited for!
—cherry-blossoms lamented over! In Spring I love the flowers whether in
her garden or in mine.
On the moon-hidden day of the Ever-growing month [March 30, 1023], I
started for a certain person's house to avoid the evil influence of the earth
god.[37] There I saw delightful cherry-blossoms still on the tree and the day
after my return I sent this poem:
Alone, without tiring, I gazed at the cherry-blossoms of your garden.
The Spring was closing—they were about to fall—
Always when the flowers came and went, I could think of nothing but those
days when my nurse died, and sadness descended upon me, which grew

deeper when I studied the handwriting of the Honoured Daughter of the
First Adviser.
Once in the Rice-Sprout month, when I was up late reading a romance, I
heard a cat mewing with a long-drawn-out cry. I turned, wondering, and
saw a very lovely cat. "Whence does it come?" I asked. "Sh," said my sister,
"do not tell anybody. It is a darling cat and we will keep it."
The cat was very sociable and lay beside us. Some one might be looking for
her [we thought], so we kept her secretly. She kept herself aloof from the
vulgar servants, always sitting quietly before us. She turned her face away
from unclean food, never eating it. She was tenderly cared for and caressed
by us.
Once sister was ill, and the family was rather upset. The cat was kept in a
room facing the north [i.e. a servant's room], and never was called. She
cried loudly and scoldingly, yet I thought it better to keep her away and did
so. Sister, suddenly awakening, said to me, "Where is the cat kept? Bring
her here." I asked why, and sister said: "In my dream the cat came to my
side and said, 'I am the altered form of the late Honoured Daughter of the
First Adviser to the King. There was a slight cause [for this]. Your sister has
been thinking of me affectionately, so I am here for a while, but now I am
among the servants. O how dreary I am!' So saying she wept bitterly. She
appeared to be a noble and beautiful person and then I awoke to hear the cat
crying! How pitiful!"
The story moved me deeply and after this I never sent the cat away to the
north-facing room, but waited on her lovingly. Once, when I was sitting
alone, she came and sat before me, and, stroking her head, I addressed her:
"You are the first daughter of the Noble Adviser? I wish to let your father
know of it." The cat watched my face and mewed, lengthening her voice.
It may be my fancy, but as I was watching her she seemed no common cat.
She seemed to understand my words, and I pity her.
I had heard that a certain person possessed the Chogonka[38] [Song of the
Long Regret] retold from the original of the Chinese poet Li T'ai Po. I
longed to borrow it, but was too shy to say so.
On the seventh day of the Seventh month I found a happy means to send my
word [the suggestion of my wish]:

This is the night when in the ancient Past,
The Herder Star embarked to meet the Weaving One;
In its sweet remembrance the wave rises high in the River of
Heaven.[39]
Even so swells my heart to see the famous book.
The answer was:
The star gods meet on the shore of the Heavenly River,
Like theirs full of ecstasy is my heart
And grave things of daily life are forgotten
On the night your message comes to me.
On the thirteenth day of that month the moon shone very brightly. Darkness
was chased away even from every corner of the heavens. It was about
midnight and all were asleep.
We were sitting on the veranda. My sister, who was gazing at the sky
thoughtfully, said, "If I flew away now, leaving no trace behind, what would
you think of it?" She saw that her words shocked me, and she turned the
conversation [lightly] to other things, and we laughed.
Then I heard a carriage with a runner before it stop near the house. The man
in the carriage called out, "Ogi-no-ha! Ogi-no-ha!" [Reed-leaf, a woman's
name or pet name] twice, but no woman made reply. The man cried in vain
until he was tired of it, and played his flute [a reed-pipe] more and more
searchingly in a very beautiful rippling melody, and [at last] drove away.
Flute music in the night,
"Autumn Wind"[40] sighing,
Why does the reed-leaf make no reply?
Thus I challenged my sister, and she took it up:
Alas! light of heart
Who could so soon give over playing!
The wind did not wait
For the response of the reed-leaf.
We sat together looking up into the firmament, and went to bed after
daybreak.

At midnight of the Deutzia month [April, 1024] a fire broke out, and the cat
which had been waited on as a daughter of the First Adviser was burned to
death. She had been used to come mewing whenever I called her by the
name of that lady, as if she had understood me. My father said that he
would tell the matter to the First Adviser, for it is a strange and heartfelt
story. I was very, very sorry for her.
Our new temporary shelter was far narrower than the other. I was sad, for
we had a very small garden and no trees. I thought with regret of the old
spacious garden which was wild as a deep wood, and in time of flowers and
red leaves the sight of it was never inferior to the surrounding mountains.
In the garden of the opposite house white and red plum-blossoms grew in
confusion and their perfume came on the wind and filled me with thoughts
of our old home.
When from the neighbouring garden the perfume-laden air
Saturates my soul with memories,
Rises the thought of the beloved plum-tree
Blooming under the eaves of the house which is gone.
On the moon-birth of the Rice-Sprout month my sister died after giving
birth to a child. From childhood, even a stranger's death had touched my
heart deeply. This time I lamented, filled with speechless pity and sorrow.
While mother and the others were with the dead, I lay with the memoryawakening children one on either side of me. The moonlight found its way
through the cracks of the roof [perhaps of their temporary dwelling] and
illumined the face of the baby. The sight gave my heart so deep a pang that
I covered its face with my sleeve, and drew the other child closer to my
side, mothering the unfortunate.

A NOBLEMAN'S HOUSE AND GROUNDS IN THE AZUMAYA STYLE

After some days one of my relatives sent me a romance entitled "The Prince
Yearning after the Buried," with the following note: "The late lady had
asked me to find her this romance. At that time I thought it impossible, but
now to add to my sorrow, some one has just sent it to me."
I answered:

What reason can there be that she
Strangely should seek a romance of the buried?
Buried now is the seeker
Deep under the mosses.
My sister's nurse said that since she had lost her, she had no reason to stay
and went back to her own home weeping.
Thus death or parting separates us each from the other,
Why must we part? Oh, world too sad for me!
"For remembrance of her I wanted to write about her," began a letter from
her nurse—but it stopped short with the words, "Ink seems to have frozen
up, I cannot write any more."[41]
How shall I gather memories of my sister?
The stream of letters is congealed.
No comfort may be found in icicles.
So I wrote, and the answer was:
Like the comfortless plover of the beach
In the sand printing characters soon to be washed away,
Unable to leave a more enduring trace in this fleeting world.
That nurse went to see the grave and returned sobbing, saying:
I seek her in the field, but she is not there,
Nor is she in the smoke of the cremation.
Where is her last dwelling-place?
How can I find it?
The lady who had been my stepmother heard of this [and wrote]:
When we wander in search of her,
Ignorant of her last dwelling-place,
Standing before the thought
Tears must be our guide.
The person who had sent "The Prince Yearning after the Buried" wrote:
How she must have wandered seeking the unfindable
In the unfamiliar fields of bamboo grasses,
Vainly weeping!

Reading these poems my brother, who had followed the funeral that night,
composed a poem:
Before my vision
The fire and smoke of burning
Arose and died again.
To bamboo fields there is no more returning,
Why seek there in vain?
It snowed for many days, and I thought of the nun who lived on Mount
Yoshino, to whom I wrote:
Snow has fallen
And you cannot have
Even the unusual sight of men
Along the precipitous path of the Peak of Yoshino.
On the Sociable month of the next year father was looking forward with
happy expectation to the night when he might expect an appointment as
Governor of a Province. He was disappointed, and a person who might have
shared our joy wrote to me, saying:
"I anxiously waited for the dawn with uncertain hope."
The temple bell roused me from dreams
And waiting for the starlit dawn
The night, alas! was long as are
One hundred autumn nights.
I wrote back:
Long was the night.
The bell called from dreams in vain,
For it did not toll our realized hopes.
Towards the moon-hidden days [last days] of the Rice-Sprout month I went
for a certain reason to a temple at Higashiyama.[42] On the way the nursery
beds for rice-plants were filled with water, and the fields were green all
over with the young growing rice. It was a smile-presenting sight. It gave a
feeling of loneliness to see the dark shadow of the mountain close before
me. In the lovely evenings water-rails chattered in the fields.

The water-rails cackle as if they were knocking at the gate,
But who would be deceived into opening the door, saying,
Our friend has come along the mountain path in the dark night?
As the place was near the Reizan Temple I went there to worship. Arriving
so far I was fatigued, and drank from a stone-lined well beside the mountain
temple, scooping the water into the hollow of my hand. My friend said, "I
could never have enough of this water." "Is it the first time," I asked, "that
you have tasted the satisfying sweetness of a mountain well drunk from the
hollow of your hand?" She said, "It is sweeter than to drink from a shallow
spring, which becomes muddy even from the drops which fall from the
hand which has scooped it up."[43] We came home from the temple in the
full brightness of evening sunshine, and had a clear view of Kioto below us.
My friend, who had said that a spring becomes muddy even with drops
falling into it, had to go back to the Capital.
I was sorry to part with her and sent word the next morning:
When the evening sun descends behind the mountain peak,
Will you forget that it is I who gaze with longing
Towards the place where you are?
The holy voices of the priests reciting sutras in their morning service could
be heard from my house and I opened the door. It was dim early dawn; mist
veiled the green forest, which was thicker and darker than in the time of
flowers or red leaves. The sky seemed clouded this lovely morning.
Cuckoos were singing on the near-by trees.
O for a friend—that we might see and listen together!
O the beautiful dawn in the mountain village!—
The repeated sound of cuckoos near and far away.
On that moon-hidden day cuckoos sung clamorously on trees towards the
glen. "In the Royal City poets may be awaiting you, cuckoos, yet you sing
here carelessly from morning till night!"
One who sat near me said: "Do you think that there is one person, at least,
in the Capital who is listening to cuckoos, and thinking of us at this
moment?"—and then:

Many in the Royal City like to gaze on the calm moon.
But is there one who thinks of the deep mountain
Or is reminded of us hidden here?
I replied:
In the dead of night, moon-gazing,
The thought of the deep mountain affrighted,
Yet longings for the mountain village
At all other moments filled my heart.
Once, towards dawn, I heard footsteps which seemed to be those of many
persons coming down the mountain. I wondered and looked out. It was a
herd of deer which came close to our dwelling. They cried out. It was not
pleasant to hear them near by.
It is sweet to hear the love-call of a deer to its mate,
In Autumn nights, upon the distant hills.
I heard that an acquaintance had come near my residence and gone back
without calling on me. So I wrote:
Even this wandering wind among the pines of the mountain—
I've heard that it departs with murmuring sound.
[That is, you are not like it. You do not speak when going away.]
In the Leaf-Falling month [September] I saw the moon more than twenty
days old. It was towards dawn; the mountain-side was gloomy and the
sound of the waterfall was all [I heard]. I wish that lovers [of nature] may
see the after-dawn-waning moon in a mountain village at the close of an
autumn night.
I went back to Kioto when the rice-fields, which had been filled with water
when I came, were dried up, the rice being harvested. The young plants in
their bed of water—the plants harvested—the fields dried up—so long I
remained away from home.
'T was the moon-hidden of the Gods-absent month when I went there again
for temporary residence. The thick grown leaves which had cast a dark
shade were all fallen. The sight was heartfelt over all. The sweet,
murmuring rivulet was buried under fallen leaves and I could see only the
course of it.

Even water could not live on—
So lonesome is the mountain
Of the leaf-scattering stormy wind.
[At about this time the author of this diary seems to have had some family
troubles. Her father received no appointment from the King—they were
probably poor, and her gentle, poetic nature did not incline her to seek
useful friends at court; therefore many of the best years of her youth were
spent in obscurity—a great contrast to the "Shining-Prince" dreams of her
childhood.]
I went back to Kioto saying that I should come again the next Spring, could
I live so long, and begged the nun to send word when the flowering-time
had come.
It was past the nineteenth of the Ever-growing month of the next year
[1026], but there were no tidings from her, so I wrote:
No word about the blooming cherry-blossoms,
Has not the Spring come for you yet?
Or does the perfume of flowers not reach you?
I made a journey, and passed many a moonlit night in a house beside a
bamboo wood. Wind rustled its leaves and my sleep was disturbed.
Night after night the bamboo leaves sigh,
My dreams are broken and a vague, indefinite sadness fills my
heart.
In Autumn [1026] I went to live elsewhere and sent a poem:
I am like dew on the grass—
And pitiable wherever I may be—
But especially am I oppressed with sadness
In a field with a thin growth of reeds.
After that time I was somehow restless and forgot about the romances. My
mind became more sober and I passed many years without doing any
remarkable thing. I neglected religious services and temple observances.
Those fantastic ideas [of the romances] can they be realized in this world?
If father could win some good position I also might enter into a much
nobler life. Such unreliable hopes then occupied my daily thoughts.

At last[44] father was appointed Governor of a Province very far in the East.
[Here the diary skips six years. The following is reminiscent.]
He [father] said: "I was always thinking that if I could win a position as
Governor in the neighbourhood of the Capital I could take care of you to
my heart's desire. I would wish to bring you down to see beautiful scenery
of sea and mountain. Moreover, I wished that you could live attended
beyond [the possibilities] of our [present] position. Our Karma relation
from our former world must have been bad. Now I have to go to so distant a
country after waiting so long! When I brought you, who were a little child,
to the Eastern Province [at his former appointment], even a slight illness
caused me much trouble of mind in thinking that should I die, you would
wander helpless in that far country. There were many fears in a stranger's
country, and I should have lived with an easier mind had I been alone. As I
was then accompanied by all my family, I could not say or do what I
wanted to say or do, and I was ashamed of it. Now you are grown up [she
was twenty-five years old] and I am not sure that I can live long.
It is not so unusual a fate to be helpless in the Capital, but the saddest thing
of all would be to wander in the Eastern Province like any country-woman.
[45] There are no relatives in the Capital upon whom we could rely to foster
you, yet I cannot refuse the appointment which has been made after such
long waiting. So you must remain here, and I must depart for Eternity.—
Oh, in what way may I provide a way for you to live in the Capital
decently!"
Night and day he lamented, saying these things, and I forgot all about
flowers or maple leaves, grieving sadly, but there was no help for it.
He went down[46] on the thirteenth of the Seventh month, 1032.
For several days before that I could not remain still in my own room, for I
thought it difficult to see him again.
On that day [the 13th] after restless hours, when the [time for] parting came,
I had lifted the blind and my eye met his, from which tears dropped down.
Soon he had passed by.[47] My eyes were dim with tears and soon I
concealed myself in bed [tears were bad manners]. A man who had gone to
see him off returned with a poem written on a bit of pocket paper.

A message from her father:
If I could do as I wish
I could acknowledge more profoundly
The sorrow of departing in Autumn.
[The last line has, of course, reference to his age and the probability of
never returning.]
I could not read the poem to the end.
In the happier time I had often tried to compose halting poems [literally, of
broken loins], but at present I had no word to say.
—never began to think in this world even for
a moment from you to part. Alas!
No person came to my side and I was very lonely and forlorn musing and
guessing where he would be at every moment. As I knew the road he was
taking [the same which is described in this journal], I thought of him the
more longingly and with greater heart-shrinking. Morning and evening I
looked towards the sky-line of the eastern mountains.
In the Leaf-Falling month I went to the temple at Udzumaza [Korinji] to
pass many days.
We came upon two men's palanquins in the road from Ichijo, which had
stopped there. They must have been waiting for some one to catch up with
them. When I passed by they sent an attendant with the message: "Flowerseeing go?—we suppose."
I thought it would be awkward not to reply to such a slight matter, and
answered:
Thousand kinds[48]—
To be like them in the fields of Autumn.
I stayed in the temple for seven days, but could think of nothing but the
road to the East.
I prayed to the Buddha, saying: "There is no way to change the present, but
grant that we may meet again peacefully after this parting"—and I thought
the Buddha would pity and grant my prayer.

It was midwinter. It rained all day. In the night a cloud-turning wind blew
terribly and the sky cleared. The moon became exquisitely bright, and it
was sad to see the tall reeds near the house broken and blown down by the
wind.
Dead stalks of reeds must be reminded of good Autumn days.
In midwinter depths the tempest lays them low,
Confused and broken.
["Their fate is like my own," is intangibly expressed in this poem.]
A messenger arrived from the East.
Father's letter:
"I wandered through the Province [Hitachi, now Ibarakiken] going into
every Shinto shrine and saw a wide field with a beautiful river running
through it.[49] There was a beautiful wood. My first thought was of
you, and to make you see it, and I asked the name of that grove. 'The
grove of Longing After One's Child' was the answer. I thought of the
one who had first named it and was extremely sad. Alighting from my
horse I stood there for two hours.
After leaving—
Like me he must have yearned
Sorrowful to see—
The forest of Longing After One's Child."
To see that letter is a sadder thing than to have seen the forest.
[The poem sent in return presents difficulties in the way of translation as
there is a play upon words, literally it is something like this:]
The grove of "Longing After One's Child"; left; Father-caressed[50]
Mountain; [Chichibusan] hard Eastern way—
The grove of Longing After One's Child—
Hearing of it I think of the Father-caressed Mountain:
Towards it hard is the Eastern way
For a child left [here alone].

Thus I passed days in doing nothing, and I began to think of going to
temples [making pilgrimages]. Mother was a person of extremely
antiquated mind. She said: "Oh, dreadful is the Hatsusé Temple! What
should you do if you were caught by some one at the Nara ascent? Ishiyama
too! Sekiyama Pass [near Lake Biwa] is very dreadful! Kurama-san [the
famous mountain], oh, dreadful to bring you there! You may go there when
father comes back."
As mother says so, I can go only to Kiyomidzu Temple.[51] My old habits of
romantic indulgence were not dead yet, and I could not fix my mind on
religious thoughts as I ought.
In the equinoctial week there was a great tumult [of festival], so great a
noise that I was even afraid of it, and when I lay asleep I dreamt there was a
priest within the enclosure before the altar, in blue garments with loose
brocade hood and brocade shoes. He seemed to be the intendant of the
temple: "You, being occupied with vain thoughts, are not praying for
happiness in the world to come," he said indignantly, and went behind the
curtain. I awoke startled, yet neither told any one what I had dreamt, nor
thought about it much.
My mother had two one-foot-in-diameter bronze mirrors cast and made a
priest take them for us to the Hatsusé Temple. Mother told the priest to pass
two or three days in the temple especially praying that a dream might be
vouchsafed about the future state of this woman [the daughter]. For that
period I was made to observe religious purity [i.e. abstain from animal
food.]
The priest came back to tell the following:
"I was reluctant to return without having even a dream, and after bowing
many times and performing other ceremonies I went to sleep. There came
out from behind the curtain a graceful holy lady in beautiful garments. She,
taking up the offered mirrors, asked me if no letters were affixed to these
mirrors. I answered in the most respectful manner, 'There were no letters. I
was told only to offer these.' 'Strange!' she said. 'Letters are to be added. See
what is mirrored in one, it creates pity to look at it.' I saw her weep bitterly
and saw appear in the mirror shadows of people rolling over in lamentation.
'To see these shadows makes one sad, but to see this makes one happy,' and
she held up the other mirror. There, the misu was fresh green and many-

coloured garments were revealed below the lower edge of it. Plum-and
cherry-blossoms were in flower. Nightingales were singing from tree to
tree."
I did not even listen to his story nor question him as to how things seemed
in his dream. Some one said, "Pray to the Heavenly Illuminating Honoured
Goddess," and my irreverent mind thought, "Where is she? Is she a Goddess
or a Buddha?"
At first I said so, but afterwards grew more discreet and asked some one
about her, who replied: "She is a goddess, and takes up her abode at Isé.[52]
The goddess is also worshipped by the Provincial Governor of Kii. She is
worshipped at the ancestor shrine in the Imperial Court."
I could not by any means get to Isé. How could I bow before the Imperial
shrine? I could never be allowed to go there. The idea flowed through my
mind to pray for the heavenly light.
A relative of mine became a nun, and entered the Sugaku Temple. In winter
I sent her a poem:
Even tears arise for your sake
When I think of the mountain hamlet
Where snow-storms will be raging.
Reply:
I seem to have a glimpse of you
Coming to me through the dark wood,
When close over head is Summer's growth of leaves.
1036. Father, who had gone down towards the East, came back at last. He
settled down at Nishiyama, and we all went there. We were very happy. One
moon-bright night we talked all the night through:
Such nights as this exist!
As if it were for Eternity, I parted from you—
How sad was that Autumn!
At this father shed tears [of happiness] abundantly, and answered me with a
poem:

That life grows dear and is lived with rejoicing
Which once was borne with hate and lamentation
My joy knew no bounds when my waiting was at an end after the supposed
parting "for Eternity," yet my father said: "It is ridiculous to lead a worldly
life when one is very old. I used to feel so when I saw old men, but now it is
my turn to be old, so I will retire from social life." As he said it with no
lingering affection for this world, I felt quite alone.
Towards the East the field stretched far and wide and I could see clearly
from Mount Hiyé[53] to Mount Inari. Towards the West, the pines of the
forest of Narabigaoka were sounding in my ear, and up to the tableland on
which our house stood the rice-fields were cultivated in terraces, while from
them came the sound of the bird-scaring clappers, giving me a homely
country sentiment.
One moonlight evening I had a message from an old acquaintance who had
had an opportunity to send to me, and this I sent back:
None calls upon me, or remembers me in my mountain village.
On the reeds by the thin hedge, the Autumn winds are sighing.
1037. In the Tenth month we changed our abode to the Capital. Mother had
become a nun, and although she lived in the same house, shut herself up in
a separate chamber. Father rather treated me as an independent woman than
as his child. I felt helpless to see him shunning all society and living hidden
in the shade.
A person [the Princess Yuko, daughter of the Emperor Toshiyaku] who had
heard about me through a distant relative called me [to her] saying it would
be better [to be with her] than passing idle lonely days.
My old-fashioned parents thought the court life would be very unpleasant,
and wanted me to pass my time at home, but others said: "People nowadays
go out as ladies-in-waiting at the Court, and then fortunate opportunities
[for marriage] are naturally numerous; why not try it?" So [at the age of
twenty-six] I was sent to the Court against my will.
I went for one night the first time. I was dressed in an eight-fold uchigi of
deep and pale chrysanthemum colours, and over it I wore the outer flowing
robe of deep-red silk.

As I have said before, my mind was absorbed in romances, and I had no
important relatives from whom I could learn distinguished manners or court
customs, so except from the romances I could not know them. I had always
been in the shadow of the antiquated parents, and had been accustomed not
to go out but to see moon and flowers. So when I left home I felt as if I
were not I nor was it the real world [to which I was going]. I started in the
early morning. I had often fancied in my countrified mind that I should hear
more interesting things for my heart's consolation than were to be found
living fixed in my parents' house.
I felt awkward in Court in everything I did, and I thought it sad, but there
was no use in complaining. I remembered with grief my nieces who had
lost their mother and had been cared for by me alone, even sleeping at night
one on either side of me.
Days were spent in musing with a vacant mind. I felt as if some one were
[always] spying upon me, and I was embarrassed.[54] After ten days or so I
got leave to go out. Father and mother were waiting for me with a
comfortable fire in a brazier.
Seeing me getting out of my palanquin, my nieces said: "When you were
with us people came to see us, but now no one's voice is heard, no one's
shadow falls before the house. We are very low-spirited; what can you do
for us who must pass days like this?" It was pitiful to see them cry when
they said it. The next morning they sat before me, saying: "As you are here
many persons are coming and going. It seems livelier."
Tears came to my eyes to think what virtue [literally, fragrance] I could
have that my little nieces made so much of me.
It would be very difficult even for a saint to dream of his prenatal life. Yet,
when I was before the altar of the Kiyomidzu Temple, in a faintly dreamy
state of mind which was neither sleeping nor waking, I saw a man who
seemed to be the head of the temple. He came out and said to me:
"You were once a priest of this temple and you were born into a better state
by virtue of the many Buddhist images which you carved as a Buddhist
artist. The Buddha seventeen feet high which is enthroned in the eastern
side of the temple was your work. When you were in the act of covering it
with gold foil you died."

"Oh, undeservedly blessed!" I said. "I will finish it, then."
The priest replied: "As you died, another man covered it and performed the
ceremony of offerings."
I came to myself and thought: "If I serve with all my heart the Buddha of
the Kiyomidzu Temple ... by virtue of my prayers in this temple in the
previous life...."[55]
In the Finishing month I went again to the Court. A room was assigned for
my use.
I went to the Princess's apartment every night and lay down among
unknown persons, so I could not sleep at all. I was bashful and timid and
wept in secret. In the morning I retired while it was still dark and passed the
days in longing for home where my old and weak parents, making much of
me, relied upon me as if I were worthy of it. I yearned for them and felt
very lonely. Unfortunate, deplorable, and helpless mind!—That was graven
into my thought and although I had to perform my duty faithfully I could
not always wait upon the Princess. She seemed not to guess what was in my
heart, and attributing it only to shyness favored me by summoning me often
from among the other ladies. She used to say, "Call the younger ladies!" and
I was dragged out in spite of myself.
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Those who were familiar with the court life seemed to be at home there, but
I, who was not very young, yet did not wish to be counted among the elderly,
was rather neglected, and made to usher guests. However, I did not expect
too much of court life, and had no envy for those who were more graceful
than I. This, on the contrary, set me at ease, and I from time to time
presented myself before the Princess; and talked only with congenial friends
about lovely things. Even on smile-presenting, interesting occasions I shrank
from intruding and becoming too popular, and did not go far into most
things.
Sleeping one night before the Princess, I was awakened by cries and
fluttering noises from the waterfowl in the pond.
Like us the water jowl pass all the night in floating sleep,
They seem to be weary

With shaking away the frost from their feathers.
My companions passed their leisure time in talking over romances with the
door open which separated our rooms, and they often called back one who
had gone to the Princess's apartment. She sent word once, "I will go if I
must" [intending to give herself the pleasure of coming].
The long leaves of the reed are easily bent,
So I will not forcibly persuade it,
But leave it to the wind.
In this way [composing poems] we passed [the hours] talking idly.
Afterwards this lady separated from the Court and left us. She remembered
that night and sent me word—
That moonless, flowerless winter night
It penetrates my thought and makes me dwell on it—
I wonder why?
It touched my heart, for I also was thinking of that night:
In my dreams the tears of that cold night are still frozen.
But these I weep away secretly.
The Princess still called my stepmother by the name of Kazusa[56]—
Governor's lady. Father was displeased that that name was still used after she
had become another man's wife, and he made me write to her about it:
The name of Asakura in a far-off country,
The Court now hears it in a divine dance-song:—
My name also is still somewhere heard [but not honourably].[57]
One very bright night, after the full moon, I attended the Princess to the
Imperial Palace. I remembered that the Heaven Illuminating Goddess was
enthroned within, and wanted to take an opportunity to kneel before the altar.
One moon-bright night [1042 A.D.] I went in [to the shrine] privately, for I
know Lady Hakasé[58] who was taking care of this shrine. The perpetual
lights before the altar burned dimly. She [the Lady Hakasé] grew
wondrously old and holy; she seems not like a mortal, but like a divine
incarnation, yet she spoke very gracefully.
The moon was very bright on the following night and the Princess's ladies
passed the time in talking and moon-gazing, opening the doors [outer

shutters] of the Fujitsubo.[59] The footsteps of the Royal consort of
Umetsubo going up to the King's apartment were so exquisitely graceful as
to excite envy. "Had the late Queen[60] been living, she could not walk so
grandly," some one said. I composed a poem:
She is like the Moon, who, opening the gate of Heaven,
goes up over the clouds.
We, being in the same heavenly Palace, pass the night
in remembering the footfalls of the past.
The ladies who are charged with the duty of introducing the court nobles
seem to have been fixed upon, and nobody notices whether simple-hearted
country-women like me exist or not. On a very dark night in the beginning
of the Gods-absent month, when sweet-voiced reciters were to read sutras
throughout the night, another lady and I went out towards the entrance door
of the Audience Room to listen to it, and after talking fell asleep, listening,
leaning, ...[61] when I noticed a gentleman had come to be received in
audience by the Princess.
"It is awkward to run away to our apartment [to escape him]. We will remain
here. Let it be as it will." So said my companion and I sat beside her
listening.
He spoke gently and quietly. There was nothing about him to be regretted.
"Who is the other lady?" he asked of my friend. He said nothing rude or
amorous like other men, but talked delicately of the sad, sweet things of the
world, and many a phrase of his with a strange power enticed me into
conversation. He wondered that there should have been in the Court one who
was a stranger to him, and did not seem inclined to go away soon.
There was no starlight, and a gentle shower fell in the darkness; how lovely
was its sound on the leaves! "The more deeply beautiful is the night," he
said; "the full moonlight would be too dazzling." Discoursing about the
beauties of Spring and Autumn he continued: "Although every hour has its
charm, pretty is the spring haze; then the sky being tranquil and overcast, the
face of the moon is not too bright; it seems to be floating on a distant river.
At such a time the calm spring melody of the lute is exquisite.
"In Autumn, on the other hand, the moon is very bright; though there are
mists trailing over the horizon we can see things as clearly as if they were at
hand. The sound of wind, the voices of insects, all sweet things seem to melt

together. When at such a time we listen to the autumnal music of the koto[62]
we forget the Spring—we think that is best—
"But the winter sky frozen all over magnificently cold! The snow covering
the earth and its light mingling with the moonshine! Then the notes of the
hitchiriki[63] vibrate on the air and we forget Spring and Autumn." And he
asked us, "Which captivates your fancy? On which stays your mind?"
My companion answered in favour of Autumn and I, not being willing to
imitate her, said:
Pale green night and flowers all melting into one
in the soft haze—
Everywhere the moon, glimmering in the Spring night.
So I replied. And he, after repeating my poem to himself over and over, said:
"Then you give up Autumn? After this, as long as I live, such a spring night
shall be for me a memento of your personality." The person who favoured
Autumn said, "Others seem to give their hearts to Spring, and I shall be
alone gazing at the autumn moon,"
He was deeply interested, and being uncertain in thought said: "Even the
poets of the Tang Empire[64] could not decide which to praise most, Spring
or Autumn. Your decisions make me think that there must be some personal
reasons when our inclination is touched or charmed. Our souls are imbued
with the colours of the sky, moon, or flowers of that moment. I desire much
to know how you came to know the charms of Spring and Autumn. The
moon of a winter night is given as an instance of dreariness, and as it is very
cold I had never seen it intentionally. When I went down to Isé to be present
as the messenger of the King at the ceremony[65] of installing the virgin in
charge of the shrine, I wanted to come back in the early dawn, so went to
take leave of the Princess [whose installation had just taken place] in a
moon-bright night after many days' snow, half shrinking to think of my
journey.
"Her residence was an other-worldly place awful even to the imagination,
but she called me into an adequate apartment. There were persons [in that
room] who had come down in the reign of the Emperor Enyu.[66] Their
aspect was very holy, ancient, and mystical. They told of the things of long
ago with tears. They brought out a well-tuned four-stringed lute. The music

did not seem to be anything happening in this world; I regretted that day
should even dawn, and was touched so deeply that I had almost forgotten
about returning to the Capital. Ever since then the snowy nights of winter
recall that scene, and I without fail gaze at the moon even though hugging
the fire. You will surely understand me, and hereafter every dark night with
gentle rain will touch my heart; I feel this has not been inferior to the snowy
night at the palace of the Isé virgin."
With these words he departed and I thought he could not have known who I
was.
In the Eighth month of the next year [1043] we went again to the Imperial
Palace, and there was in the Court an entertainment throughout the night. I
did not know that he was present at it, and I passed that night in my own
room. When I looked out [in early morning] opening the sliding doors on the
corridor I saw the morning moon very faint and beautiful. I heard footsteps
and people approached—some reciting sutras. One of them came to the
entrance, and addressed me. I replied, and he, suddenly remembering,
exclaimed, "That night of softly falling rain I do not forget, even for a
moment! I yearn for it." As chance did not permit me many words I said:
What intensity of memory clings to your heart?
That gentle shower fell on the leaves—
Only for a moment [our hearts touched].
I had scarcely said so when people came up and I stole back without his
answer.
That evening, after I had gone to my room, my companion came in to tell me
that he had replied to my poem: "If there be such a tranquil night as that of
the rain, I should like in some way to make you listen to my lute, playing all
the songs I can remember."
I wanted to hear it, and waited for the fit occasion, but there was none, ever.
In the next year one tranquil evening I heard that he had come into the
Princess's Palace, so I crept out of my chamber with my companion, but
there were many people waiting within and without the Palace, and I turned
back. He must have been of the same mind with me. He had come because it
was so still a night, and he returned because it was noisy.

I yearn for a tranquil moment
To be out upon the sea of harmony,
In that enchanted boat.
Oh, boatman, do you know my heart?
So I composed that poem—and there is nothing more to tell. His personality
was very excellent and he was not an ordinary man, but time passed, and
neither called to the other.
In Winter, though the snow had not come yet, the starlit sky was clear and
cold. One whole night I talked with those who were in the Palace....[67]
Like a good-for-nothing woman I retired from the Court life.
On the twenty-fifth of the End month [Christmas Day, 1043] I was
summoned by the Princess to the religious service of reciting Buddha's
names. I went for that night only. About forty ladies were there all dressed in
deep-red dresses and also in deep-red outer robe. I sat behind the person who
led me in—the most shadow-like person among them—and I retired before
dawn. On my way home it snowed in fluttering flakes, and the frozen,
ghostly moon was reflected in my dull-red sleeves of glossy silk. Even that
reflection seemed to be wet and sad. I thought all the way: "The year comes
to a close and the night also—and the moon reflected in my sleeve—all
passes. When one is in Court, one may become familiar with those who
serve there, and know worldly things better, and if one is thought amiable
one is received as a lady and favours may be bestowed"—such had been my
thought, but father was now disappointed in me and kept me at home; but
how could I expect that my fortunes should become dazzling in a moment?
It was father's idle fancy, yet he felt that it had betrayed him.
Though a thousand times, how many! I gathered parsley[68]
in the fields
Yet my wishes were by no means fulfilled.
I grumbled so far, and no farther.
I regretted deeply the idle fancies of old days, and as my parents would not
accompany me to temples [on pilgrimages] I could hardly suppress my
impatience. I wish to strengthen my spirit to bring up my child who is still in
the germ. Moreover, I wish to do my best to pile up virtuous deeds for the
life to come, so encouraging my heart I went to the Ishiyama Temple after

the twentieth day of the Frost month [1045]. It snowed and the route was
lovely. On coming in sight of the barrier at Osaka Pass, I was reminded that
it was also in Winter when I passed it on my way up to Kioto. Then also it
was a windy tempestuous day.
The sound of the Autumn wind at the barrier of Osaka!
It differs not from that heard long ago.
The temple at Seki, magnificent though it was, made me think of the old
roughly hewn Buddha. The beach at Uchidé has not changed in the passing
of months and years, but my own heart feels change.
Towards evening I arrived at the temple and after a bath went up to the main
shrine. The mountain wind was dreadful. I took it for a good omen that,
falling asleep in the temple [I heard a voice], saying: "From the inner shrine
perfume has been bestowed. Tell it at once." At the words I awoke, and
passed the night in prayer.
The next day the wind raged and it snowed heavily. I comforted my lonely
heart with the friend of the Princess who came with me. We left after three
days.
On the twenty-fifth of the Tenth month of the next year [1046] the Capital
was in great excitement over the purification ceremonies before the Great
Ceremony.[69]
For my part I wanted to set out that same day for Hasé [Temple] for my own
religious purification. They stopped me, saying it was a sight to be seen only
once in one reign; that even the country-people come to see the procession,
and it was madness to leave the city that very day. "Your deeds will be
spread abroad and people will gossip about you," said my brother angrily.
"No, no, let the person have her own will"; and according to my wish he [her
husband] let me start. His kindness touched me, but on the other hand I
pitied those who accompanied me [her retinue], who with longing hearts
wanted to see the ceremony.
But what have we to do with such shows? Buddha will be pleased with those
who come at a time like this. I wanted without fail to receive the divine
favour, and started before dawn. When I was crossing the great bridge of
Nijo, with pine torches flaming before me, and with my attendants in pure
white robes, all the men on; horseback, in carriage, or on foot who

encountered me on their way to the stands prepared for sight-seers said, in
surprise, "What is that?" and some even laughed or scolded me. As I was
passing before the gate of Yoshinori the Commander of the Bodyguard and
his men were standing there before the wide-open portals. They said,
laughing, "Here goes a company to the temple—there are many days and
months in the world [to do that in]!" But there was one [standing by] who
said: "What is it to fatten the eyes for a moment? They are firmly
determined. They will surely receive Buddha's favour; we ought also to
make up our minds [for the good] without sight-seeing." Thus one man
spoke seriously.
I had wanted to leave the city before broad daylight, and had started in the
middle of the night, but had to wait for belated persons till the very thick fog
became thinner. People flowed in from the country like a river. Nobody
could turn aside to make room for anybody else, and even the ill-behaved
and vulgar children, who passed beside my carriage with some difficulty,
had words of wonder and contempt for us.
I felt sorry that I had started that day, yet praying to Buddha with all my
heart, I arrived at the ferry of Uji. Even there the people were coming up to
the city in throngs, and the ferry-man, seeing these numberless people, was
filled with his own importance, and grew proud. He, tucking up his sleeves
against his face and leaning on his pole, would not bring the boat at once. He
looked around whistling and assumed an indifferent air. We could not cross
the river for a long time, so I looked around the place, which I had felt a
curiosity to see, ever since reading Genji-monogatari which tells that the
daughter of the Princess of Uji lived here. I thought it a charming spot. At
last we managed to get across the river and went to see the Uji mansion.[70] I
was at once reminded that the Lady Ukifuné [of the romance] had been
living here.
As we had started before daybreak, my people were tired out, and rested at
Hiroichi to take food. The Guard said: "Is that the famous mountain
Kurikoma? It is towards evening, be ready with your armour" [to protect
from robbers or evil spirits], I listened to these words with a shudder, but we
passed that mountain [without adventure] and the sun was on its summit
when we arrived at the lake of Nieno. They went in several directions to
seek a lodging and returned saying there was no proper place, only an
obscure hut; but as there was no other place we took that.

In the house there were only two men, for the rest had all gone to the
Capital. Those two men did not sleep that night at all, but kept watch around
the house. My maids who were in the recess [perhaps the outer part of the
hut used as kitchen] asked, "Why do you walk about so?" and the men
answered, "Why? we have rented our house to perfect strangers. What
should we do if our kettles were stolen? Of course we cannot sleep!" I felt
both dread and laughter to hear them.
In the early morning we left there and knelt before the great East Temple.[71]
The temple at Iso-no-Kami was antique and on the verge of ruin. That night
we lodged at Yamabé Temple. Although I was tired out, I recited sutras and
went to sleep. In my dream I saw a very noble and pure woman. At her
coming the wind blew deliciously. She found me out, and said, smiling, "For
what purpose have you come?" I answered, "How could I help coming?"
[since you are here], and she said, "You would better be in the Imperial
Court, and become intimate with the Lady Hakasé." I was very much
delighted and encouraged.
We crossed the river and arrived at the Hatsusé Temple at night. After
purifying, I went up to the Temple. I remained three days, and slept
expecting to start in the morning. At midnight I dreamt that a cedar twig[72]
was thrown into the room as a token bestowed by the Inari god. I was
startled, but waking found it only a dream.
We began our return journey after midnight, and as we could not find a
lodging, we again passed a night in a very small house, which seemed to be
a very curious one somehow. "Do not sleep! Something unexpected will
happen!" "Don't be frightened!" "Lie down even without breathing!" This
was said and I spent the night in loneliness and dread. I felt that I lived a
thousand years that night, and when the day dawned I saw that we were in a
robbers' den. People said that the mistress of that house lived by a strange
occupation.
We crossed the Uji River in a high wind and the ferry-boat passed very near
the fishing seine.
Years have passed and only sounds of waters have come to my
ears,
To-day, indeed, I may even count the ripples around the fishing
net.

[This poem may seem a little obscure. It means that her own life had been
lived long in a kind of dreamland of her own creating, but was gradually
emerging into reality.]
If, as I am doing now, I continue to write down events four or five years after
they have happened, my life will seem to be that of a pilgrim, but it is not so.
I am jotting down the happenings of several years. In the spring I went to
Kurama Temple. It was a soft spring day, with mist trailing over the
mountain-side. The mountain people brought tokoro [a kind of root] as the
only food and I found it good. When I left there flowers were already gone.
In Gods-absent month I went again, and the mountain views along the way
were more beautiful than before, the mountain-side brocaded with the
autumn colours. The stream, rushing headlong, boiled up like molten metal
and then shattered into crystals.
When I reached the monastery the maple leaves, wet with a shower, were
brilliant beyond compare.
The pattern of the maple leaves in Autumn dyed with the rain—
Beautiful in the deep mountain!
After two years or so I went again to Ishiyama. It seemed to be raining, and I
heard some one saying rain is disagreeable on a journey, but on opening the
door I found the waning moon lighting even the depths of the ravine. What I
thought rain was the stream rippling below the roots of the trees.
The sound of the mountain brook gives an illusion of rain drops,
Yet the calm of the waning moon shines over all.
The next time I went to Hasé Temple, my journey was not so solitary as
before. Along the route various persons invited me to ceremonious dinners,
and we made but slow progress. The autumn woods were beautiful at the
Hahasono forest in Yamashiro. I crossed the Hasé River. We stayed there for
three days. This time we were too many to lodge in that small house on the
other side of the Nara Pass, so we camped in the field. Our men passed the
night lying on mukabaki[73] spread on the grass. They could not sleep for the
dew which fell on their heads. The moon clear and more picturesque than
elsewhere.
Even in our wandering journey,
The lonely moon accompanies us lighting us from the sky,

The waning moon I used to gaze at in the Royal City.
As I could do as I liked, I went even to distant temples for worship, and my
heart was consoled through both the pleasures and fatigues of the way.
Though it was half diversion, yet it [her prayers] gave me hope. I had no
pressing sorrow in those days and tried to bring up my boy in the manner I
thought best, and was impatient of passing time. The man I depended upon
[her husband] wished to attain to happiness like other people, and the future
looked promising. A dear friend of mine, who used to exchange poems with
me and continued to write, through many changes of situation, although not
so often as of old, married the Governor of Echizen and went down to that
Province. After that all communication between us ceased, so I wrote her a
poem finding the means of sending it with great difficulty:
Undying affection!
Can it end at last, overlaid with time
Even as snow covers the land in the Northern Province?
She wrote back:
Even a little pebble does not cease to be,
Though pressed under the snow of Hakusan;
So is my affection even though hidden.
I went down to a hollow of Nishiyama [in the western hills of Kioto]. There
were flowers blooming in confusion. It was beautiful, yet lonely. There was
no sight of man. A tranquil haze enclosed us.
Far from towns, in the heart of the mountain,
The cherry blooms, and wastes its blooms away
With none to see.
When the sorrow of the World[74] troubled my heart I made a retreat in the
Uzumasa Temple. To me there arrived a letter from one who served the
Princess. While I was answering it the temple bell was heard.
The outer world of many sorrows
Is not to be forgotten even here.
At the sound of the evening bell
Lonely grows my heart.

To the beautifully tranquil palace of the Princess I went one day to talk with
two congenial friends. The next day, finding life rather tedious, I thought
longingly of them and sent a poem:[75]
Knowing the place of our meeting to be the sea of tears,
Where memories ripple, and affections flow back,
Yet we ventured into it—and my longing for you grew stronger
than ever.
One wrote back:
We ventured into that sea,
To find the pearls of consolement,
No pearls, but drops of sad, sweet tears we found!
And the other:
Who would venture into the sea of tears
Seeking for the chance with zealous care,
Had not the flowers of lovely vision floated in it!
That friend being of the same mind with me, we used to talk over every joy
and sorrow of the world, but she went down to the Province of Chikuzen in
Kyushu [extreme southwest of old Japan]. On a moon-bright night I went to
bed thinking of her with longing, for in the palace we had been wont not to
sleep on such a night, but to sit up gazing into the sky. I dreamed that we
were in the palace and saw each other as we had done in reality. I awoke
startled; the moon was then near the western ridge of the mountain and I
thought "I would I had not wakened"[76] [quoting from a famous poem].
Tell her, oh, western-going moon,
That dreaming of her I could sleep no more,
But all the night
My pillow was bedewed with loving tears.
In the Autumn [1056] I had occasion to go down to the Province of Izumi.
[77] From Yodo the journey was very picturesque. We passed a night at
Takahama. It was dark, and in the depths of the night I heard the sound of an
oar, and was told that a singer had come. My companions called her boat to
come alongside ours. She was lighted by a distant fire, her sleeves were
long, she shaded her face with a fan and sung. She was charming. The next
evening, when the sun was still on the mountain-top, we passed the beach of

Sumiyoshi. It was seen all in mist, and pine branches, the surface of the sea,
and the beach where waves rolled up, combined to make a scene more
beautiful than a picture.
It is an evening of Autumn
—The seashore of Sumiyoshi!
Can words describe it?
What can be compared with it?
Even after the boat was towed along, I looked back again and again, never
satiated.
In the Winter I returned to Kioto. We took our boat at Ōé Bay. That night a
tempest raged with such fury that the very rocks seemed to be shaken. The
god of Thunder[78] came roaring, and the sound of dashing waves, the tumult
of the wind, the horrors of the sea, made me feel that life was coming to an
end. But they dragged the boat ashore, where we spent the night. The rain
stopped, but not the wind, and we could not start. We passed five or six days
on these wide-stretching sands. When the wind had gone down a little, I
looked out, rolling up the curtain of my cabin. The evening tide was rising
swiftly and cranes called to each other in the bay.
People of the Province came in crowds to see us, and said that if the boat had
been outside the bay that night it would have been seen no more. Even the
thought terrified me.
Off Ishitsu, in the wild sea
The boat driven before the storm
Fades away and is seen no more.
The wild gusts drive the boat—
Into the wild sea she disappears—
Off Ishitsu!
I devoted myself in various ways for the World [her husband]. Even in
serving at Court one had like-wise to devote one's self unceasingly. What
favor could one win by returning to the parents' home from time to time?
As I advanced in age I felt it unbecoming to behave as young couples do.
While I was lamenting I grew ill, and could not go out to temples for
worship. Even this rare going out was stopped, and I had no hope of living

long, but I wanted to give my younger children a safer position while I was
alive.
I grieved and waited for the delightful thing [an appointment] for my
husband. In Autumn he got a position,[79] but not so good a one as we had
hoped, and we were much disappointed. It was not so distant as the place
from which he had returned, so he made up his mind to go, and we hastily
made preparations. He started from the house where his daughter had
recently gone to live.[80] It was after the tenth of the Gods-absent month. I
could not know what had happened after he started, but all seemed happy on
that day. He was accompanied by our boy. My husband wore a red coat and
pale purple kimono,[81] and aster-coloured hakama [divided skirt], and
carried a long sword. The boy wore blue figured clothes and red hakama,
and they mounted their horses beside the veranda.
When they had gone out noisily I felt very, very lonely. As I had heard the
Province was not so distant I was less hopeless than I had been before.
The people who accompanied him to see him off returned the next day and
told me that they had gone down with great show [of splendour] and, then
continuing, said they had seen human fire[82] this morning starting [from the
company] and flying towards the Capital. I tried to suppose it to be from
some one of his retinue. How could I think the worst? I could think of
nothing but how to bring up these younger ones.
He came back in the Deutzia month of the next year and passed the Summer
and Autumn at home, and on the twenty-fifth of the Long-night month he
became ill.
1058. On the fifth day of the Tenth month all became like a dream.[83] My
sorrows could be compared to nothing in this world.
Now I knew that my present state had been reflected in the mirror offered to
the Hasé Temple [about twenty-five years before by her mother] where some
one was seen weeping in agony. The reflection of the happier one had not
been realized. That could never be in the future.
On the twenty-third we burnt his remains with despairing hearts, my boy,
who went down with him last Autumn, being dressed exquisitely and much
attended, followed the bier weeping in black clothes with hateful things
[mourning insignia] on them. My feeling when I saw him going out can

never be expressed. I seemed to wander in dreams and thought that human
life must soon cease here. If I had not given myself up to idle fictions [she
herself had written several] and poetry, but had practised religious austerities
night and day, I would not have seen such a dream-world.
At Hasé Temple a cedar branch was cast down to me by the Inari god and
this thing [the loss of her husband] would not have happened if I had visited
the Inari shrine on my way home. The dreams which I had seen in these past
years which bid me pray to the Heaven Illuminating Honoured Goddess
meant that I should have been in the Imperial Court as a nurse, sheltered
behind the favour of the King and Queen—so the dream interpreter
interpreted my dream, but I could not realize this. Only the sorrowful
reflection in the mirror was realized unaltered. O pitiful and sorrowful I!
Thus nothing could happen as I willed, and I wandered in this world doing
no virtuous deed for the future life.
Life seemed to survive sorrows, but I was uneasy at the thought that things
would happen against my will, even in the future life. There was only one
thing I could rely on.
Ceaseless tears—clouded mind:
Bright scene—moon-shadow.
On the thirteenth of the Tenth month [1055] I dreamed one night this dream:
There in the garden of my house at the farthest ledge stood Amitabha
Buddha! He was not seen distinctly, but as if through a cloud. I could snatch
a glimpse now and then when the cloud lifted. The lotus-flower pedestal was
three or four feet above the ground; the Buddha was about six feet high.
Golden light shone forth; one hand was extended, the fingers of the other
were bent in form of benediction. None but I could see him, yet I felt such
reverence that I dared not approach the blind to see him better. None but I
might hear him saying, "Then this time I will go back, and afterwards come
again to receive you." I was startled and awoke into the fourteenth day. This
dream only was my hope for the life to come.[84]
I had lived with my husband's nephews, but after that sad event we parted
not to meet again. One very dark night I was visited by the nephew who was
living at Rokuhara; I could not but welcome so rare a guest.

No moon, and darkness deepens
Around Obásuté. Why have you come?
It cannot be to see the moon![85]
After that time [the death of her husband] an intimate friend stopped all
communication.
She may be thinking that I
Am no more in this world, yet my days
Are wasted in weeping.
Weeping, alas!
In the Tenth month I turned, my eyes full of tears, towards the intensely
bright moon.
Even into the mind always clouded with grief,
There is cast the reflection of the bright moon.
Years and months passed away. Whenever I recollected the dream-like
incident [of his death] my mind was troubled and my eyes filled so that I
cannot think distinctly of those days.
My people went to live elsewhere and I remained alone in my solitary home.
I was tired of meditation and sent a poem to one who had not called on me
for a long time.
Weeds grow before my gate
And my sleeves are wet with dew,
No one calls on me,
My tears are solitary—alas!
She was a nun and she sent an answer:
The weeds before a dwelling house
May remind you of me!
Bushes bury the hut
Where lives the world-deserted one,
[1] Her father Takasué was appointed Governor of Kazusa in 1017, and the authoress, who was then
nine years old, was brought from Kiōto to the Province.
[2] Prince Genji: The hero of Genji-monogatari, a novel by Murasaki-Shikibu.
[3] Yakushi Buddha: "The Buddha of healing," or Sanscrit, Bhaisajyaguru-Vaiduryaprabhah.

[4] Original, Nagatsuki, September.
[5] Ancient ladies avoided men's eyes and always sat behind sudaré (finely split bamboo curtain)
through which they could look out without being seen.
[6] High personages, Governors of Provinces or other nobles, travelled with a great retinue, consisting
of armed horsemen, foot-soldiers, and attendants of all sorts both high and low, together with the
luggage necessary for prolonged existence in the wilderness. From Tokyo to Kiōto nowadays the
journey is about twelve hours. It took about three months in the year 1017.
[7] Futoi River is called the River Edo at present.
[8] Matsusato, now called Matsudo.
[9] Kagami's rapids, now perhaps Karameki-no-se.
[10] Common gromwell, Lithospermum.
[11] Takeshiba: Now called Shibaura, place-name in Tokyo near Shinagawa. Another manuscript
reads: "This was the manor house of Takeshiba."
[12] Misu: finer sort of sudaré used in court or in Shinto shrine. Cf. note 2, p. 4.
[13] Seta Bridge is across the river from Lake Biwa, some seven or eight miles from Kioto.
[14] In those days noblemen's and ladies' dresses were perfumed.
[15] Dera or tera = temple.
[16] The original text may also be understood as follows: "After that the guards of the watch-fire were
allowed to live with their wives in the palace."
[17] In the Isé-monogatari (a book of Narihira's poetical works) the Sumida River is said to be on the
boundary between Musashi and Shimofusa. So the italicized words seem to be the authoress's mistake,
or more probably an insertion by a later smatterer of literary knowledge who inherited the manuscript.
Narihira's poem is addressed to a sea-gull called Miyakodori, which literally means bird of the capital.
Narihira had abandoned Kioto and was wandering towards the East. Just then his heart had been
yearning after the Royal City and also after his wife, and that feeling must have been intensified by the
name of the bird. (Cf. The Isé-monogatari, Section 9.)
Miyakodori! alas, that word
Fills my heart again with longing,
Even you I ask, O bird,
Does she still live, my beloved?
[18] According to "Sagami-Fūdoki," or "The Natural Features of Sagami Province," this district was in
ancient times inhabited by Koreans. The natives could not distinguish a Korean from a Chinese, hence
the name of Chinese Field. A temple near Oiso still keeps the name of Kōraiji, or the Korean temple.

[19] This seems to be the last line of a kind of song called Imayo, perhaps improvised by the singers;
its meaning may be as follows: "You compare us with singers of the Western Provinces; we are
inferior to those in the Royal City; we may justly be compared with those in Osaka."
[20] Hakoné Mountain has now become a resort of tourists and a place of summer residence.
[21] Fear of evil spirits which probably lived in the wild, and of robbers who certainly did.
[22] Aoi, or Futaba-aoi. At the great festival of the Kamo shrine in Kioto the processionists crowned
their heads with the leaves of this plant, so it must have been well known.
[23] Mount Fuji was then an active volcano.
[24] The Princess was Sadako, daughter of King Sanjo, afterwards Queen of King Goshujaku [1037104]).
[25] Lacquered boxes, sometimes of great beauty, containing india ink and inkstone, brushes, rolls of
paper.
[26] Plum-trees bloom between the first and second months of the old calendar.
[27] By pestilence. People were often attacked by contagious diseases in those days, and they, who did
not know about the nature of infection, called it by the name of "world-humor" or "world-disease,"
attributing its cause to the ill-humor of some gods or spirits.
[28] In those days windows were covered with silk and could not be seen through.
[29] Fujiwara-no-Yukinari: One of the three famous calligraphers of that time.
[30] Place where cremation was performed.
[31] It is a Buddhist custom to go into retreat from time to time.
[32] Some of these books are not known now.
[33] A kind of screen used in upper-class houses: see illustration.
[34] Her lamp was rather like an Italian one—a shallow cup for oil fixed to a tall metal stem, with a
wick projecting to one side.
[35] Sadharmpundarika Sutra, or Sutra of the Lotus, in Sanscrit.
[36] In October it was the custom for all local gods to go for a conference to the residence of the oldest
native god, in the Province of Idzumo; hence, Gods-absent month. This Province of Idzumo, full of
the folklore of old Japan, has become well known to the world through the writings of Lafcadio
Hearn.
[37] According to the superstition of those days people believed that every house was presided over by
an earth god, which occupied the hearth in Spring, the gate in Summer, the well in Autumn, and the
garden in Winter. It was dangerous to meet him when he changed his abode. So on that day the
dwellers went out from their houses.
[38] Readers are urged to read the delightful essay of Lafcadio Hearn called "The Romance of the
Milky Way" (Chogonka). Here it must suffice to relate the story of "Tanabata-himé" and the
herdsman. Tanabata-tsume was the daughter of the god of the sky. She rejoiced to weave garments for
her father and had no greater pleasure than that, until one day Hikiboshi, a young herdsman, leading
an ox, passed by her door. Divining her love for him, her father gave his daughter the young herdsman
for her husband, and all went well, until the young couple grew too fond of each other and the
weaving was neglected. Thereupon the great god was displeased and "they were sentenced to live
apart with the Celestial River between them," but in pity of their love they were permitted to meet one
night a year, on the seventh day of the Seventh month. On that night the herdsman crosses the River of

Heaven where Tanabata-tsume is waiting for him on the other side, but woe betide if the night is
cloudy or rainy! Then the waters of the River of Heaven rise, and the lovers must wait full another
year before the boat can cross.
Many of our beautiful poems have been written on this legend; sometimes it is Tanabata-himé who is
waiting for her lord, sometimes it is Hikiboshi who speaks. The festival has been celebrated for 1100
years in Japan, and there is no country village which does not sing these songs on the seventh night of
the Seventh month, and make offerings to the star gods of little poems tied to the freshly cut bamboo
branches.
[39] River of Heaven: Milky Way.
[40] Name of an old song.
[41] The continuous writing of the cursive Japanese characters is often compared to a meandering
river. "Ink seems to have frozen up" means that her eyes are dim with tears, and no more she can write
continuously and flowingly.
[42] A mountain in a suburb of Kioto.
[43] This conversation in the original is a play upon words which cannot be translated.
[44] In an old chronicle of the times one reads that it was on February 8, 1032.
[45] The country people of the Eastern Provinces beyond Tokyo were then called "Eastern
barbarians."
[46] Away from the Capital where the King resides is always down; towards the capital is always up.
[47] This scene will be better understood by the reader if he remembers that her father was in the street
in the midst of his train of attendants—an imposing cavalcade of bow-men, warriors, and attendants of
all sorts, with palanquins and luggage, prepared to make a two or three months' journey through the
wilderness to the Province of Hitachi, far in the East. She, as a Japanese lady could not go out to speak
to him, but unconventionally she had drawn up the blind and "her eye met his."
[48] To translate: As there are a thousand kinds of flowers in the autumn fields, so there are a thousand
reasons for going to the fields.
[49] The Toné River.
[50] Name of mountain in eastern part of Japan.
[51] In the eastern part of Kioto, now a famous spot.
[52] The Isé shrine was first built in the year 5 B.C. See note on Isé shrine in Murasaki Shikibu Diary.
[53] Mt. Hiyé: 2500 ft.
[54] The custom of the Court obliged the court ladies to lead a life of almost no privacy—sleeping at
night together in the presence of the Queen, and sharing their apartments with each other.
[55] Some words are lost from this sentence.
[56] Kazusa: Name of Province in the East.
[57] Asakura is a place-name in Kyushu. There was a song entitled "Asakura" which seems to have
been popular in those days and was sung in the Court.
[58] Hakasé is LL.D., so she might have been daughter of a scholar.
[59] Special house devoted to use of a King's wife.
[60] The Princess, whom our lady served, was the daughter of King Goshijaku's Queen. The Queen
died 1039. After this the Royal Consort Umetsubo won the King's favour.

[61] Some words lost.
[62] A thirteen-stringed musical instrument.
[63] A pipe made of seven reeds having a very clear, piercing sound.
[64] Famous period in Chinese history.
[65] This gentleman's name is known.
[66] He ruled from 970 to 984. It was now 1045.
[67] Something seems to have occurred which may have been her marriage to a noble of lower rank or
inferior family than her own, but one can only infer this, she does not tell it.
[68] There is an old fable about parsley: A country person ate parsley and thought it very fine, so he
went up to the Capital to present it to the King, but the King was not so much pleased, for he could not
find it good. So "to gather parsley" means to endeavour to win others' favour by offering something
we care for but others do not.
[69] Goreizai, from 1046 to 1068.
[70] This is called the Byōdōin and is one of the famous buildings now existing in Japan (see
illustrations in Cram's Impressions of Japanese Architecture), built upon an exquisite design, and
original in character. It had been the villa of the Prime Minister, but was made into a temple in 1051,
when the riches of the interior decorations were more like the gorgeousness of Indian temples than the
chaster decorations of Japan.
[71] At Nara where the great Buddha, 160 feet high, was already standing.
[72] In those days it was the custom for the person who wished to be favoured by the Inari god to
crown his head with a twig of cedar. The Inari god was then the god of the rice-plant. He is now
confused with the fox-god whose little shrines, flanked by small stone foxes, are seen everywhere.
[73] A kind of leathern shield made of untanned deerskin worn hanging from the shoulder.
[74] The World: i.e. her husband.
[75] The following poems have been found impossible of literal translation on account of play of
words.
[76]
As I slept fondly thinking of him
He appeared to my sight—
Oh, I would I had not wakened
To find it only a dream!
[77] Her brother Sadayoshi was Governor of that Province.
[78] Kaminari sama.
[79] In 1057, as Governor of Shinano Province.
[80] She was thirty-five years old and her husband forty-one years old when they were married. We
may suppose that she was his second wife. This daughter must have been borne by the first wife. The
cause of starting from his daughter's house is some superstitious idea, and not the coldness of their
relation.
[81] The rank of the person determined the colour of his clothes. Red was worn by nobles of the fifth
degree.

[82] The Japanese believed that "human fire" or spirit can be seen leaving the body of one who is soon
to die.
[83] Her husband died.
[84] At death the Lord Buddha coming on a cloud appears to the faithful one and accompanies the
soul to Heaven.
[85] The point of this is in the name of the place, Obásuté, which may be translated, "Aunt Casting
Away," or "Cast-Away-Aunt." It is a place famous for the beauty of its scenery in moonlight.

II

THE DIARY OF MURASAKI SHIKIBU[1]
A.D. 1007-1010

As the autumn season approaches the Tsuchimikado[2] becomes
inexpressibly smile-giving. The tree-tops near the pond, the bushes near the
stream, are dyed in varying tints whose colours grow deeper in the mellow
light of evening. The murmuring sound of waters mingles all the night
through with the never-ceasing recitation[3] of sutras which appeal more to
one's heart as the breezes grow cooler.
The ladies waiting upon her honoured presence are talking idly. The Queen
hears them; she must find them annoying, but she conceals it calmly. Her
beauty needs no words of mine to praise it, but I cannot help feeling that to
be near so beautiful a queen will be the only relief from my sorrow. So in
spite of my better desires [for a religious life] I am here. Nothing else dispels
my grief[4]—it is wonderful!
It is still the dead of night, the moon is dim and darkness lies under the trees.
We hear an officer call,
"The outer doors of the Queen's apartment must be opened. The maids-ofhonour are not yet come—let the Queen's secretaries come forward!" While
this order is being given the three-o'clock bell resounds, startling the air.
Immediately the prayers at the five altars[5] begin. The voices of the priests

in loud recitation, vying with each other far and near, are solemn indeed. The
Abbot of the Kanon-in Temple, accompanied by twenty priests, comes from
the eastern[6] side building to pray. Even their footsteps along the gallery
which sound to'-do-ro to'-do-ro are sacred. The head priest of the Hoju
Temple goes to the mansion near the race-track, the prior of the Henji
Temple goes to the library. I follow with my eyes when the holy figures in
pure white robes cross the stately Chinese bridge and walk along the broad
path. Even Azaliah Saisa bends the body in reverence before the deity
Daiitoku. The maids-of-honour arrive at dawn.

OLD PRINT OF A NOBLEMAN'S DWELLING IN THE AZUMAYA STYLE
The Tsuchimikado, or Prime Minister's mansion, must have been like this.

I can see the garden from my room beside the entrance to the gallery. The air
is misty, the dew is still on the leaves. The Lord Prime Minister is walking

there; he orders his men to cleanse the brook. He breaks off a stalk of
omenaishi [flower maiden] which is in full bloom by the south end of the
bridge. He peeps in over my screen! His noble appearance embarrasses us,
and I am ashamed of my morning [not yet painted and powdered] face. He
says, "Your poem on this! If you delay so much the fun is gone!" and I seize
the chance to run away to the writing-box, hiding my face—
Flower-maiden in bloom—
Even more beautiful for the bright dew,
Which is partial, and never favors me.
"So prompt!" said he, smiling, and ordered a writing-box to be brought [for
himself].
His answer:
The silver dew is never partial.
From her heart
The flower-maiden's beauty.
One wet and calm evening I was talking with Lady Saisho. The young
Lord[7] of the Third Rank sat with the misu[8] partly rolled up. He seemed
maturer than his age and was very graceful. Even in light conversation such
expressions as "Fair soul is rarer than fair face" come gently to his lips,
covering us with confusion. It is a mistake to treat him like a young boy. He
keeps his dignity among ladies, and I saw in him a much-sought-after
romantic hero when once he walked off reciting to himself:
Linger in the field where flower-maidens are blooming
And your name will be tarnished with tales of gallantry.
Some such trifle as that sometimes lingers in my mind when really
interesting things are soon forgotten—why?
Nowadays people are carrying pretty folding fans.
Since the twentieth of the Eighth month, the more favoured court nobles and
officers have been on night duty, passing the nights in the corridor, or on the
mats of the veranda idly amusing themselves. Young men who are unskilled
in koto or fué [harp or flute] amuse themselves with tonearasoi[9] and imayo,
[10] and at such a time this is entertaining. Narinobu, the Queen's Grand
Chamberlain, Tsunefusa, the Lieutenant-General of the Left Bodyguard and

State Councillor, and Narimasa, the Major-General of the Bodyguard and
Governor of Mino, passed the night in diversions. The Lord Prime Minister
must have been apprehensive, for he has forbidden all public entertainment.
Those who have long retired from the court have come in crowds to ask after
the Queen's welfare, so we have had no peace.
Twenty-sixth day. We finished the preparation of perfume[11] and distributed
it to all. A number of us who had been making it into balls assembled
together. On my way from Her Majesty's chamber I peeped into Ben Saisho's
room. She was sleeping. She wore garments of hagi[12] and shion[12] over
which she had put a strongly perfumed lustrous robe. Her face was hidden
behind the cloth;[13] her head rested on a writing-case of gold lacquer. Her
forehead was beautiful and fascinating. She seemed like a princess in a
picture. I took off the cloth which hid her mouth and said, "You are just like
the heroine of a romance!" She blushed, half rising; she was beauty itself.
She is always beautiful, but on this occasion her charm was wonderfully
heightened.
Dear Lady Hyoé brought me some floss[14] silk for chrysanthemums. "The
wife of the Prime Minister favours you with this present to drive away age,
[14] carefully use it and then throw it away."
May that lady live one thousand years who guards the flowers!
My sleeves are wet with thankful tears
As though I had been walking
In a garden of dewy chrysanthemums.
I wanted to send it, but as I heard that she had gone away I kept it.
The evening I went to the Queen's chamber. As the moon was beautiful,
skirts overflowed from beneath the misu.[15] By and by there came Lady
Koshosho and Lady Dainagon. Her Majesty took out some of the perfume
made the other day and put it into an incense burner to try it. The garden was
admirable—"When the ivy leaves become red!" they were saying—but our
Lady seemed less tranquil than usual. The priests came for prayers, and I
went into the inside room but was called away and finally went to my own
chamber. I wanted only to rest a few minutes, but fell asleep. By midnight
everybody was in great excitement.
Tenth day of the Long-moon month.

When day began to dawn the decorations[16] of the Queen's chamber were
changed and she removed to a white bed. The Prime Minister, his sons, and
other noblemen made haste to change the curtains of the screens, the bed
cover, and other things.[16] All day long she lay ill at ease. Men cried at the
top of their voices to scare away evil spirits. There assembled not only the
priests who had been summoned here for these months, but also itinerant
monks who were brought from every mountain and temple. Their prayers
would reach to the Buddhas of the three worlds. All the soothsayers in the
world were summoned. Eight million gods seemed to be listening with ears
erect for their Shinto prayers. Messengers ran off to order sutra-reciting at
various temples; thus the night was passed. On the east side of the screen
[placed around the Queen's bed] there assembled the ladies of the Court. On
the west side there were lying the Queen's substitutes possessed with [or
who were enticing] the evil spirits.[17] Each was lying surrounded by a pair
of folding screens. The joints of the screens were curtained and priests were
appointed to cry sutras there. On the south side there sat in many rows
abbots and other dignitaries of the priesthood, who prayed and swore till
their voices grew hoarse, as if they were bringing down the living form of
Fudo.[18] The space between the north room and the dais [on which was the
Queen's bed] was very narrow, yet when I thought of it afterwards I counted
more than forty persons who were standing there. They could not move at
all, and grew so dizzy that they could remember nothing. The people [i.e. the
ladies-in-waiting and maids-of-honour] now coming from home could not
enter the main apartment at all. There was no place for their flowing robes
and long sleeves. Certain older women wept secretly.
Eleventh day. At dawn the north sliding doors were taken away to throw the
two rooms together. The Queen was moved towards the veranda. As there
was no time to hang misu, she was surrounded by kichō. The Reverend
Gyocho and the other priests performed incantations. The Reverend Ingen
recited the prayer written by the Lord Prime Minister on the previous day
adding some grave vows of his own. His words were infinitely august and
hopeful. The Prime Minister joining in the prayer, we felt more assured of a
fortunate delivery. Yet there was still lingering anxiety which made us very
sad, and many eyes were filled with tears. We said, "Tears are not suitable to
this occasion," but we could not help crying. They said that Her Majesty
suffered more because the rooms were too crowded, so the people were
ordered to the south and east rooms. After this there remained in the Royal

Apartment only the more important personages. The Prime Minister, Lady
Sanuki, and Lady Saisho were within the [Royal] screen. The honoured
priest of Ninna Temple and the court priest of Mii Temple were summoned
within. The Prime Minister gave various commands, and his voice
overpowered those of the priests. There were also Ladies Dainagon,
Koshosho, Miya-no-Naishi, Nakatsukasa-no-Kimi, Tayu-no-Myobu,
Daishikibu-no-Omoto, Tono-no-Senji—these last were venerable ladies of
experience, but even they were bewildered with good reason. I am yet a
novice, and I felt with all my heart that the occasion was serious. Also, in the
place a little behind, outside the curtain, there were the nurses of the
Princesses Naishi-no-Kami and Nakatsukasa, of the Queen's sister
Shōnagon, and of her younger sister Koshikibu. These nurses forced their
way into the narrow passage behind the two screens and there walked back
and forth, so that none could pass that way. There were many other persons
bustling about, but I could not distinguish them. The Prime Minister's son,
Lieutenant-General Saisho, Major-General Masamichi of the Fourth Rank,
not to speak of Lieutenant-General Tsunefusa, of the Left Bodyguard, and
Miya-no-Tayu, who had not known Her Majesty familiarly, all looked over
her screen for some time. They showed eyes swollen up with weeping [over
her sufferings], forgetting the shame of it. On their heads rice[19] was
scattered white as snow. Their rumpled clothes must have been unseemly,
but we could only think of those things afterward. A part of the Queen's head
was shaved.[20] I was greatly astonished and very sorry to see it, but she was
delivered peacefully. The after-birth was delayed, and all priests crowded to
the south balcony, under the eaves of the magnificent main building, while
those on the bridge recited sutras more passionately, often kneeling.
Among the ladies-in-waiting on the east side were seen some of the
courtiers.[21] Lady Kochujo's eye met that of the Lieutenant-General. People
afterwards laughed over her astonished expression. She is a very fascinating
and elegant person, and is always very careful to adorn her face. This
morning she had done so, but her eyes were red, and her rouge was spoiled
by tears. She was disfigured, and hardly seemed the same person. The
imperfectly made-up face of Lady Saisho was a rare sight, but what about
my own? It is lucky for me that people cannot notice such things at such a
time.

As the after-birth came, it was fearful to hear the jealously swearing voices
of the evil spirits. Shinzo-Azari took charge of Lady Ben-no-Kurodo; Sōyo
took charge of Hyoé-no-Kurodo; a priest Hojuji took charge of Ukon-noKurodo;[22] Chiso Azari took charge of Lady Miya-no-Naishi. This last
priest was overpowered with the evil spirit, and as he was in a too pitiable
state Ninkaku Azari went to help him. It was not because his prayer had little
virtue, but the [evil] spirit was too strong. Priest Eiko was in charge of Lady
Saisho's supplicator of the spirit [i.e. Queen's substitute]. This priest swore
all night till his voice became hoarse. Most ladies who were summoned in
order that the spirits might enter into them remained safe, and they were
much troubled [thinking that it would be to the Queen's advantage were they
attacked]. At noon we felt that the sun came out at last. The Queen was at
ease!
She is now at peace. Incomparable joy! Moreover, it is a prince, so the joy
cannot be oblique. The court ladies who had passed the previous day in
anxiety, not knowing what to do, as if they were lost in the mist of the early
morning, went one by one to rest in their own rooms, so that before the
Queen there remained only some elderly persons proper for such occasions.
The Lord Prime Minister and his Lady went away to give offerings to the
priest who had read sutras and performed religious austerities during the past
months, and to those doctors who were recently summoned. The doctors and
soothsayers, who had invented special forms of efficacy, were given
pensions. Within the house they were perhaps preparing for the ceremony of
bathing the child.
Large packages [of ceremonial clothes] [23] were carried to the apartments of
the ladies-in-waiting. Karaginu[24] and embroidered[24] trains were worn.
Some wore dazzlingly brilliant trains embroidered and ornamented with
mother-of-pearl. Some lamented that the fans which had been ordered had
not come. They all painted and powdered. When I looked from the bridge I
saw Her Majesty's first officials, and the highest officers of His Highness the
Crown Prince [the newborn child] and other court nobles. The Prime
Minister went out to have the brook, which had been choked with mud,
cleaned[25] out.
All the people seem happy. Even those who have some cause for melancholy
are overtaken by the general joy. The First Official of our Queen has

naturally seemed happier than anybody, though he does not show special
smiles of self-satisfaction and pride.
The Lieutenant-General of the Light Bodyguard has been joking with the
King's Adviser of the Middle Rank, sitting on a mat on the balcony of the
side building. The sword of His Highness the young Prince has been brought
from the Imperial Court. The Lieutenant-General, and First Secretary Yorisada, on his way home from the shrine at Isé[26] where he had gone as
Imperial Messenger to offer nusa,[27] stopped at the gate [as he could not
enter the house] [28] to inquire for Her Majesty. He was given some present, I
did not see it.
The navel cord was cut by the Prime Minister's Lady. Lady Tachibana of the
Third Rank gave the breast for the first time [ceremonial]. For the wet-nurse
Daisaémon-no-Omoto was chosen, for she has been in the Court a long time
and is very familiar with it; the daughter of Munetoki, courtier and Governor
of Bitchu, and the nurse of Kurodo-no-Ben were also chosen as nurses.
The ceremony of bathing was performed at six o'clock in the evening. The
bath was lighted [by torches]. The Queen's maid in white over green
prepared the hot water. The stand for the bathtub was covered with white
cloth.
Chikamitsu, Governor of Owari [Province], and Nakanobu, the Head Officer
attached to the Queen, presented themselves before the misu.
There were two stands for kettles.
Lady Kyoiko and Lady Harima poured the cold water. Two ladies, Omoku
and Uma, selected sixteen jars from among those into which the hot water
was poured [choosing the purest]. These ladies wore gauze outer garments,
fine silk trains, karaginu, and saishi.[29] Their hair was tied by white cords
which gave the head a very fair look. In the bath Lady Saisho became the
partner of bathing [i.e. entered the bath with the royal infant]. Lady
Dainagon in her bathing-dress—she was especially beautiful in this rare
costume. The Lord Prime Minister took the August Prince in his arms; Lady
Koshosho held the sword, and Lady Miya-no-Naishi held up a tiger's head
before the Prince.[30] Lady Miya-no-Naishi wore karaginu with a pattern of
pine cones. Her train was woven in a marine design of sea-weeds, waves,
etc.; on the belt a vine-pattern was embroidered. Lady Koshosho wore an

embroidered belt with a pattern of autumn leaves, butterflies, and birds,
which was bright with silver thread. Brocade was forbidden except for
persons of high rank and they used it only for the belt. Two sons of the
Prime Minister and Major-General Minamoto Masamichi were scattering
rice in great excitement.[31] "I will make the most noise," each shouted to the
other. The priest of Henchi Temple presented himself to protect the August
Child. The rice hit him on his eyes and ears so he held out his fan and the
young people laughed at him. The Doctor of Literature, Kurodo Ben-noHironari, stood at the foot of the high corridor and read the first book of
Sikki [historical records]. Twenty bow-string men twanged the bow-string to
scare away evil spirits, they were ten men of the fifth, and ten men of the
sixth degree [of rank] arranged in two rows. The same ceremonies of bathing
were repeated in the evening. Only the Doctor of Literature was changed.
Doctor Munetoki, Governor of Isé, read the Kokyo [book on filial piety],
and Takachika read a chapter of Buntei [in the Historical Records of Chinese
Kings].
For seven nights every ceremony was performed cloudlessly. Before the
Queen in white the styles and colours of other people's dresses appeared in
sharp contrast.[32] I felt much dazzled and abashed, and did not present
myself in the daytime, so I passed my days in tranquillity and watched
persons going up from the eastern side building across the bridge. Those
who were permitted to wear the honourable colours[33] put on brocaded
karaginu,[34] and also brocaded uchigi. This was the conventionally beautiful
dress, not showing individual taste. The elderly ladies who could not wear
the honourable colours avoided anything dazzling, but took only exquisite
uchigi[35] trimmed with three or five folds,[36] and for karaginu brocade
either of one colour or of a simple design. For their inner kimonos they used
figured stuffs or gauzes. Their fans, though not at first glance brilliant or
attractive, had some written phrases or sentiments in good taste, but almost
exactly alike, as if they had compared notes beforehand. In point of fact the
resemblance came from their similarity of age, and they were individual
efforts. Even in those fans were revealed their minds which are in jealous
rivalry. The younger ladies wore much-embroidered clothes; even their
sleeve openings were embroidered. The pleats of their trains were
ornamented with thick silver thread and they put gold foil on the brocaded
figures of the silk. Their fans were like a snow-covered mountain in bright

moonlight; they sparkled and could not be looked at steadily. They were like
hanging mirrors [in those days made of polished metal].
On the third night Her Majesty's major-domo gave an entertainment. He
served the Queen himself. The dining-table of aloe wood, the silver dishes,
and other things I saw hurriedly. Minamoto Chunagon and Saisho presented
the Queen with some baby clothes and diapers, a stand for a clothes chest,
and cloth for wrapping up clothes and furniture. They were white in colour,
and all of the same shape, yet they were carefully chosen, showing the artist
mind. The Governor of Omi Province was busy with the general
management of the banquet. On the western balcony of the East building
there sat court nobles in two rows, the north being the more honourable
place. On the southern balcony were court officials, the west being the most
honourable seat. Outside the doors of the principal building [where the
Queen was] white figured-silk screens were put.
On the fifth night the Lord Prime Minister celebrated the birth. The full
moon on the fifteenth day was clear and beautiful. Torches were lighted
under the trees and tables were put there with rice-balls on them. Even the
uncouth humble servants who were walking about chattering seemed to
enhance the joyful scene. All minor officials were there burning torches,
making it as bright as day. Even the attendants of the nobles, who gathered
behind the rocks and under the trees, talked of nothing but the new light
which had come into the world, and were smiling and seemed happy as if
their own private wishes had been fulfilled. Happier still seemed those in the
Audience Chamber, from the highest nobles even to men of the fifth rank,
who, scarcely to be counted among the nobility, met the joyful time going
about idly, and bending their bodies busily [i.e. obsequiously].
To serve at the Queen's dinner eight ladies tied their hair with white cords,
and in that dress brought in Her Majesty's dining-table. The chief lady-inwaiting for that night was Miya-no-Naishi. She was brilliantly dressed with
great formality, and her hair was made more charming by the white cords
which enhanced her beauty. I got a side glance of her when her face was not
screened by her fan. She wore a look of extreme purity.
The following are the maids-of-honour who tied their hair; Minamoto
Shikibu, daughter of the Governor of Kaga Province; Kozaémon, daughter
of the late Michitoki, Governor of Bitchu; Kohyoé, daughter of Akimasa,
Governor of the Left Capital; Osuké, daughter of Sukechika, the head priest

of the Isé shrine; O Uma, daughter of Yorinobu, an officer of the Right
Bodyguard; Ko Uma, daughter of Michinobu, an officer of the Left
Bodyguard; Kohyoé, daughter of Naritaka, Recorder of the Capital; Komoku
[or Dakumi], daughter of Nobuyoshi. These were all young and pretty. It
was a sight worth seeing. This time, as they chose only the best-looking
young ladies, the rest who used to tie their hair on ordinary occasions to
serve the Queen's dinner wept bitterly; it was shocking to see them.
More than thirty ladies were sitting in the two rooms east of the Queen's
canopy, a magnificent sight. The august dinner trays were carried by unemé.
[37] Near the entrance of the great chamber folding screens surrounded a pair
of tables on which these dining-trays had been placed. As the night advanced
the moon shone brightly. There were unemé, mohitori,[38] migusiagé,[39]
tonomori,[40] kanmori-no-nyokwan,[41]—some with whose faces I was not
familiar. There were also doorkeepers, carelessly dressed and with hairpins
falling out, crowded together towards the eastern corridor of the principal
building as if it were a public holiday. There were so many people there was
no getting through them. After dinner the maids-of-honour came outside the
misu and could be plainly seen by the light of the torches. The train and
karaginu of Lady Oshikibu was embroidered to represent the dwarf pinewood at Mount Oshio. As she is the wife of Michinoku, Governor of the
eastern extremity of the island, she serves now in the Prime Minister's
household. Dayu-no-Miyobu neglected the ornamentation of her karaginu,
but she adorned her train with silver dust representing sea-waves. It was
pleasing to the eye, though not dazzling. Ben-no-Naishi showed on her train
a beach with cranes on it painted in silver. It was something new. She had
also embroidered pine branches; she is clever, for all these things are
emblematic of a long life. The device of Lady Shosho was inferior to these
—many laughed at her silver foil. She was sister to Sukemitsu, the Governor
of Shinano, and has lived at the court a long time. People wanted to see this
entertainment. A priest was there who used to attend the court to beguile the
night with religious and other stories. I said to him, "You cannot see such a
lovely thing every day." "Indeed! indeed!" said he, neglecting his Buddha
and clapping his hands for joy. The court nobles rose from their seats and
went to the steps [descending from the balcony]. His Lordship the Prime
Minister and others cast da.[42] It was shocking to see them quarrelling about
paper. Some [others] composed poems. A lady said, "What response shall

we make if some one offers to drink saké with us?" We tried to think of
something.[43]
Shijo-no-Dainagon is a man of varied accomplishments. No ladies can rival
him in repartee, much less compete with him in poetry, so they were all
afraid of him, but [this evening] he did not give a cup to any particular lady
to make her compose poems. Perhaps that was because he had many things
to do and it was getting late. At this ceremony the ladies of high rank are
given robes, together with babies' dresses presented by the Queen. The ladies
of the fourth rank were each given a lined kimono, and those of the sixth
rank were given hakama.[44] So much I saw.
The next night the moon was very beautiful. As it is the delightful season,
young people went boating. They were all dressed uniformly in white and
their hair showed better than when they wear coloured clothes. Kotaibu,
Minamoto Shikibu, Miyaki-no-Jiju, Gosetchi-no-Ben, Ukon, Kohyoé,
Koeimon, Uma, Yasurahi, Isebito—these were on the veranda when the
Lieutenant-General of the Left Bodyguard, and the Lieutenant-General, the
Prime Minister's son, came to take them out in the boat punted by
Lieutenant-General Kanetaka of the Right Bodyguard. The rest of the ladies
were neglected and followed them with their eyes. They seemed to be
jealous in spite of themselves. Into the very white garden[45] the moon shone
down and added to the beauty of the maids-of-honour in their white dresses.
There were many palanquins waiting at the shelter [for conveyances] near
the north entrance. They were those of the ladies-in-waiting of His Majesty's
court, Tosaumi, Koshosho, Uma, Ukon, Chikuzen, Omi—so far I have
heard, but as I don't know them well there may be some mistakes. The
people in the boat came in in confusion [hearing that visitors from the King's
Court had arrived]. The Lord Prime Minister came out to welcome them and
put them in good humour. He seemed to be perfectly happy. Gifts were made
to them according to their rank.

COURT DRESS OF MILITARY OFFICIAL
(For explanation see List of Illustrations)

On the seventh day His Majesty celebrated the birth. His secretary and
Major-General, Michimasa, came as King's Messenger with a long list [of
the presents] put into a wicker box. A letter was immediately sent from the
Queen to the King. The students from the Kangakuin[46] came keeping step.
The list of visitors' names was presented to Her Majesty. Some may perhaps
receive gifts.
The ceremony of the evening was noisier than ever. I peeped under the
Queen's canopy. She who is esteemed by the people as the mother of the
nation did not seem to be in good spirits. She appeared a little weary. She

had grown thinner, and her appearance in bed was slenderer, younger, and
gracefuller. A little lantern was hung under the canopy which chased the
darkness away even from the corners. Her fair complexion was pale and
transparently pure. I thought her abundant hair would be better tied up.
There is great impropriety in writing about her at all, so I will stop here.
The general ceremonies were the same as the other day. The gifts to the
courtiers were bestowed from within the misu. The women's dresses and the
Queen's dress [perhaps from the Queen's wardrobe] were added to them. The
chief of the King's secretaries and court nobles received them, approaching
the misu.
His Majesty's gifts were uchigi, and kimonos, and rolls of silk in the usual
court fashion.[47] The gifts to Tachibana-no-Sanmi [who offered the breast to
the young Prince for the first time] were a set of women's clothes and rolls of
brocade, a silver clothes chest, and wrappings for clothes [which perhaps
were white]. I have heard that something wrapped up was added also, though
I could not see it in detail.
On the eighth day all changed their dress [which had been white, the colour
of purification]. On the ninth evening the Vice-Governor[48] of the August
Crown Prince's retinue celebrated the birth. The present was put on a white
cabinet. The ceremony was quite in the new style. On the silver clothes chest
a raised ornament was carved, and the island of Horai[49] was also
represented as usual, but in finer and newer fashion. I am sorry I cannot
describe it all exactly. This evening the winter screens were used, and the
ladies wore richly coloured dresses. They seemed all the more charming as it
was the first time after the birth [to see them]. The rich and brilliant colours
shone through the karaginu. The women's figures also showed more
distinctly and that enhanced their beauty. This was the night that Lady
Komano-no-Omoto was put to shame.
It was after the tenth day of the Gods-absent month, but the Queen could not
leave her bed. So night and day ladies attended her in her apartment towards
the West. The Lord Prime Minister visited her both during the night and at
dawn. He examined the breasts of the wet-nurses. Those nurses who were in
a sound sleep were much startled and got up while still asleep; it was quite a
pity to see them. He very naturally devoted himself with the utmost care,
while there was anxiety about the August Child. Sometimes the Honourable

Infant did a very unreasonable thing and wet the Lord Prime Minister's
clothes. He, loosening his sash, dried his dress behind the screen. He said:
"Ah! it is a very happy thing to be wet by the Prince. When I am drying my
clothes is my most comfortable moment!" So he said rejoicing. He
especially favoured Prince Murakami, and as he thinks I am related to that
Prince he talked to me very familiarly. I know many things which may be
expected to happen![50]
The day of the King's visit was approaching, and the Lord's mansion was
improved and adorned. Beautiful chrysanthemums were sought for
everywhere, to plant in the garden. Some were already fading, others in
yellow were especially lovely. When they were planted and I saw them
through the shifting morning mists, they seemed indeed to drive away old
age.
I wish I could be more adaptable and live more gaily in the present world—
had I not an extraordinary sorrow—but whenever I hear delightful or
interesting things my yearning for a religious life grows stronger. I become
melancholy and lament. I try to forget, for sorrow is vain. Am I too sinful?
So I was musing one morning when I saw waterfowl playing heedlessly in
the pond.[51]
Waterfowl floating on the water—
They seem so gay,
But in truth
It is not gay to live anxiously seeking means of existence.
I sympathized with them who outwardly have no other thought but
amusement, yet in reality are seeking a livelihood in great anxiety.
Lady Koshosho sent me a letter, and when I was writing the answer a brisk
shower came pattering down. The sky looked threatening and the messenger
was in a hurry, so I think I wrote but a broken-legged poem. After dark the
messenger returned with a strongly perfumed and deeply coloured paper[52]
on which was written:
The dark sky dulls my dreamy mind,
The down-dripping rain lingers—
O my tears down falling, longing after thee!
I have forgotten what I wrote to her except the poem:

There are pauses between the showers of the outer world,
But there is no time when my sleeves, wet with tears, are dry.
That day the Queen saw the new boats which were presented for her
inspection. The dragon's head and the phoenix at the prow made me think of
animated living figures.
The visit[53] of His Majesty was to be made at eight or nine o'clock in the
morning. From early dawn ladies adorned themselves with great care. As the
seats of the courtiers were placed in the west side building the Queen's
apartment was not so much disturbed. I have heard that the ladies serving at
the Imperial shrine dressed very elaborately in the rooms of the first maidof-honour.
In the early morning Lady Koshosho came back from her father's. We
dressed our hair together. In spite of the fixed hour His Majesty's coming
will be delayed, we thought, and our relaxed minds were still indolent. Some
ladies had ordered unornamented silk fans and were on tiptoe with
expectancy when the drums were heard [announcing Royalty] and they were
in an awkward predicament.[54] We welcomed the Royal equipage. The
boatmen's music was very good. When the Royal palanquin drew near, the
bearers, though they were rather honourable persons, bent their heads in
absolute humility as they ascended the steps. Even in the highest society
there are grades of courtesy, but these men were too humble. The Royal dais
was prepared at the west side of the Queen's.[55] His honourable chair was
placed in the eastern part of the south veranda. A little apart from it on the
east side were hung misu, and two of the court ladies in attendance on the
King came out from behind that misu. The beautiful shape of their hair, tied
with bands, was like that of the beauties in Chinese pictures. Lady Saémon
held the King's sword. She wore a blue-green patternless karaginu and
shaded train with floating bands and belt of "floating thread" brocade dyed
in dull red. Her outer robe was trimmed with five folds and was
chrysanthemum-coloured. The glossy[56] silk was of crimson; her figure and
movement, when we caught a glimpse of it, was flower-like and dignified.
Lady Ben-no-Naishi held the box of the King's seals. Her uchigi was grapecoloured, her brocaded train and karaginu were the same as the former lady.
She is a very small and smile-giving person and seemed a little shy and I
was sorry for her. Her face and clothes were in better taste than those of the

other ladies. Her hairbands were blue-green. Her appearance suggested one
of the ancient dream-maidens descended from heaven.
The officers of the King's Bodyguard managed things connected with the
state carriage [perhaps drawn by a bullock] in fine style. They were
elegantly dressed. The First Lieutenant-General took His Majesty's sword
and gave it to Lady Saémon.
Looking over those who were inside the misu I saw that persons who were
permitted to wear honourable colours were in karaginu of blue or red,
painted trains, and uchigi which were as a rule brocade of old red and old
rose. Only the Right Bodyguard wore clothes of shrimp pink. The beaten[57]
stuffs were like the mingling of dark and light maple leaves in autumn. The
under garments were in deep and pale jasmine yellow or in green and white.
Some wore scarlet and green, and others dresses trimmed with three folds.
Among those who were not permitted to wear figured silk the elderly
persons wore blue, or dull red and old rose five-fold-bordered uchigi. The
colour of the sea painted on their trains was tasteful and quiet. On their belts
was a repeated design.
The younger ladies wore five-fold-trimmed karaginu of chrysanthemum
colours according to their taste. The first garment was white and those who
wore a blue dress covered it with a red one. Those who wore old rose on the
outside took more richly coloured garments underneath.[58] Among those
whose dress was in combination with white, only those who made skilful
combinations seemed well dressed. I saw some fans exquisitely strange and
original. We can compare their tastes more easily in their everyday dress, but
on such an occasion as this, when they give their whole minds to the
costumes, vying with each other, they all seem like so many works of art.
They look rather alike, and it is difficult to distinguish ages, or to know
whether hair is thick or thin. Their faces and heads were hidden by fans, yet
some ladies seemed more dignified and others inferior. Ladies who seem
distinguished at such a time must be beautiful indeed. Five ladies who had
formerly served both the King and our Queen were assembled here. They
were, two ladies-in-waiting, two maids-of-honour, and one cook.[59]
To serve the dinner Ladies-in-Waiting Chikuzen and Sakyo, their hair tied
with bands, came out near the square pillar where the court ladies sat. They
were like beautiful angels [Japanese word, tennin]. Sakyo wore karaginu of

white, and blue under white. Lady Chikuzen wore five-fold-trimmed
karaginu of chrysanthemum colours. The ornament of their trains was dyed
by rubbing.[60] Lady Tachibana of the Third Rank prepared the dinner. She is
an old lady and wore blue[61] karaginu, and yellow chrysanthemum uchigi
woven in a "floating thread" pattern. A sudaré was rolled up, but a post
obscured the view. The Lord Prime Minister, taking the August young Prince
in his arms went before the King. His Majesty took the child himself. The
Honourable Infant cried a little in a very young voice. Lady Ben-no-Saisho
stood holding the Prince's sword. The Prince was taken to the Lord Prime
Minister's wife, who sat on the west side of the inner door. After His Majesty
had gone, Ben-no-Saisho came out and said to me: "I was exposed to
brightness [i.e. the radiance of the King's presence]. I felt discomposed." Her
blushing face was beautiful in every feature, and set off her dress
delightfully.
When night came we had beautiful dances. The court nobles presented
themselves before the King [to dance]. The names of the dances performed
were:
The Pleasures of Ten Thousand Ages.
The Pleasures of a Peaceful Reign.
The Happy Palace.
When they danced the "Long-Pleasing[62] Son," the closing one, they went
out singing and danced along the road beyond the garden hills.[63] As they
went farther away the sound of flute and drum mingled with the sound of
wind in the pine-wood towards which they were going. The garden brook,
cleansed very carefully, was refreshing to us and the [sound of the] water
rippling on the pond gave us a chilly feeling. Lady Sakyo offered the Queen
sympathy, not knowing that she had doubled her undergarments, so people
laughed secretly. Lady Chikuzen talked of the late King Enyu,[64] who had
visited her often. She talked about the events of those days, and I felt that
she was about to utter things unfit for this happy occasion, so I did not
answer her saying I was too tired. We were sitting with a curtain between us.
If there had been some one to ask, "Alas, what things?" she would have
spilled the unfit words.[64] The dancing before the King had begun and it
was very delightful, when the voice of the young Prince was heard crying
beautifully. The Minister of the Right said flatteringly that the August
Child's voice was in accord with the music. The Commander of the King's

Left Bodyguard recited with others "The Pleasures of Ten Thousand Years"
and "The Pleasures of Ten Thousand Autumns." Our honourable host, the
Lord Prime Minister, said, "Ah! I held the previous condescending visit as a
great honour, but this is the greatest." He wept in intoxication of joy. There's
really no need of my saying it, but he is so grateful to the King and so
conscious of his happiness it is lovely to see it.
The Prime Minister withdrew and His Majesty retired from the chamber. He
summoned the Minister of the Right to order him to record that the Queen's
officials and Prime Minister's stewards were to be advanced in rank. Tō-noBen presented to him all who were to be thus honoured. The nobles of the
Fujiwara clans[65] arrived together, but there were only those immediately
connected with the Prime Minister's family, the other three families were not
among them. Then came the chief officers of the Right Bodyguard, the high
officials of the Queen Dowager, the officials of our Queen to whom
additional duties were assigned, and other members of the court who had
been promoted and who came to thank the King. His Majesty went in beside
the Queen, but as the night was far advanced it was not long before the
Prime Minister called the Royal carriage and the King returned to his own
palace.
The next day Royal messengers came here before the morning mist had
cleared up. I arose late and did not see them. Last evening was the first time
that His Majesty the King had met the Queen during these months. After the
visit the duties of the August Prince's attendants and ladies were made
public. Some who had not heard about it before were disappointed and
jealous. The decorations of the Queen's apartment, which had been
neglected, were improved. Things became more attractive in the Queen's
presence. For years the Prime Minister had felt anxious [as the Queen had
had no child], but his hopes being realized he and his wife devoted
themselves to taking care of the Queen. The August Child seems to have
shed brightness around him.
In the evening the moonlight was very beautiful. The Second Official of the
August young Prince came, perhaps thinking that his thanks might be
offered by a court lady. The bridge opposite the door was wet with vapour
from the bath. No one answered, so he went to the room of Lady Miya-noNaishi which is next the bridge of the eastern building. Lady Saisho was in
the inner room. The man, holding back the unlocked door, asked again, "Is

some one within?" But she did not come out. Just then the Queen's First
Officer appeared and called, "Is some one there?" She felt it impossible not
to reply, so made a faint answer. The new official was in a gay humour and
said reproachfully, "You did not answer me, but you especially favour the
Head Officer! It is natural enough, but not kind; is there so much difference
between the nobles in this place? It is too much!" He sung "The August
Happiness of the Day." As the night advanced the moon became brighter; "It
would be better to take away the obstruction from before the door," said he
persuasively. I thought it awkward that a noble of the Court should stand
there below me like that, but I did not open the door. If I were younger, I
thought, my inexperience would be my excuse were I to talk with him or
open the door, but one cannot talk thoughtlessly when one is young no
longer, so I did not open the door but held it with my hand.
The first day of the Frost month was the fiftieth day after the birth. The
persons who were to present themselves came in full dress. The sight before
her presence was like a picture of a poet's assembly. Many kichō were
arranged along the east side of the Queen's dais from the inner room to the
veranda. The Royal dining-table was placed towards the south front of the
house. At the west side was prepared the Queen Dowager's dinner. It was
placed on a tray of aloe wood. I don't know what kind of a stand it was on
because I did not see it. She wore a grape-coloured kimono trimmed with
five folds and red uchigi. Those serving the dinner were Lady Saisho and
Lady Sanuki. The maids-of-honour dressed their hair with saishi and bands.
Lady Dainagon served the August Prince's dinner at the east side—a little
dining-table, plate, stand for chopsticks, with a central decoration
representing a bit of seashore—all as small as play-things for dolls. At the
east end where the sudaré was a little rolled up, there were in waiting such
ladies as Ben-no-Naishi, Lady Nakatsukasa, Lady Koshosho; as I was inside
I could not see in great detail. That night Lady Sefu, the nurse, was
permitted to wear a dress of honourable colour. She seemed still girlish, as
she took the August Prince in her arms and gave him to the Lord Prime
Minister who was within the dais. He came out quietly and they were plainly
seen in the flickering light of the torches. It was very lovely. The August
Prince was dressed in red brocade with shaded skirt—exquisitely pretty. The
Mochi[66] was given to him by the Lord Prime Minister. The seats of the
courtiers had been prepared at the west side of the east building; there were

two ministers present. They came out onto the bridge and were very drunk
and boisterous.
As the torches burnt low, the Major-General of the Fourth Rank was called
to light lanterns. Boxes and baskets of food,[67] the Prime Minister's gifts,
were borne in by the attendants and piled up on the balcony near the railing.
Some of the boxes were to be taken to the King's kitchen, and as the next
day was to be a day of abstinence for religious devotion they were carried
away at once.

ROYAL DAIS AND KICHŌ, SUDARÉ, ETC.

The Queen's First Officer came to the misu and asked if the court nobles
should be invited there. As the answer was "yes," every one came led by the
Prime Minister, and approached the east door. Ladies stood in two or three
rows; the misu was rolled up by those who were nearest it, Lady Dainagon,
Lady Koshosho, and others. The Minister of the Right came dancing wildly
and made a hole in the kichō behind which ladies were sitting. They
laughed, saying, "He has long passed the age for that." He did not notice, but
made a great many unbecoming jokes, taking away ladies' fans. The August
Prince's First Officer took a saké cup[68] and stepped out; he sung a song;
although it was unaccompanied by dancing it was very delightful. Farther
towards the east, leaning against a door-post, the General of the Right was

standing, studying the ladies' sleeves and the skirts of their garments
showing below the misu. He is different from other men. The ladies,
thinking that after all the intoxicated men were only trying to seem young
and irresistible, made light of their behavior and said, "It is nothing, nobody
else will behave so." Compared with such men the General is far superior.
He was afraid of the saké cup, and when it came to him passed it by, singing
the song which begins "One Thousand and Ten Thousand Ages." The First
Officer of the Light Bodyguard said, "I think Lady Murasaki must be
somewhere here!" I listened, thinking, "How can she be here in a place
where there is no such graceful person as Prince Genji?"[69] The Minister of
the Right said, "Sanmi-no-Suké [officer of the third rank], accept this cup!"
When the officer came out from below the Lord Keeper of the seal [an
inferior position] the drunken man wept. The King's Adviser, leaning in a
corner, was flirting with Lady Hyobu. The Prime Minister did not forbid
even unmentionable jokes. It was an awful night of carousal, so after the
ceremony I signalled to Lady Saisho and we hid ourselves, but there came
noisily the Prime Minister's sons and Lieutenant-General Saisho, so,
although we two had remained hidden behind the screen, even this was taken
away and we were captives. "Compose a poem each, and you shall be
excused," said the Lord Prime Minister. I was frightened and helpless, and
made haste to comply:
How can I number the years of the Prince!
One thousand, nay, eight thousand, may he live, and more.
"Well done!" said he, reciting it twice, and he answered immediately:
O would I might live the life of a crane—
Then might I reckon the years of the Prince
Up to one thousand!
He was much intoxicated, but the poem had feeling, for it came from his
innermost desire. The child cherished in this way will have a very bright
future. Even such as I can imagine the thousand prosperous years of His
August Highness! He felt satisfied with his own poem and said, "Has Your
Majesty heard the poem? I have made a poem!" and then—"I am worthy to
be your father and you are worthy to be my daughter—Mother is smiling,
she must think she is happy. She may be thinking she has got a good
husband!" said he in extreme intoxication. As is usual with drunken persons
all were listening. His wife seemed to be embarrassed by this conversation

and retired. "Mother will be angry if I do not follow her," said he, and went
through the dais hurriedly, muttering, "Excuse me, Your Majesty, but a child
is adored because of its father!" and everybody laughed.
The day for the Queen's return to the palace approaches and her ladies have
no tranquil hours because of continual ceremonies. Her Majesty had had
blank books made, so from early morning I was summoned to attend her to
arrange the paper and to write letters which were sent with the books and the
romances to be copied. I also spent days in compiling these into books.
"What fancy is this? Why do you do such things these chilly days?" the Lord
Prime Minister said, but he himself brought out fine papers, brushes and ink,
and even writing-boxes. These were given to the ladies by the Queen's own
hand. They were bashful, but excuses were in vain, and they went into
corners and composed and came back blushing, saying, "I have done this,"
only to be given more brushes and ink. I had brought my romances from
home and hidden them in my own room, but one day the Prime Minister
entered it secretly to hunt about and found them and gave them to the first
lady-in-waiting. As the books are not at all clearly written, I am ashamed to
think what their opinion must be.[70]
The infant Prince begins to babble and crow. His Majesty is naturally
impatient to have him. The waterfowl have begun to come more and more to
the pond before the house.
I longed for snow while we were staying there, but just then I had to go
home to my parents. Two days after retiring from the Court a great snow
came. The old familiar trees of my home reminded me of those melancholy
years when I used to gaze upon them musing when the colours of flowers,
the voices of birds, the skies of Spring and Autumn, moon shadows, frost
and snow, told me nothing but that time was revolving, and that I was
menaced with a dreary future. Before I went to Court I tried to avoid sadness
by writing to those who were in the same state of mind, even to those with
whom I was only slightly acquainted, and associating with them I consoled
my heart in various ways. Although an unimportant person I had passed my
life without feeling any sort of contempt of myself until I went to Court—
since then, alas! I have experienced all the bitterness of it. To-day I took out
romances, but they no longer interested me. I was ashamed to think what
those melancholy persons to whom I used to write had thought of me since I
went to Court, so I had no courage to write to them again. Those with whom

I am now intimate would have to publish my letters broadcast, so how can I
write to them my inmost heart?—thus my letters have inadvertently grown
few. I had a feeling that association with some of the younger ladies who
used to visit me before I went to Court could not continue. Some of them I
had to refuse when they came, and in my home all these trifles have made
me feel more deeply that I have gone into a world not intended for me. I
write only to those from whom I can never part, to whom my heart prompts
me to speak. O worthless heart, that feels love only for those with whom it
daily associates! I long for Lady Dainagon with whom I spent every night
before the Queen, when we told each other all our heart's secrets—is it also
my worldly heart that longs for a companion other than Buddha?
Like two wild ducks
Floating with unrestful slumber,
Yet even those nights I would recall—
Feathers wet and cold—
But colder tears!
Lady Dainagon returned this answer:
Midnight sleep was broken
But no friend to brush away the cold tears!
I envy the Oshidori[71] which has ever its mate by its side.
Her handwriting is very elegant. She is a very true-hearted person.
A lady wrote me, "The Queen has seen the snow, and she regrets deeply that
you are not here at Court." The Prime Minister's Lady wrote to me, "When I
tried to stop your going away you said you would go at once that you might
come back soon. Was not that true?—for many days have passed." She may
not have been in earnest, yet as I received such a letter I went back to the
Court.
It was on the seventeenth of the Frost month that the Queen went back to the
palace. The time had been fixed for eight o'clock in the evening, but the
night was far advanced. I could not see more than thirty ladies who tied up
their hair. To the east balcony of the Queen's apartments came more than ten
ladies-in-waiting from His Majesty's Court [to escort the Queen]. Her
Majesty's senji [woman who repeats the Queen's words to outsiders] went in
Her Majesty's coach with her. The Lord Prime Minister's wife and Lady Sen,
the nurse, holding the August Infant in her arms, went in a coach adorned

with silk fringes. Lady Dainagon and Lady Saisho were in a gold-studded
coach. In the next one went Lady Koshosho and Lady Miya-no-Naishi. The
Lieutenant-General of His Majesty's stud was in the next one. I was to go in
that one. His manner expressed dissatisfaction with so mean a companion
and I was much discomposed. Lady Jiyu, Ben-no-Naishi, Lady Saémon, the
Prime Minister's first attendant, and Lady Shikibu went in their proper order
in their palanquins. As it was bright moonlight I was greatly embarrassed,
and in the palace I followed the Lieutenant-General not knowing where I
trod. If some one had been looking at me from behind [Japanese expression
signifying "gossiping about or criticizing"], I must have been ashamed
indeed.

A NOBLEMAN'S CARRIAGE

I passed that night in the third little room on the corridor of the Kokiden.[72]
Lady Koshosho came and we talked of the sadness of our lives. We took off
our kimonos and put on doubly wadded ones, and making a fire in an
incense-burner we were complaining of the cold when the Chamberlain and
the State Councillor and Lieutenant-General Kinnobu came to inquire for us.
I wished I might have been entirely forgotten this evening. It annoyed more
than it pleased us; nevertheless, as they had come to make inquiries, I said:
"To-morrow I will return the compliment and go to inquire after you. Tonight I am shivering with cold." Saying these words we secretly stole away

from that room. Some were now preparing to go back to their homes; we
thought them to be some of the lower officials. I do not say this as
comparing them with myself. By the way, Lady Koshosho is very noble in
character and beautiful, but I notice she is thinking sadly of the World.[73]
One reason is her father's rather humble rank which makes good fortune
delay to come to her.
This morning Her Majesty saw in detail last evening's presents from the
Prime Minister. The hair ornaments in a case were more lovely than words
can express. There were a pair of salvers. On one of them were poem papers
and bound blank books. On the other were the poetical collections of the
Kokinshu, Gosenshu, and Juishu.[74] Each was bound in five volumes. The
copyists of these volumes were the King's Adviser and attendant of middle
rank and Enkwan.[75] The covers were of thin figured silk; the fastenings of
braided silk of the same material. They were fitted into a basket. There were
also ancient and modern poetical collections of various families, such as
those of Yoshinobu and Motosuké. The copies made by Enkwan[75] and
Chikazumi[75] were kept for the Queen's private use. They were made in the
new fashion.
On the twentieth day of the Frost month the dance of Gosetchi[76] was
performed. A costume was given to the young lady whom the King's
attendant and State Councillor offered for the dance. The Lieutenant-General
asked for a garland for his dancer, which was given. At the same time a box
of perfume ornamented with artificial leaves and plum blossoms was given
her. As the arrangements had been made a long time beforehand this year,
there was great rivalry among the dancers. Torches were lighted in close
rows along the outer doors of the eastern veranda so there was daybrightness, and it was really awkward to walk there. I felt for the girls, but it
was not they only who were embarrassed. Young nobles looked at the girls
face to face, almost bringing the lights down in front of them. They tried to
draw a curtain before themselves, but in vain, and the nobles' eyes were still
on them. My heart throbs even at the memory of it.
The helpers[77] of courtier Narito's daughter were dressed in brocaded
karaginu, which was distinctive and pleasing even at night. She was
overwhelmed by her dress and her movements were ungraceful, yet the
nobles paid her special attention. The King came to see the dance. The Lord
Prime Minister, too, crept in from the side entrance, so we felt constraint.

The helpers of Nakakyo's daughter were all of the same height. They were
graceful and charming, and people agreed that they were not inferior to any
ladies.
The State Councillor and Lieutenant-General had all his maids as helpers of
his daughter. One of them was ungraceful, being fat and countrified, so all
were laughing at her. The daughter of Tō [State Councillor] gave a fresh and
distinct impression because of her family.[78] She had ten helpers.
The ladies who were proud of their good looks seemed more beautiful in this
artificial light.
On the morning of the day of the Tiger[79] the courtiers assembled. Although
it is a common custom to have the dance, the younger ones were especially
curious to see the dancers. Was it because they had acquired rude country
manners during these months of absence from the Court? There the dress
dyed by rubbing the leaves of the indigo plant was not to be seen. When
night came the second official of the Crown Prince was summoned and
perfumes were bestowed upon him. Quantities of it were heaped up in a
large box.
That night the dance was performed in the Seiry-oden.[80] The King was
present to see it. The Prime Minister's wife sent a messenger to the Governor
of Owari.
As the August young Prince was to be present, rice was thrown to keep off
evil spirits, and people reviled them [the spirits] and called them names. It
gave us a queer feeling. I was weary and wanted to rest a little, so I remained
in our chamber thinking to present myself when it should be necessary. Lady
Kohyoé and Lady Kohyobu sat beside the brazier. We were saying that the
hall was crowded and nothing could be seen distinctly, when the Lord Prime
Minister came in. "Why do you stay here? Come with us!" so we went
reluctantly. I watched the dancers thinking how tired they must be, and what
a heavy task they had before them. The daughter of the Governor of Owari
became ill and retired. Human fate is like a dream, it seems! After the dance
His Majesty retired.
Young noblemen talk of nothing these days but the rooms of those dancers.
[81] Even the borders of the curtains hanging over the sudaré were varied
according to the taste of the dancer. Their hair-dressing and their style also

varied extremely, so the young men talked about that, and more improper
things too. Even in ordinary years [when there was no unusual festivity] the
dancing girls' hearts are always filled with anxiety, how much more so this
year. While I was thinking about it they came out in single file. My heart
swelled with sympathy. It may be they have no great patrons to depend on
who could protect them. As they are all chosen for their beauty all are
attractive, and it would be difficult to say which is superior to the other,
although the man of fashion may perhaps perceive differences. In this
brilliant light they may not even shade their faces with their fans. They are
placed in rivalry with each other in rank, in prudence, and in wit, and must
struggle each to excel the other, although at the same time they feel shyness
in the presence of the young men. Surrounded by the young nobles, they are
forced to hold their own among them worthily. I feel sorry for them.
Governor Tamba's daughter wore a darkish blue gown. The State Councillor
Tō's daughter wore red. The maids of the latter wore the blue karaginu of a
girl and were so beautiful that they made us women jealous. One girl did not
seem at all dignified. The daughter of the State Councillor and LieutenantGeneral was tall and had beautiful hair. Her attendants wore deep-coloured
clothes trimmed with five folds and their outer garments were varied
according to taste. The last girl wore a plain grape-coloured one, and that
simple dress was more beautiful, as it showed taste in colour combination.
The secretaries of the sixth rank went towards them to take away their fans.
They threw them down themselves. Though they were graceful they did not
seem like girls. If we were in their places it would seem like a dream to us. I
had never supposed I should mingle with these court ladies! Yet the human
heart is an invisible and dreadful being. If I became accustomed to [court
life] my bashfulness would be overcome and I could easily stand face to face
with men. As if in a vision my future appeared to me, and such a state of
things appeared to me undesirable. My mind was greatly troubled and I
could observe nothing.
The apartment temporarily given to the dancer who was the daughter of the
King's Adviser and State Councillor was just across the way [in the building
of another queen, see map of palace] on the corridor opposite to that of our
Queen. A part of the sudaré of that room was in sight above the outer shutter,
although we could hear voices but faintly. The State Councillor and
Lieutenant-General, who knew about it all, said, "There are ladies called

Sakyō and Uma who once served that Queen over there." "It was Sakyō who
sat in the eastern part of the hall last night as a helper of a certain young lady
who danced," said Genshosho, who knew her. Some of our Queen's ladies
chanced to overhear these remarks. "How extraordinary! Yet she must
remember old times," said they; "how is it possible that a former lady-inwaiting should return to the court as a maid? She may be thinking it will
never be known, but we will one day bring it to light!"
Our ladies may have been scheming for this when they chose among the
multitude of fans kept by the Queen those representing the Island of
Horai[82]—did she feel it, I wonder?
Ground-pine [Lycopodium] was made into a wreath and put into a box-cover
[probably of a writing-box, in those days large and elegantly lacquered]. A
comb and face-powder were put in also, for the young courtiers had said,
"that lady, who is rather advanced in years, wears a curved comb suitable for
a young lady." So the comb which was put into the box was curved too much
in the vulgar new fashion with perfume balls clumsily covered with paper. A
poem was added to it written by Lady Saifu:
Among the many ladies that night of the dance
The belle was the one who wore the lycopodium.
The Queen said: "If you are going to send at all, send something clever, here
are many fans for it." But some ladies replied: "That will attract too much
attention. It is too unusual. If you send this publicly you will not succeed in
puzzling her; perhaps we would better send it anonymously." Therefore a
lady who was an entire stranger to her was chosen. She went, and, speaking
loudly, said: "Here is a letter from Lady Chunagon. It is sent by her Queen to
Lady Sakyō." I thought it would be awkward if the messenger were caught
by them, but she ran away as soon as she had put down the things. She
reported that she heard some one saying, "Whence do you come?" There is
no doubt she really thought it a gift from our Queen.
Days passed without any interesting events. After that evening of dancing
the Court became absolutely dull. The preparatory music on the eve of the
Omi ceremony[83] was very fine. The young courtiers were still filled with
thoughts of the dancers. After the Queen's return to the palace, the little sons
of another wife of the Prime Minister were permitted to come in to play with
the ladies-in-waiting. They came to us without end, which was a great

bother. I did not show myself to them, taking advantage of my advanced age.
They were not thinking of the dancers, but were playing by the side of
Ladies Yasurahi and Kohyoé, joking and chattering like little birds.
At the occasional festival of the Kamo shrine the Vice-Lieutenant-General
[first son of the Prime Minister] was made the King's substitute. It was a day
of fasting also, so the Lord Prime Minister had passed the night at the palace.
The nobles and dancers passed the night of the festival in making a great
noise with much merriment in the corridors. Next morning an attendant of
the Chamberlain brought something to an attendant of the Lord Prime
Minister. It was the box-cover of the previous night.[84] There was in it a
silver case for romances, besides a mirror, a comb of aloe wood, and a silver
kogai. The comb seemed to be given to adorn the hair of the messenger at
the festival. Something was written on the box-cover in reed style in raised
characters. It was the answer to the poem of the lycopodium. Two characters
were omitted and it was difficult to read. She seemed to have misunderstood.
The Chamberlain thought it really was a gift to her from our Queen, so the
return was made thus openly. It was but a foolish joke and I felt sorry for her.
The Prime Minister's wife came to court to see the festival. His son,
adorning his head with artificial wisteria, appeared quite a man, noble and
dignified. The Lady Kura [his nurse], not taking any notice of the dancers,
wept for joy watching her young lord. As it was still the day of fasting, they
came back from the shrine at two in the morning, and the sacred dance was
performed listlessly, as the important persons were absent. Kanetoki [a
dancer] who had been very handsome last year, was much fallen off. Though
a stranger to him I felt regret, being reminded of the fleeting life of us all.
[Here an interval occurs.]
On the twentieth of the Finishing month I went again to Court. It was the
anniversary of the day on which I had first come. I remembered my former
career as a wanderer on dream paths, and I loathed myself for having
become so familiar with court life. The night was far advanced and as the
Queen was fasting, we did not present ourselves before her. I felt lonely and
was lying down. The maids-of-honour around me said: "The hours here are
very different from those at home. There all would be sleeping by this time,
but here our dreams are broken by the sound of shoes along the corridor."
Hearing them girlishly talking I murmured to myself:

My life and the year are closing together.
At the sound of the wind dreary is my heart.
On that moon-hidden night [last night of the year] the driving off of evil
spirits was soon finished. We dyed our teeth [black], and after finishing
decorating our faces we sat at ease. Ben-no-Naishi came, and after talking
she went to sleep. The Queen's seamstress sat in the doorway watching the
maid Ateki sewing. Just then we heard an unusual noise from the direction
of Her Majesty's apartment. I tried to wake up Ben-no-Naishi, but she was
heavy with sleep. Some one was heard crying wildly. I was frightened and
could not think what to do. Was it a fire? But no, it was not that. I pushed the
seamstress forward, saying, "Go there! over there! Oh, dear!!" Then, "Her
Majesty is in her own room, we must by all means get to her!" I shook Benno-Naishi roughly to awaken her and we three ran trembling—flying rather
than walking. We saw two naked persons. They were Lady Yugei and Lady
Kohyobé. It seemed that they had been robbed of their clothes, and I felt
more distressed than before. The kitchen servants had all gone out; even the
Queen's guards had retired after devil-driving. We clapped our hands, but no
one came. Some went to call the women attendants, while I, forgetting my
shyness, said, "Call Hyobu-no-Jo, the secretary." He was sought for, but had
left the palace. I felt irritated indeed, but at last an assistant to the Master of
Ceremonies came who poured oil into several lamps. We found many who
had fainted. At the news a messenger arrived from the King, but we were too
frightened to receive him properly. He took out dresses from the royal
wardrobe to give them. The new dresses for New Year's Day were not stolen,
so these ladies took their misfortune lightly—but unforgettably dreadful is a
nude form. I can never call it laughable. It was too dreadful to speak of, but
we could not help talking.
The New Year's Day [1008] was inauspicious. The rice-cake [mochi] [85]
ceremony was deferred. However, on the third day, the August Crown Prince
went up to the King and the rice-cake festival was given for him. His
attendant was Lady Dainagon. The dress of the ladies on the first day was
karaginu of purple and old rose colour, red kimono and shaded train; on the
second day, red and purple brocade, deep violet glossy silk, green karaginu,
train dyed by rubbing flowers. On the third day we wore white and rosecoloured brocaded garments, trimmed with many folds. The karaginu was of
dull red and old rose brocade. When we wear deep violet-coloured shining

silk the inner robe is of crimson; when we wear crimson outside the inner
dress is usually of deep violet. The pale and deep colour of spring leaf buds,
dull red, golden yellow, and light and dark crimsons—dresses of these
ordinary colours were worn trimmed with six folds in very beautiful
combinations.[86]
Lady Saisho held the August Prince's honourable sword. The Lord Prime
Minister took the August Prince in his arms and they presented themselves
before the King. Lady Saisho's dress was a garment trimmed with three and
five folds, and figured of the same colour trimmed with seven folds. The
uchigi was adorned with a pattern of oak-leaves beautifully embroidered.
She wore a karaginu and train trimmed with three folds. Her unlined inner
kimono was woven in a pattern. Her costume was in the Chinese style. Her
hair was ornamented more elaborately than usual. Her style of dress and
manner showed great knowledge of the world. She is rather tall and has a
well-rounded figure. Her face is very small and exquisitely tinted.
[The following eleven paragraphs are portraits of prominent ladies of the
court.]
is very small and refined, white, beautiful, and round,
though in demeanour very lofty. Her hair is three inches longer than her
height. She uses exquisitely carved hairpins. Her face is lovely, her manners
delicate and charming.
LADY DAINAGON

is also a little person, and haughty. Her hair is fine and glossy and
one foot longer than the ordinary. She puts us to shame, her carriage is so
noble. When she walks before us we feel so much in the shade that we are
uncomfortable. Her mind and speech make us feel that a really noble person
ought to be like her.
LADY SENJI

—If I go on describing ladies' manners I shall be called an old gossip, so I
must refrain from talking about those around me. I will be silent about the
questionable and imperfect.
LADY KOSHOSHO,

all noble and charming. She is like a weeping-willow tree at
budding-time. Her style is very elegant and we all envy her her manners. She
is so shy and retiring that she seems to hide her heart even from herself. She
is of childlike purity even to a painful degree—should there be a low-minded
person who would treat her ill or slander her, her spirit would be

overwhelmed and she would die. Such delicacy and helplessness make us
anxious about her.
LADY MIYA-NO-NAISHI,

also a beauty of good height. Her appearance as she
sits is very dignified. She is fashionable. Although no single feature is
especially beautiful she has altogether an air of youth and beauty. Her face is
[literal translation] high in the middle and she excels others in the fairness of
her skin. Her hair-ornaments, her forehead, oh, beautiful! produce an effect
of refinement and elegance. She is very frank and unaffected in manner, and
never the least bit awkward about anything. She is naturalness itself. Her
character may be an example for us. She never tries consciously to attract,
and she has no vanity.
is her younger sister. She is too plump, and her complexion is
a fragrant white. She has a bright small face and beautiful hair, although it is
not long. She presents herself before the Queen with false hair. Her plump
appearance, oh, smile-giving! Her eyes and forehead are lovely indeed; her
smile is full of sweetness.
LADY SHIKIBU

Among the younger ladies I think KODAYU and GENSHIKIBU are beautiful. The
former is a little person quite modern in type. Her pretty hair is abundant at
the roots, but gets too thin at the end, which is one foot longer than she is.
Her face is full of wit. People will think her very pretty, and indeed there is
no feature one would wish to improve. The latter is tall and rather superior.
Her features are fine; she is smile-giving and lovable. She is very refined and
seems to be a favourite daughter of some person of dignity.
is also refined. These ladies cannot be looked down
upon by court nobles. With every one some fault is to be found, but only
those who are ever mindful to conceal it even when alone, can completely
succeed.
LADY KOHYOÉ-NO-JO

is a very pretty person. Her hair is scarcely longer
than her uchigi, the ends are beautifully cut. Her face was agreeable also
when I last saw it.
LADY ATTENDANT MYAKI

There is also LADY GOSETCHI-NO-BEN.[87] She is the adopted daughter of
Middle Adviser Hei. Her face is like a picture. She has a broad forehead and
eyelids drooping at the corners. Her features are not remarkable at any point,
but her complexion is white, her hands and arms are pretty. When I saw her
in the spring for the first time her hair, which was profusely abundant, was

one foot longer than herself, but it suddenly became thinner at the ends, and
now it is only a little longer than she is.
A LADY KOMA had very long hair, an agreeable lady in those days; now she
has become like the bridge of a lute which has been immovably fastened
with glue. She has gone home.
So much for their appearance and now for their dispositions. Here few can
be selected, though each has some good points and few are entirely bad. It is
very difficult to possess such qualities as prudence, wit, charm, rightmindedness, all at once. As to many ladies, the question is whether they
excel most in charms of mind or person. It is hard to decide! Wicked, indeed,
to write so much of others!
There is LADY CHUJO who waits upon the Princess dedicated to the service of
the Kamo shrine. I had heard of her and secretly managed to see her letters
addressed to other persons. They were very beautifully written but with such
an exalted opinion of herself; in the whole world she is the person of
profoundest knowledge! None to compare with her, it seems she is thinking.
On reading them my heart beat faster, I was furiously indignant for every
one here [the ladies of her own Queen's Court], although it maybe it is
wrong to feel so. "Be it in composition or poetry who can judge save our
Princess-Abbess, who will have bright futures but the ladies attending our
Princess?"!! It may be reasonable, yet I have never seen, compared to ours,
any good poems by the lady attendants of that Princess-Abbess. They seem
to be living an idle poetic life, but if they were to compete with us, it is not
necessarily certain they would be superior, though no one knows them well.
On a beautiful moonlight night or morning, at the time of flowers or of
cuckoo, courtiers might visit their residence. Other-worldly and sacred it is,
and made to the taste of their Princess. There they remain undisturbed,
admiring her. On the other hand, with us many things occur. The Queen has
to go up to His Majesty's apartment, the Lord Prime Minister comes, and we
have to keep watch at night. But there is nothing of all this in that world all
their own where they may indulge in elegance and avoid blunders. If I could
live there like an old piece of buried wood thrown in among them, I might
succeed in freeing myself from the reproach of shallowness—would that I
might indulge in elegance there, relaxing myself! Forward young ladies
there can devote themselves to dress, making themselves inferior to none
and pleasing to courtiers. On the other hand, in our Queen's Court we rather

neglect to adorn ourselves, for our Queen has no rivals now. Moreover, she
thinks unfavourably of frivolous women, so those who wish to serve her and
remain in favour keep from association with men. Of course everywhere
there are light-hearted, unashamed, thoughtless women, and men who visit
our court to find them say we are awkward and unversed in social usage.
Our ladies of the higher ranks are, indeed, much too reserved and haughty; it
is not in this way that they can bring honour to our Queen. It is painful to see
them. The attendants of the Princess-Abbess seem to have been alluding to
these ladies, but both defects and merits are found in every one, so we may
not be inferior to them after all. Even our young ladies nowadays have heard
of self-respect. It would be embarrassing if they were too frivolous, but one
would not wish them to be heartless either.
Our Queen of perfect mind, enviably lovely, is reserved and never obtrusive,
for she believes that few who are forward can avoid blunders. In fact,
imperfect wit is worse than reserve. Our Queen when she was very young
was much annoyed to hear persons of shallow culture saying vulgar, narrow
things with conceit, so she favoured ladies who made no mistakes, and
childlike persons pleased her very well. This is why our ladies have become
so retiring. As Her Majesty grows older, she begins to see the world as it is,
the bad and good qualities of the human heart. Reserve or boldness—she
knows neither is good. The court nobles rather look down on us—"Nothing
interesting here!" they seem to say. The Queen knows this, but she knows we
cannot please everybody. If we stumble, hideous things may happen. Yet we
must not be faint-hearted and bashful either, so Her Majesty says, but our old
habits are not so easily shaken off, and all the young nobles of the present
day are, on their side, only indulgent pleasure-seekers.
The ladies around the Abbess, who indulge in æsthetic pursuits, gazing at the
moon and admiring flowers, may talk only of these things to the nobles,
boastfully and intentionally, and the nobles might say that it is difficult to
find ladies with whom they can chatter light-heartedly morning or evening,
or discuss interesting topics occasionally; although, as I haven't heard them
say it, I don't know really what they think. In general conversation it is
awkward to say profound things. It is far better to speak with simplicity, and
the nobles seem to think so. The difficulty is to understand the occasion and
adapt one's self to it.

When the First Official of Her Majesty comes to report to her, the delicate,
shy ladies-in-waiting cannot meet him on common ground, or converse
fluently, not because they are deficient in words or thoughts, but because of
their extreme timidity. They fear their faults may be noticed so they cannot
decide what to say. Others [Abbess ladies] may not be so. Even women of
high birth must follow the general custom when they become ladies-inwaiting at the Court, but many behave as if they were still daughters at
home.
The Great Adviser[88] is displeased to be received by ladies of low rank, so
when he comes to the Queen's court to make some report and suitable ladies
to receive him are not available, he goes away without seeing Her Majesty.
Other court nobles, who often come to make reports, have each a favourite
lady, and when that one is away they are displeased, and go away saying to
other people, that the Queen's ladies are quite unsatisfactory. There may be
some reason in it, yet it is quite unreasonable for the Abbess's ladies to say
that we are unworthy to be seen or heard. It is easy to criticize, and difficult
to realize our own ideals. These ladies, however, do not know that, and being
full of conceit, they treat others with disdain, thus revealing their own
limitations. Oh, how I wanted to show the letters to the Queen, but they had
been stolen by the lady who secretly showed them to me, and they were soon
taken back. I coveted those letters!
LADY IZUMI SHIKIBU[89]

corresponds charmingly, but her behaviour is
improper indeed. She writes with grace and ease and with a flashing wit.
There is fragrance even in her smallest words. Her poems are attractive, but
they are only improvisations which drop from her mouth spontaneously.
Every one of them has some interesting point, and she is acquainted with
ancient literature also, but she is not like a true artist who is filled with the
genuine spirit of poetry. Yet I think even she cannot presume to pass
judgment on the poems of others.
The wife of the Governor of Tamba Province is called by the Queen and
Prime Minister MASA HIRA EMON.[90] Though she is not of noble birth, her
poems are very satisfying. She does not compose and scatter them about on
every occasion, but so far as we know them, even her miscellaneous poems
shame us. Those who compose poems whose loins are all but broken, yet
who are infinitely self-exalted and vain, deserve our contempt and pity.

LADY SEISHONAGON.[91]

A very proud person. She values herself highly, and
scatters her Chinese writings all about. Yet should we study her closely, we
should find that she is still imperfect. She tries to be exceptional, but
naturally persons of that sort give offence. She is piling up trouble for her
future. One who is too richly gifted, who indulges too much in emotion,
even when she ought to be reserved, and cannot turn aside from anything she
is interested in, in spite of herself will lose self-control. How can such a vain
and reckless person end her days happily!
[Here there is a sudden change from the Court to her own home.]
Having no excellence within myself, I have passed my days without making
any special impression on any one. Especially the fact that I have no man
who will look out for my future makes me comfortless. I do not wish to bury
myself in dreariness. Is it because of my worldly mind that I feel lonely? On
moonlight nights in autumn, when I am hopelessly sad, I often go out on the
balcony and gaze dreamily at the moon. It makes me think of days gone by.
People say that it is dangerous to look at the moon[92] in solitude, but
something impels me, and sitting a little withdrawn I muse there. In the
wind-cooled evening I play on the koto,[93] though others may not care to
hear it. I fear that my playing betrays the sorrow which becomes more
intense, and I become disgusted with myself—so foolish and miserable am I.
My room is ugly, blackened by smoke. I play on a thirteen or six-stringed
koto, but I neglect to take away the bridges even in rainy weather, and I lean
it up against the wall between the cabinet and the door jamb. On either side
of the koto stands a lute [Japanese biwa]. A pair of big bookcases have in
them all the books they can hold. In one of them are placed old poems and
romances. They are the homes of worms which come frightening us when
we turn the pages, so none ever wish to read them. [Perhaps her own
writings, she speaks so slightingly of them.] As to the other cabinet, since
the person[94] who placed his own books [there] no hand has touched it.
When I am bored to death I take out one or two of them; then my maids
gather around me and say: "Your life will not be favoured with old age if you
do such a thing! Why do you read Chinese? Formerly even the reading of
sutras was not encouraged for women." They rebuke me in the [shade i.e.
behind my back]. I have heard of it and have wished to say, "It is far from
certain that he who does no forbidden thing enjoys a long life," but it would
be a lack of reserve to say it [to the maids]. Our deeds vary with our age and

deeds vary with the individual. Some are proud [to read books], others look
over old cast-away writings because they are bored with having nothing to
do. It would not be becoming for such a one to chatter away about religious
thoughts, noisily shaking a rosary. I feel this, and before my women keep
myself from doing what otherwise I could do easily. But after all, when I
was among the ladies of the Court I did not say what I wanted to say either,
for it is useless to talk with those who do not understand one and
troublesome to talk with those who criticize from a feeling of superiority.
Especially one-sided persons are troublesome. Few are accomplished in
many arts and most cling narrowly to their own opinion.
Pretty and coy, shrinking from sight, unsociable, proud, fond of romance,
vain and poetic, looking down upon others with a jealous eye—such is the
opinion of those who do not know me, but after seeing me they say, "You are
wonderfully gentle to meet with; I cannot identify you with that imagined
one."
I see that I have been slighted, hated, and looked down upon as an old
gossip, and I must bear it, for it is my destiny to be solitary. The Queen said
once, "You were ever mindful not to show your soul, but I have become
more intimate with you than others." I hope that I may not be looked at
obliquely even by those who are ill-natured, affected, and unsociable. As a
rule one is easy at the back [i.e. not afraid of gossip] who is modest, gentle,
and of tranquil disposition. Even a coquettish and frivolous person is not
rebuked if she is good-natured and of a disposition not embarrassing to
others. A person who is self-exalted and eccentric with scornful mouth and
demeanor can be unmistakably perceived, and one can be on one's guard; by
observing closely one may discover faults of speech and behaviour. Those
whose words and deeds are not in harmony, or who are always trying to
outdo one another, attract notice. One seldom wishes to criticize those who
have defects, but are good-natured. One cannot but sympathize with them.
Those who habitually do evil with intention deserve to be freely talked about
and laughed at even though sometimes they do it without intention. We
ought to love even those who hate us, but it is very difficult to do it. Even
the Buddha of Profound Mercy does not say that the sins against Buddha, the
laws of religion, and priests, are slight. Moreover, in this muddy world it is
best to let alone the persons who hate us. If we compare one who tries to
excel in hatred saying extraordinary words and watching [their effect] ill-

humouredly face to face, with one who coldly hides her heart with a tranquil
manner, we can see which is superior.
There is a lady, Saémon-no-Naishi, who unreasonably cherished hatred of
me. I was not at first aware of it, but later heard of much criticism of me in
my absence. Once the King was listening to a reading of my Genjimonogatari, and said, "She is gifted, she must have read the Chronicle of
Japan." This lady heard of it, and unreflectingly spread abroad among the
courtiers the idea that I am very proud of my learning, giving me the name
of "The Japanese Chronicle lady"—it is laughable, indeed! I am reserved
even before the maids of my own house; how then should I show my
learning in Court? When my elder brother Shikibu-no-Jo was a boy he was
taught to read "Chinese Historical Records."[95] I listened, sitting beside him,
and learned wonderfully fast, though he was sometimes slow and forgot.
Father, who was devoted to study, regretted that I had not been a son, but I
heard people saying that it is not beautiful even for a man to be proud of his
learning, and after that I did not write so much as the figure one in Chinese. I
grew clumsy with my [writing] brush. For a long time I did not care for the
books I had already read. Thus I was ashamed to think how others would
hate me on hearing what Lady Saémon said, and I assumed an air of not
being able to read the characters written on the Royal screen. But the Queen
made me read [to her] the poetical works of Li T'ai Po, and as she wished to
learn them I have been teaching her since the Summer of two years ago the
second and third volumes of that collection very secretly when none were
present. Her Majesty and I tried to conceal it, but His Majesty the King and
the Lord Prime Minister finding it out, the latter presented to the Queen
many poetical books which he had had copied. I think that bitter Saémon
does not know it yet. If she did, how she would criticize me!
Everything in this world is burdensome. Now I shall not be afraid whatever
happens. Whatever others may say of me I will recite sutras kneeling before
Amitabha Buddha.[96] When my mind has become completely free from the
burden of the world, nothing will weaken my determination to become a
saint. Though I set myself devotedly against worldly passions, it seems that
there extends before me a limbo of dull wanderings before I can mount the
cloud.[97] I must be there now. I am now of a fit age for the religious life. It
is common to suppose that men read sutras when they are old, yet really they
are not read, for minds grow more and more relax with age. I may be

interpreted as one who imitates persons of profound thought, but I will
devote myself to the religious life. The person of deep-rooted sin cannot
succeed even in such a hope [as that]. There happens many a circumstance
which makes me think of the [probable] wickedness of my prenatal life and
everything makes me sad.
[There seems to be an abrupt transition here and the following paragraph
seems to be part of a letter, perhaps sent with the diary or other writing.]
I wish I could make known everything to you, good and bad, things of the
world, and those relating to my life—all that I could not write in my letters.
You could not expect such writing as this from your friend? You feel weary
of life; please look into my heart, also weary. Please write to me—even a
little—whatever comes into your mind. It would be very unfortunate if my
writings were scattered about and made known to others. I have written
many things of this sort, but recently I have torn up all my old writings,
burying some, and making dolls' houses of the rest. Since that time I have
received no letters and am determined to write no more on fresh paper, so
thrifty have I become! I think I am not in the wrong. After reading, please
return quickly. As I could not revise all there may be some defects; read—
overlooking them.
My mind has been wholly occupied with the things and persons of our
world, and as I close this writing I reflect on how deeply rooted was my
interest in them, but it was only accident that closed my descriptions of
others.
[Here an interval during which she returns to Court.]
On the eleventh of the First month, 1009, in the early morning they went to
the temple. The Lord Prime Minister's wife accompanied the Queen, others
went by boat. I was belated and went at night. There was preaching. People
made confession according to the custom of the mountain temple.[98] Many
pictures of pagodas were painted, and they amused themselves. Most of the
nobles had retired, and there were few persons left when the midnight
preaching began. The preachers and interpreters of the sutras were twenty in
number.... [Here is a sentence whose meaning is lost.] They all preached in
different ways about the merit of the Queen's presence; there were many
things laughed at. After the preaching the courtiers went boating; they all
rowed and enjoyed themselves. At the eastern corner of the temple a bridge

had been built opposite the door opening towards the North. There the High
Official of the Crown Prince was leaning against the railing. The Lord Prime
Minister came for a little while and talked with Lady Saisho, but as we were
in the Queen's presence we could not be at our ease. It was pretty both
within and without the temple. The pale moon appeared, and young nobles
sang songs of the new fashion. A song related that those who had gone into
the boat were young and pretty. The old Secretary of the Treasury was
among them. He was ashamed with reason to sing with the others, and stood
there rather embarrassed. The back view of him was comical and those
within the misu [i.e. the ladies] secretly laughed. Some one said, "He in the
boat is regretting old age." The High Official on the bridge heard it and sang,
"The ancient seekers for eternal life—the tradition is full of lies."[99] It
sounded very latest fashion, indeed. Some sang "The Duckweed"
accompanied by the flute. Even the morning wind gave us unusual
impressions because of the place.
In the Queen's presence was placed Genji-monogatari. Once the Lord Prime
Minister saw it and after many playful words wrote to me on a [poem] paper
attached to a plum branch.
[The following poem depends for its point on the play upon a word with two
meanings.]
{ love
Being notorious for { sourness
I think none pass by without breaking a branch!

[Her answer]
No one in passing has ever broken the plum tree
Who then can know if it be sour?
Oh, regrettable! to be spoken of in such a way! One night I slept in a room
near the corridor. Some one came knocking at the door. I was afraid and
passed the night without making a sound. The next morning the following
poem was sent me [from the Prime Minister]:
All the night through, knocking louder than a water-rail,
I stood in vain at the door of hinoki wood
weary and lamenting.
I wrote back:
A cause of deep regret, indeed,
Had the door opened at the knocking of the water-rail!
[Here a space of nearly one year elapses.]
Third day of First month [1010]. The August Princes have presented
themselves before the King for three days[100] to receive gifts of mochi.
Ladies of high rank accompanied them. Saémon-no-Kami held the Prince,
and the mochi was brought to His Majesty by the Lord Prime Minister. The
King, facing towards the east door, gave it to the August Princes.[101] It was
a beautiful sight to see the young Princes coming and returning through the
corridor. The Queen Dowager did not present herself. On the first day Lady
Saisho served at table; her colour combination was cunningly executed.
Ladies Takumi and Hyogo officiated as the Queen's secretaries. The ladies
who tied their hair were particularly attractive. The lady who was entrusted
with the preparation of toso[102] was very vain of her skill and behaved as if
she were a doctor of medicine. Ointment was distributed as usual.
The Prime Minister took the younger Prince in his arms and the King
embraced him lovingly, saying, "Long life and health" as usual. The Lord
Prime Minister replied, "I will uphold the younger Prince in my arms"; but at
that His Augustness the Crown Prince became jealous and begged [to be
taken up too], saying, "Ah! Ah!" The Prime Minister was much pleased, and
the General of the Right Bodyguard and others were amused by it.

The Lord Prime Minister had an audience with the King and they came out
together to find amusement. The Minister was much intoxicated.
"Troublesome!" I thought, and hid myself away, but I was found. "You are
summoned by the father of the Queen, yet you retire so early! Suspicious
person!" said he. "Now, instead of the Queen's father it is you who must
compose a poem! It is quite an ordinary occasion, so don't hesitate!" He
urged, but it seemed to me very awkward to make one only to have it
laughed at. As he was very much in liquor, his face was flushed and flamed
out in the torchlight. He said, "The Queen had lived for years alone and
solitary. I had seen it with anxiety. It is cheering to behold troublesome
children on either side of her." And he went to look at the Princes, who had
been put to bed, taking off the bedclothes. He was singing:
"If there be no little pines in the field
How shall I find the symbol of 1000 ages?"
People thought it more suitable that he should sing this old song than make a
new one. The next evening the sky was hazy; as the different parts of the
palace are built compactly in close rows I could only catch a slight glimpse
of it from the veranda. I admired his recitation of last evening with the nurse
Madam Nakadaka. This lady is of deep thought and learning.
I went home for a while. For the fifty days' ceremony of the second Prince,
which was the fifteenth day of the Sociable Month, I returned in the early
morning to the palace. Lady Koshosho returned in embarrassing broad
daylight. We two live together; our rooms adjoin and we throw them
together, each occupying the whole when the other is absent. When we are
there together we put kichō between them. The Lord Prime Minister says we
must be gossiping about other people. Some may be uneasy to hear that, but
as there are no unfriendly strangers here we are not anxious about it.
I went to the Queen's audience. My friend wore brocaded uchigi of old rose
and white, a red karaginu and figured train. My dress was of red and purple
and light green. My karaginu was green and white. The rubbed design on the
train was in the very latest fashion, and it would perhaps have been better if
a younger lady had worn it. There were seventeen ladies of His Majesty the
King's court who presented themselves before the Queen. Lady Tachibana of
the third rank served the royal table. Ladies Kodayu and Shikibu on the
balcony. The serving of the young August Prince's dinner was entrusted to
Lady Koshosho. Their Majesties sat within the dais [one for each]. The

morning sun shone in and I felt too much brilliancy in their presence. The
King wore a robe with narrow sleeves. The Queen was dressed in red as
usual. Her inner kimonos were purple and red with pale and dark green and
two shades of yellow. His Majesty's outer dress was grape-coloured[103]
brocade, and his inner garment white and green—all rare and modern both in
design and colour.
It seemed to be too dazzling in their presence, so I softly slid away into an
inner room. The nurse, Madam Nakadaka, holding the young Prince in her
arms, came out towards the south between the canopied King and Queen.
She is short in stature, but of dignified demeanour. She was perfectly
tranquil and grave and a good example for the young Prince [then not two
months old!]. She wore grape-coloured uchigi and patternless karaginu of
white and old rose. That day all did their utmost to adorn themselves. One
had a little fault in the colour combination at the wrist opening. When she
went before the Royal presence to fetch something, the nobles and high
officials noticed it. Afterwards, Lady Saisho regretted it deeply. It was not so
bad; only one colour was a little too pale. Lady Kotaiyu wore a crimson
unlined dress and over it an uchigi of deep and pale plum colour bordered
with folds. Her karaginu was white and old rose. Lady Gen Shikibu appears
to have been wearing a red and purple figured silk. Some said it was
unsuitable because it was not brocade. That judgment is too conventional.
There may be criticism where want of taste is too apparent, but it were better
to criticize manners. Dress is rather unimportant in comparison.

SCREENED DAIS PREPARED FOR ROYALTY
From a print in an old book

The ceremony of giving mochi to the Prince is ended and the table is taken
away. The misu of the anteroom was rolled up, and we saw ladies sitting
crowded at the west side of the dais. There were Lady Tachibana of the third
rank, and Naishi Nosuké, the younger attendant of the August Princes sitting
in the doorway. In the east anteroom near the shioji[104] there were ladies of
high rank. I went to seek Lady Dainagon and Lady Koshosho, who were
sitting east of the dais. His August Majesty sat on the dais with his diningtable before him. The ornaments of it were exquisitely beautiful. On the
south balcony there sat the Minister of the Right and Left and the
Chamberlain, the first officials of the Crown Prince and of the Queen and the
Great Adviser Shijo, facing towards the North, the West being the more

honourable seat. There were no officials of low rank. Afterwards they begun
to amuse themselves. Courtiers sat on the southeast corridor of the side
building. The four lower officials took their usual places [on the steps below
Royalty] to perform some music. They were Kagemasa, Korekazé,
Yukiyoshi, Tonomasa. From the upper seat the Great Adviser Shijo
conducted the music. To no Ben played the lute, Tsunetaka played the harp
[koto]. The Lieutenant-General of the Left Bodyguard and State Councillor
played the flute. Some outsiders joined in the music. One made a mistake in
the notes and was hissed. The Minister of the Right praised the six-stringed
koto. He became too merry, and made a great mistake, which sent a chill
even to the onlookers.
The Prime Minister's gift was flutes put into two boxes.
[1] This diary seems to have been jotted down in disconnected paragraphs and the editors have
preserved that form.
[2] Tsuchimikado: the residence of Prime Minister Fujiwara, the father of the Queen.
[3] Priests are praying for the easy delivery of the Queen, who has gone to her parents' house before
the birth, in accordance with old Japanese custom.
[4] The writer of this diary lost her husband in 1001.
[5] Altars before Fudo, Gosansé, Gunsari, Daiitoku, Kongoyasha.
[6] See the plan of a great house of those days.
[7] Yorimichi, the Prime Minister Fujiwara Michinaga's son, who was then sixteen years old.
[8] Misu: a thin finely woven bamboo curtain, behind which one may see but not be seen, hung before
great personages and women's apartments.
[9] Tonearasoi: at present not known.
[10] Imayo, or "new style," a kind of song in vogue in those days. The verse consists of eight or ten
alternating seven-and five-syllable lines.
[11] This perfume was composed of purified Borneo camphor, aloe wood and musk, and was used to
perfume clothing, etc.
[12] Hagi: violet-coloured dress with blue lining, the violet dye taken from sapan-wood; Shion: pale
purple dress with blue lining.
[13] A face covering used while sleeping.
[14] Floss silk was used to protect chrysanthemum flowers from frost. The flower itself was believed
to have the virtue of lengthening life. The Imperial garden party undoubtedly originated from a belief
in this virtue in the flower.
[15] Ladies were crowded close behind the misu looking at the moon.
[16] Hangings, screens, and clothes of attendants were all white at the time of a birth.

[17] Which would otherwise have attacked the Queen. Some of the ladies-in-waiting undertook this
duty. There is a difference of opinion between the translators as to whether this was done with the
intention of deceiving the evil spirits into attacking the wrong person (by introducing into her
neighbourhood other women surrounded with screens and attendants) or by transmitting the supposed
evil spirits out of the Queen into her ladies by a sort of mesmerization.
[18] Fudo: a terrible-looking Buddhist idol who was thought to have the power to subdue all evil
spirits.
[19] For good luck.
[20] So that she might be ordained as a priestess and insured a good reception in the next world, only
done when the sick person is in great danger.
[21] This was contrary to etiquette and shows the extreme excitement of the moment. Ladies and
gentlemen of the court remained in separate rooms on social occasions.
[22] Kurodo = secretary (in charge of court manuscripts).
[23] Everybody was still wearing white, colour of purification.
[24] See frontispiece.
[25] Every Japanese family does this to-day, for almost all gardens have artificial brooks or ponds.
[26] Imperial shrine at Isé: the oldest shrine, built 5 B.C., dedicated to the Heaven Shining Goddess,
ancestor of the Imperial family. This shrine is rebuilt every twenty years on the same model. It is the
most sacred spot in Japan, and all serious events pertaining to the Empire or Imperial Household are
announced there to the Goddess-Ancestor by Imperial Messenger.
[27] Nusa: rolls of silk or paper offered by a worshipper.
[28] Because a birth in a house was defilement, while a messenger to or from a god was holy.
[29] Saishi: a kind of gold ornament with five radiating points worn on the forehead and tied on
around the head. (See frontispiece.)
[30] This was to frighten away evil spirits.
[31] Rice-scattering; for good luck.
[32] Here occurs an untranslatable sentence. Literally it would seem to be: It seems hair growing in
good monochromatic picture. That might mean that the Queen seemed like a beauty in a picture drawn
with ink and brush (see some illustrations in this book).
[33] Purple and scarlet.
[34] Karaginu: a short garment with long sleeves and worn of a different colour from the uchigi. (See
frontispiece.)
[35] Uchigi: long unconfined flowing robe put on over the dress. It was made of elegant material and
lined with another colour and was the distinctive and beautiful part of the court dress of that day.
Under it were worn two or more other silk robes of different colours, one often intended to show
through and modify the colour of the other. They were fastened in front by a belt like the present-day
kimono, and over them was hung at the back the long and elaborate train of heavy white silk on which
the last word of elegance in embroidery or painting was placed. In the presence of Royalty the ladies
knelt in rows one behind the other, and doubtless these trains made a great display spread out before
those sitting behind. (See frontispiece.)
[36] See frontispiece.

[37] Unemé: beautiful women, selected from various provinces for their beauty, especially to wait on
the Royal table.
[38] Mohitori: officials who had charge of wells, shoyu (Japanese sauce) and ice-houses.
[39] Migusiagé: attendants whose hair was done up with hairpins.
[40] King's housekeepers.
[41] Cleaners.
[42] Da: a gambling game now not known. It was played with dice.
[43] (The following poem, then composed, is made with words of two meanings. It is impossible to
arrange it in poetic form in English, but we present the two meanings in separate phrases, which the
reader may combine for himself.)
Japanese words with their meanings:
Mezurashiki hikari = uncommon light.
Sashi sou = { added.
{ pour more saké into.
Sakazuki wa = { waxing moon.
{ a cup.
Chiyomo = four a tousand ages.
{ circulate, O moon never waning!
Megurame = circulate { circulate the cup to all persons
{ countless times.
Poem.
First meaning:
We pray that the waxing moon [i. e, the young Prince] may never wane, but shine for a thousand ages
without change!
Second meaning:
May this cup [of joy] be full as soon as emptied and circulate freely to all!
[44] A pleated divided skirt worn by both men and women.
[45] In Kioto it used to be the custom to cover the earth of the gardens with very white fine sand.
[46] A school created in 825 A.D. by the Prime Minister Fujiwara Fuyutsugu to educate the younger
members of the Fujiwara family.
[47] This "court fashion" of sending rolls of silk as presents from the Emperor or Empress prevails today, one thousand years later.
[48] This person was the second son of the Prime Minister; therefore the Queen's brother or halfbrother and uncle of the Crown Prince.
[49] The island of Horai; Japanese Elysium, a crystal island of eternal youth and felicity, supposed to
exist in mid-ocean. A miniature presentation of this island is used on festal occasions as the emblem of
eternity, or unchangeableness.
[50] The Prime Minister wished to arrange a marriage between his eldest son and the Prince's
daughter. The authoress's cousin had adopted the Prince's son.

[51] This incident has for some reason become very famous and artists have used it as a subject for
pictures. One of these is now hanging in the Imperial Museum in Tokyo.
[52] Poems were written on oblongs of crimson, yellow, gold, or other paper according to the feeling
of the writer. Nowadays oblong poem papers can be bought anywhere, but they are generally white or
gray with gold decoration.
[53] The King's visit was made October 16, 1008.
[54] It was de rigueur for ladies to conceal their faces with fans.
[55] The left side is the more honourable position, but this time the King sat at the right side because
perhaps they could not move the Queen's dais.
[56] A special effect of brilliant shining produced by beating the silk.
[57] A special effect of brilliant shining produced by beating the silk.
[58] These garments were evidently made of very thin material, colours underneath being intended to
modify the outer ones, hence the art of dressing became very subtle.
[59] Doubtless this office was highly important and held in honour. In those days poison and inferior
foods were to be guarded against. Throughout the journal it may be noticed that all directly serving the
King and Queen in any way are persons of high rank.
[60] In this curiously delicate operation the actual leaf or flower from which the colour was obtained
was rubbed onto the silk to make the desired pattern.
[61] Light blue and some kinds of yellow are colours relegated to the elderly in Japan. Babies and
young people are dressed in bright colours and showy patterns. The old wear plain stuffs and pale or
dull colours.
[62] This dance was performed by court nobles at the coronation of the present Emperor at Kioto,
1915.
[63] Artificial hills in Japanese gardens are intended to bring mountain scenery to mind, whether large
or small. They are sometimes of considerable size.
[64] Reigned 970 to 984. This lady may have been his mistress or had interesting reminiscences to
relate.
[65] The feuds of the Fujiwara family. Fujiwara Fuhito had four sons who became the founders of the
four great Fujiwara families—Minami, Kyo, Kita, and Shiki. They were all aspiring to the King's
favour and at enmity with each other, the present Prime Minister Michinaga far outstripping the others
in power.
[66] Mochi: a cake made of beaten rice flour paste.
[67] These dainty white wooden boxes of food arranged in a way pleasing to the eye are still a feature
of Japanese life. They are distributed, with varying contents, at weddings and funerals, sold at railway
stations, and carried on picnics.
[68] At banquets a great cup was used which could contain one or two quarts of liquor. When this was
circulated among the guests each was expected to empty the cup, and it was the pride of the drinker to
toss it off in one draught.
[69] The hero of Genji Monogatari.
[70] The Queen desired a literary Court to rival that of the first Queen. See note on p. 131.
[71] A special kind of wild duck called oshidori which is always seen in couples.

[72] Kokiden: residence of the first Queen.
[73] The World; i.e. matrimonial affairs.
[74] Three anthologies, of Ancient and Modern Poems, Later Selections of Poems, and Miscellaneous
Poems, respectively.
[75] These men were famous calligraphers.
[76] This famous dance, whose origin is given below, was performed at the present Emperor's
coronation at Kioto in 1915, by five daughters of ancient noble families selected for their beauty. It is
said that these young ladies immediately thereafter received a great many offers of marriage.
Gosetchi was a great holiday succeeded by two days of feasting. The dancing girls (of the diary) were
all daughters of persons of high rank, three being daughters of courtiers and two daughters of province
governors. Tradition says that when King Tenmu was at his palace of Yoshino, heavenly maidens
came down and danced before him fluttering the long celestial sleeves of their feathery dresses five
times. This was the origin of the dance.
[77] Each dancer was attended by helpers who were sometimes persons of degree. Their duties were to
arrange trains and costumes in the postures of the dance.
[78] Her father was Keeper of the Seal. Her aunt was one of the queens.
[79] See signs of the zodiac, of Old Japan.
[80] The name of a detached hall in the Imperial Palace.
[81] Like the knights' tents in the tournaments each girl's apartment was distinguished by special
devices of cloths or banners hung before it.
[82] Horai: an island of eternal life and felicity supposed to exist in the eastern ocean. Horai
symbolizes changelessness, and it must have been intended as a hint at the impropriety of Sakyō's
changed position.
[83] Festival of the ancient gods, for which preparation was made the day before by fasting.
[84] This incident was very well known and is mentioned in several of the writings of the period. The
mirror is the symbol of the soul of a Japanese woman. With the mirror Sakyō sent a poem:
Alas! the waving moss deceived your vision.
The clear mirror is never tarnished:
Therefore look deep.
[85] Mochi: it is still the custom in Japan to serve a cake made of beaten rice on New Year's Day, the
great festival of the year. The sound of this beating is heard from house to house throughout the
country, and gives everybody a holiday feeling. The ceremonies last three days.
[86] These colour combinations were very subtle because the effect was produced by the play of one
or perhaps two colours showing through one another.
[87] One of the young women who had danced the Gosetchi.
[88] Fujiwara Michitaka, the Prime Minister's brother.
[89] This lady was one of the greatest poets Japan has ever produced. See her diary, which is the
record of her liaison with a young prince.
[90] A daughter of the famous court lady, poet, and historian Akazomé Emon, to whom the court
history of the time is traditionally ascribed.

[91] Seishonagon. A lady famous for her learning and wit and with a little reputation for daring. Pretty
and vivacious, learned and witty, she was allowed liberties unrebuked—one may call her the New
Woman of the day. She served in the court of the first Queen Sadako, daughter of the Prime Minister's
brother. The two Queens were in rivalry. Seishonagon was the literary light of that court, as Murasaki
Shikibu and Izumi Shikibu were of this.
[92] Because one may be bewitched; ancient belief dating from long before her day.
[93] A koto is called a horizontal harp, but it consists of a number of strings stretched the length of the
instrument, the scale made by an arrangement of bridges placed under the strings, and played upon by
four ivory keys worn on the four fingers of the right hand.
[94] Her husband who was a scholar in Chinese literature. He died in 1001. It is now 1008.
[95]Large and learned volumes by the Chinese scholar Seŭ-ma Ch'ien.
[96] The Merciful Buddha of the West Paradise.
[97] It is believed that this Buddha comes to welcome the departing soul of the believer mounted on a
rainbow-coloured cloud.
[98] The great Enryakuji on Mount Hiyé, northeast of Kioto.
[99] A line from an old Chinese poem about Jofuku and Bunsei, seekers of the herb of eternal life.
When they entered the boat they were young men, but were very old when they returned.
[100] The Japanese New Year ceremonies extend over three days.
[101] Both these little princes, grandsons of the Prime Minister, eventually came to the throne.
[102] Toso: New Year's drink of spiced saké supposed to prolong life.
[103] The names of these colours are translated in modern terms. The Japanese names of colours for
dresses were all of colours in combination, which often were called after flowers or plants. These
names could not convey the right idea. For instance, what is here translated old rose and white, would
be in those days called cherry, intended to convey to the mind the thought of the cherry-tree in bloom.
[104] Paper doors.

III

THE DIARY OF IZUMI SHIKIBU
A.D. 1002-1003

Many months had passed in lamenting the World,[1] more shadowy than a
dream. Already the tenth day of the Deutzia month was over. A deeper shade
lay under the trees and the grass on the embankment was greener.[2] These

changes, unnoticed by any, seemed beautiful to her, and while musing upon
them a man stepped lightly along behind the hedge. She was idly curious,
but when he came towards her she recognized the page of the late prince.[3]
He came at a sorrowful moment, so she said, "Is your coming not long
delayed? To talk over the past was inclined." "Would it not have been
presuming?—Forgive me—In mountain temples have been worshipping. To
be without ties is sad, so wishing to take service again I went to Prince
Sochino-miya."
"Excellent! that Prince is very elegant and is known to me. He cannot be as
of yore?" [i.e. unmarried.] So she said, and he replied, "No, but he is very
gracious. He asked me whether I ever visit you nowadays—'Yes, I do,' said
I; then, breaking off this branch of tachibana[4] flowers, His Highness
replied, 'Give this to her, [see] how she will take it.' The Prince had in mind
the old poem:
The scent of tachibana flowers in May
Recalls the perfumed sleeves of him who is no longer here.
So I have come—what shall I say to him?"
It was embarrassing to return an oral message through the page, and the
Prince had not written; discontented, yet wishing to make some response,
she wrote a poem and gave it to the page:
That scent, indeed, brings memories
But rather, to be reminded of that other,
Would hear the cuckoo's[5] voice.
The Prince was on the veranda of his palace, and as the page approached
him with important face, he led him into an inner room saying, "What is it?"
The page presented the poem.
The Prince read it and wrote this answer:
The cuckoo sings on the same branch
With voice unchanged,
That shall you know.
His Highness gave this to the page and walked away, saying, "Tell it to no
one, I might be thought amorous." The page brought the poem to the lady.
Lovely it was, but it seemed wiser not to write too often [so did not answer].

On the day following his first letter this poem was sent:
To you I betrayed my heart—
Alas! Confessing
Brings deeper grief,
Lamenting days.
Feeling was rootless, but being unlearned in loneliness, and attracted, she
wrote an answer:
If you lament to-day
At this moment your heart
May feel for mine—
For in sorrow
Months and days have worn away.
He wrote often and she answered—sometimes—and felt her loneliness a
little assuaged. Again she received a letter. After expressing feelings of great
delicacy:
[I would] solace [you] with consoling words
If spoken in vain
No longer could be exchanged.
To talk with you about the departed one; how would it be [for you] to
come in the evening unobtrusively?
Her answer:
As I hear of comfort I wish to talk with you, but being an uprooted
person there is no hope of my standing upright. I am footless [meaning,
I cannot go to you].
Thus she wrote, and His Highness decided to come as a private person.
It was still daylight, and he secretly called his servant Ukon-no-zo, who had
usually been the medium by which the letters had reached the Prince, and
said,
"I am going somewhere," The man understood and made preparations.

His Highness came in an humble palanquin and made his page announce
him. It was embarrassing. She did not know what to do; she could not
pretend to be absent after having written him an answer that very day. It
seemed too heartless to make him go back at once without entering.
Thinking, "I will only talk to him," she placed a cushion by the west door on
the veranda, and invited the Prince there. Was it because he was so much
admired by the world that he seemed to her unusually fascinating? But this
only increased her caution. While they were talking the moon shone out and
it became uncomfortably bright.
He: "As I have been out of society and living in the shade, I am not used to
such a bright place as this "—It was too embarrassing!—"Let me come in
where you are sitting; I will not be rude as others are. You are not one to
receive me often, are you?" "No indeed! What a strange idea! Only to-night
we shall talk together I think; never again!" Thus lightly talking, the night
advanced—"Shall we spend the night in this way?" he asked:
The night passes,
We dream no faintest dream—
What shall remain to me of this summer night?
She:
Thinking of the world
Sleeves wet with tears are my bed-fellows.
Calmly to dream sweet dreams—
There is no night for that.

"HIS HIGHNESS CAME IN A HUMBLE PALANQUIN"

He: "I am not a person who can leave my house easily. You may think me
rude, but my feeling for you grows ardent." And he crept into the room. Felt

horribly embarrassed, but conversed together and at daybreak he returned.
Next day's letter:
In what way are you thinking about me? I feel anxiety—
To you it may be a commonplace to speak of love,
But my feeling this morning—
To nothing can it be compared!
She answered:
Whether commonplace or not—
Thoughts do not dwell upon it
For the first time [I] am caught in the toils.
O what a person! What has she done! So tenderly the late Prince spoke to
her! She felt regret and her mind was not tranquil. Just then the page came.
Awaited a letter, but there was none. It disappointed her; how much in love!
When the page returned, a letter was given.
The letter:
Were my heart permitted even to feel the pain of waiting!
It may be to wait is lesser pain—
To-night—not even to wait for—
The Prince read it, and felt deep pity, yet there must be reserve [in going out
at night]. His affection for his Princess is unusually light, but he may be
thinking it would seem odd to leave home every night. Perhaps he will
reserve himself until the mourning for the late Prince is over;[6] it is a sign
that his love is not deep. An answer came after nightfall.
Had she said she was waiting for me with all her heart,
Without rest towards the house of my beloved
Should I have been impelled!
When I think how lightly you may regard me!
Her answer:
Why should I think lightly of you?

I am a drop of dew
Hanging from a leaf
Yet I am not unrestful
For on this branch I seem to have existed
From before the birth of the world.
Please think of me as like the unstable dew which cannot even remain
unless the leaf supports it.
His Highness received this letter. He wanted to come, but days passed
without realizing his wish. On the moon-hidden day [last day of month] she
wrote:
If to-day passes
Your muffled voice of April, O cuckoo
When can I hear?
She sent this poem, but as the Prince had many callers it could only reach
him the next morning.
His answer:
The cuckoo's song in spring is full of pain.
Listen and you will hear his song of summer
Full-throated from to-day.[7]
And so he came at last, avoiding public attention. The lady was preparing
herself for temple-going, and in the act of religious purification. Thinking
that the rare visits of the Prince betrayed his indifference, and supposing
that he had come only to show that he was not without sympathy, she
continued the night absorbed in religious services, talking little with him.
In the morning the Prince said: "I have passed an extraordinary night"—
New is such feeling for me
We have been near,
Yet the night passed and our souls have not met.
And he added, "I am wretched."
She could feel his distress and was sorry for him; and said:

With endless sorrow my heart is weighted
And night after night is passed
Even without meeting of the eyelids.
For me this is not new.
May 2. The Prince wrote to her: "Are you going to the temple to-day?
When shall you be at home again:
Answer:
In its season the time of gently falling rain will be over.
To-night I will drag from its bed the root of ayame.[8]
Went to the temple and came back after two or three days to find a letter
[from him]:
My heart yearns for thee, and I wish to see thee, yet I am discouraged
by the treatment of the other night. I am sad and ashamed. Do not
suppose that I remain at home because my feeling is shallow.
She is cold-hearted, yet I cannot forget her.
Time wipes out bitterness, but deepens longings
Which to-day have overcome me.
Not slight is my feeling, although—
Her reply:
Are you coming? Scarcely believable are your words,
For not even a shadow
Passes before my unfrequented dwelling.
The Prince came as usual unannounced. The lady did not believe that he
would come at all, and being tired out with the religious observances of
several days, fell asleep. No one noticed the gentle knocking at the gate. He,
on the other hand, had heard some rumours, and suspecting the presence of
another lover, quietly retired. A letter came on the morning of the next day:
I stood before your closed door
Never to be opened.
Seeing, it became the symbol of your pitiless heart!

I tasted the bitterness of love, and pitied myself.
Then she knew that he had come the night before—carelessly fallen asleep!
—and wrote back:
How can you write the thought?
The door of precious wood was closely shut,
No way to read that heart.
All is thy suspicion—O that I could lay bare my heart [to you]!
The next night he wanted to come again, yet he was advised against it. He
feared the criticism of the Chamberlain and Crown Prince, so his visits
became more and more infrequent. In the continuous rains the lady gazed at
the clouds and thought how the court would be talking about them. She had
had many friends; now there was only the Prince. Though people invented
various tales about her, she thought the truth could never be known to any.
The Prince wrote a letter about the tedious rain:
You are thinking only of the long rains
Forever falling everywhere.
Into my heart also the rain falls—
Long melancholy days.
It was smile-giving to see that he seized upon every occasion to write her a
poem, and she also felt as he did that this was a time for sentiment.
The reply:
Unaware of the sadness in your heart,
Knowing only of the rain in mine.
And on another paper she wrote another poem:
It passes, the very sorrowful life of the world—
By to-day's long { rains
{ meditation it can be known
The { high-water mark
{ flood will be exceeded.
Is it still long? [before you come].

The Prince read this letter and the messenger came back with his answer:
Helpless man,
I am weary even of life.
Not to you alone beneath the sky
Is rain and dulness.
For us both it is a stupid world.
It was the sixth day of the Fifth month—rain not yet stopped. The Prince
had been much more touched by her answer of the day before, which was
deeper in feeling, and on that morning of heavy rain he sent with much
kindness to inquire after her.
Very terrible was the sound of rain ...
Of what was I thinking
All the long night through
Listening to the rain against the window?
I was sheltered, but the storm was in my heart.
The lady wrote thus to the Prince, and he thought, "Not hopeless."
His poem:
All the night through, it was of you I thought—
How is it in a house where is no other
To make rain forgotten?
At noon people were talking about the flooding of the Kamo River, and
many went to see it, the Prince among them. He wrote:
How are you at present? I have just come back from flood-seeing.
The feeling of my heart, like the overflowing waters of the flood,
But deeper my heart's feeling.
Do you know this?
She wrote:

Toward me the waters do not overflow.
No depth lies there
Though the meadow is flooded.
Words are not enough.
In these words she replied to him; and his Highness made up his mind to
come, and ordered perfumery for himself. Just then his old nurse, Jiju-noMenoto, came up: "Where are you going?" she said,
"People are talking about it. She is no lady of high birth. If you wish her to
serve you, you may summon her here as a servant. Your undignified goingsout are very painful for us. Many men go to her, and some awkward thing
may happen. All these improper things are suggested by Ukon-no-Zo.[9] He
accompanied the late Prince also. If you wander out in the depths of night
no good can come of it. I will tell the Prime Minister[10] of the persons who
accompany you in these night visits. In the world there may be changes. No
one can tell what will happen to-morrow. The late Minister loved you much
and asked the present one to show you favour. You must keep yourself from
these indiscretions till worldly affairs are quite settled."
The Prince said: "Where shall I go? I am so bored, and am seeking
temporary recreation. People are foolish to make much of it."
He said this, although much hurt by the necessity for it. Besides that, he
thought her not unworthy of him and even wished to bring her to the palace
[as a concubine]. On the other hand, he reflected that in that case things
even more painful to hear would be said, and in his trouble of mind days
were passed.
At last he visited her. "I could not come in spite of my desires. Please do not
think that I neglect you. The fault is in you; I have heard that there are many
friends of yours who are jealous of me. That makes me more reserved, and
so many days have gone by."
The Prince talked gently, and said: "Now come for this night only. There is
a hidden place no one sees; there I can talk with tranquil mind." The
palanquin was brought near the veranda. She was forced to enter it and
went, without her own volition, with unsteady mind. She kept thinking that
people would know about it, but as the night was far advanced no one found

them out. The conveyance was quietly brought to a corridor where no one
was and he got out.
He whispered, "As the moon is very bright, get down quickly." She was
afraid, but hurriedly obeyed him. "Here there is no one to see us; from this
time we will meet here. At your honourable dwelling I am always anxious
about other men. I can never be at ease there." His words were gentle, and
when it was dawn he made her get into the palanquin and said, "I wish to go
with you, but as it is broad daylight I fear people may think I have passed
the night outside the Court."
He remained in the palace, and she on her way home thought of that strange
going out and of the rumours that would fly about—yet the uncommonly
beautiful features of the Prince at dawn were lingering in her mind.
Her letter:
Rather would I urge your early return at evening
Than ever again make you arise at dawn
It is so sorrowful.
His reply:
To see you departing in the morning dew—
Comparing,
It were better to come back in the evening unsatisfied.
Let us drive away such thoughts. I cannot go out this evening on
account of the evil spirit [i.e., he might encounter it]. Only to fetch you
I venture.
She felt distress because this [sort of thing] could not go on always. But he
came with the same palanquin and said, "Hurry, hurry!" She felt ashamed
because of her maids, yet stole out into the carriage. At the same place as
last night voices were heard, so they went to another building. At dawn he
complained of the cock's crowing, and leading her gently into the
palanquin, went out [with her]. On the way he said, "At such times as these,
always come with me," and she—"How can it always be so?" Then he
returned.

Two or three days went by; the moon was wonderfully bright; she went to
the veranda to see it and there received a letter:
What are you doing at this moment? Are you gazing at the moon?
Are you thinking with me
Of the moon at the mountain's edge?
In memory lamenting the short sweet night—
Hearing the cock, awake too soon!
More than usually pleasing was that letter, for her thoughts were then
dwelling on the bright moon-night when she was unafraid of men's eyes at
the Prince's palace.
The answer:
That night
The same moon shone down—
Thinking so I gaze,
But unsatisfied is my heart,
And my eyes are not contented
With moon-seeing.
She mused alone until the day dawned. The next night the Prince came
again, but she knew not of it. A lady was living in the opposite house. The
Prince's attendant saw a palanquin stopping before it and said to His
Highness, "Some one has already come—there is a palanquin." "Let us
retire," said the Prince, and he went away. Now he could believe the
rumours. He was angry with her, yet being unable to make an end of it he
wrote: "Have you heard that I went to you last night? It makes me unhappy
that you don't know even that.
Against the hill of pines where the maiden pines for me,
Waves were high—that I had seen.
Yet to-day's sight, O ominous!"[11]
She received the letter on a rainy day, O unlooked-for disaster! She
suspected slanderous tongues.
You only are my always-waited-for island—
What waves can sweep it away!

So she answered, but the Prince being somewhat troubled by the sight of
the previous night, did not write to her for a long time.
Yet at last:
Love and misery in various shapes
Pass through my mind and never rest.
She wished to answer, but was ashamed to explain herself, so only wrote:
Let it be as you will, come or not, yet to part without bitter feeling
would lighten my sorrow.
From that time he seldom sent letters. One moon-bright night she was lying
with grieving thoughts. She envied the moon in its serene course and could
not refrain from writing to the Prince:
In her deserted house
She gazes at the moon—
He is not coming
And she cannot reveal her heart—
There is none who will listen.
She sent her page to give the poem to Ukon-no-Zo. Just then the Prince was
talking with others before the King. When he retired from the presence,
Ukon-no-Zo offered the letter. "Prepare the palanquin," he said, and he
came to her. The lady was sitting near the veranda looking at the sky, and
feeling that some one was coming had had the sudaré rolled down. He was
not in his court robe, but in his soft, everyday wear, which was more
pleasing to her eye. He silently placed his poem before her on the end of his
fan, saying, "As your messenger returned too soon without awaiting my
answer—" She drew it towards her with her own.
The Prince seemed to think of coming in, but went out into the garden,
singing, "My beloved is like a dew-drop on a leaf." At last he came nearer,
and said: "I must go to-night. I came secretly, but on such a bright night as
this none can escape being seen. To-morrow I must remain within for
religious duties, and people will be suspicious if I am not at home." He
seemed about to depart, when she—"Oh, that a shower might come! So
another brightness, more sweet than the heavenly one, might linger here for

a while!" He felt that she was more amiable than others had admitted. "Ah,
dear one," he said, and came up for a while, then went away, saying:
Unwillingly urged by the moon on her cloudy track
His body is going out, but not his heart
When he was gone she had the sudaré rolled up and read his poem in the
moonlight.
She is looking at the moon,
But her thoughts are all of me
Hearing this
It draws me to her side.
How happy! He seemed to have been thinking her a worthless woman, but
he has changed his mind, she thought. The Prince, on his side, thought the
lady would have some value for him when he wanted to be amused, but
even while he was thinking it, he was told that the Major-General was her
favourite and visited her in the daytime. Still others said, "Hyobukyo is
another of her lovers." The Prince was deterred by these words and wrote
no more.
One day His Highness's little page, who was the lover of one of her maids,
came to the house. While they were chattering the page was asked if he had
brought a letter, he answered: "No; one day my Lord came here, but he
found a palanquin at the gate. From that time he does not write letters.
Moreover, he has heard that others visit here." When the boy was gone this
was told. She was deeply humiliated. No presumptuous thoughts nor desire
for material dependence had been hers. Only while she was loved and
respected had she wished for intercourse. Estrangement of any other kind
would have been bearable, but her heart was torn asunder to think that he
should suspect her of so shameful a thing. In the midst of mourning over
her unfortunate situation, a letter was brought her:
I am ill and much troubled these days. Of late I visited your dwelling,
but alas! at an unlucky time. I feel that I am unmanly.
Let it be—
I will not look toward the beach—
The seaman's little boat has rowed away.

Her answer:
You have heard unmentionable things about me. I am humiliated and it
is painful for me to write any more. Perhaps this will be the last letter.
Off the shore of { aimlessness
{ Sodé
With burning heart and dripping sleeves,
I am he who drifts in the seaman's boat.
It was already the Seventh month. On the seventh day she received many
letters from elegant persons in deference to the celestial lovers,[12] but her
heart was not touched by them. She was only thinking that she was utterly
forgotten by the Prince, who had never lost such an opportunity to write to
her; but [at last] there came a poem:
Alas! that I should become like the Herder-God
Who can only gaze at the Weaving One
Beyond the River of Heaven.
The lady saw that he could not forget her and she was pleased.
Her poem:
I cannot even look towards that shore
Where the Herder-God waits:
The lover stars also might avoid me.
His Highness would read, and he would feel that he must not desert her.
Towards the moon-hidden day [end of the month] he wrote to her:
I am very lonely. Please write to me sometimes as to one of your
friends.
Her reply:
Because you do not wake you cannot hear—
The wind is sighing in the reeds—
Ah, nights and nights of Autumn!
The messenger who took the poem came back with one from him:

O my beloved, how can you think my sleep untroubled? Lately sad
thoughts have been mine and never sleep is sound.
The wind blows over the reeds—
I will not sleep, but listen
Whether its sigh thrills my heart.
After two or three days, towards evening, he came unexpectedly and made
his palanquin draw into the courtyard. As she had not yet seen him in the
daylight, he was abashed, he said, but there was no help for it. He went
away soon and did not write for so long that anxiety began to fill her heart,
so at last she sent:
Wearily the Autumn days drag by—
From him no message—
Boding silence!
Sweet are man's promises, but how different is the heart!
Then he wrote that, though he never forgot her, of late he could not leave
the palace.
Though days pass
And others may forget
I can never lose the thought
That meeting in the evening
Of an Autumn day.
The lady was pitiable, having no one to depend on, and tried to sustain
herself with the uncertain consolations of a life of sentiment. Reflection
increased her wretchedness, and when the eighth month came she went to
Ishiyama Temple[13] to revive her doleful spirit intending to remain there
for seven days.
One day the Prince said to his page: "It is a long time since I wrote; here is
a letter for her." The page replied: "I went to her house the other day and
heard that she had lately gone to Ishiyama Temple." "Then—it is already
late in the day—to-morrow morning you shall go there." He wrote a letter
and the page went to Ishiyama with it.

Her mind was not in the presence of Buddha, but at home in the Royal City.
She was thinking that were she loved by him as at the beginning there
would have been no wandering like that. She was very sad, yet sadness
made her pray to the Buddha with all her heart.
Perceiving that some one approached, she looked down, wondering who it
might be. It was the Prince's page! As she had just been thinking of the
Prince, she hurriedly sent her maid to question him. The letter was brought
and opened with more agitation than usual. It was as follows:
You seem to be steeped in Buddha's teaching. It would have given me
pleasure to have been informed of it. Surely I am not loved so deeply
that I am a hindrance to your devotion to Buddha. Only to think of
your calm makes me jealous.
The poem:
Do you feel that my soul wanders after you,
Passing across the Barrier?
O ceaseless longing!
When shall you return?
When she was in his neighbourhood he wrote but seldom—gratifying that
he should send a letter so far!
The answer:
The way of { meeting
{ Omi [14]
She was thinking that he had quite forgotten—
Who can it be that is coming across the barrier?
You ask when I shall go back—it is as yet uncertain.
On the Mount { Nagara
{ while being
My yearning is towards the { Biwa lake
{ open water
{ Uchi de no Hama

{ The beach of going out
Does not lie towards { Miyako
{ the royal city.
The Prince read her poems and said to the page: "I am sorry to trouble you,
but please go once more."
His poem:
I sought for you in the { Osaka Yama
{ mount of meeting
But though never forgetting you
My way was lost in the trackless valley.
His second poem:
Being overwhelmed with sorrow
I wished to remain in retirement
But { Omi no umi
{ the lake of meeting
Is beyond { Uchi de no Hama
{ the beach of going out.
She wrote back only poems:
Tears which could not be restrained at the barrier
Flow towards the { Omi no umi—
{ lake of meeting
And on the margin she wrote:
Let me try you—
My own heart also,
Come and tempt me towards the royal city.
His Highness had never thought of going so far [to seek her], but he thought
he must go to her as he had received such a letter. He came and they went
back together.
His poem:
Infelicitous love! Although entered into the Way of Eternal Law.
[15]

Who was it came
And tempted back to the Royal City?
The answer:
Out of the mountain to the darker path I wander,
Because I met you once more.
Towards the moon-hidden day a devastating wind blew hard. It rained and
she was even sadder than usual, when a letter was brought. She thought the
Prince had not lost a fit occasion to inquire for her, and she could harbour
no hard thoughts of him.
His poem:
In sorrow I gaze upon the sky of Autumn
The clouds are in turmoil
And the wind is high.
Her answer:
A gentle wind of Autumn makes me sad
O day of storm—
No way to speak of it!
The Prince thought in this he could read her true feeling, but days passed
before his visit.
It was after the tenth day of the Ninth month. He waked and saw the
morning moon.[16] It seemed a long time since he had seen her. He felt that
she was gazing at this moon, so followed by his page, he knocked at her
gate. The lady was lying awake and meditating, lost in a melancholy which
may have been due to the season. She wondered at the knock, but knew not
who the visitor might be. She waked the maid lying beside her, who was in
a sound sleep; the latter called out for the manservant. When he went out,
waking with difficulty, the knocking had ceased and the visitor had gone.
The guest must have thought her a dull sleeper and been disheartened. Who
was it likely to be? Surely one of like mind with herself! Her man, who had
gone out after much rousing, and seen no one, complained that it was only
her fancy. "Even at night our mistress is restless—Oh, these unpeaceful
persons!" Thus he grumbled away, but went to sleep again at once.

The lady got up and saw the misty sky. When morning came she jotted
down her thoughts aimlessly, and while doing it received a letter:
In the Autumn night
The pale morning moon was setting
When I turned away from the shut door.
He must have thought her a disappointing woman. Yet she was happy to
think that he never failed to associate her with every changing season and
came to her door when he was attracted by the lovely sight of the sky, so
she folded the notes she had just written and sent them to His Highness.
The notes:
Sound of wind; wind blows hard as if it were determined to blow away
the last leaves on the branch. It grows cloudy and threatening, rain
patters slightly. I am hopelessly desolate.
Before the Autumn ends
My sleeves will be all rotted with tears,
The slow rains cannot do more to them.
I am sad, but no one remarks it; the leaves of trees and plants change
day by day and so affection in him. In anticipation I feel the dreariness
of the long winter rains; the leaves are pitifully teased by the winds;
the drops on the leaves which may vanish at any moment—how like
they are to my own life!
The sight of the leaves ever reminds me strangely of my own sadness.
I cannot go within, but lie on the veranda; mayhap my end is not far
off. I feel a vague anger that others are in comfortable sleep and cannot
sympathize with me. Just now I heard the faint cry of a wild goose.[17]
Others will not be touched by it, but I cannot endure the sound.
How many nights, alas!—
Sleepless—
Only the calls of the wild geese—
Let me not pass the time in this way. I will open the shutter and watch
the moon declining towards the western horizon. It seems distant and

serenely transparent. There is mist over the earth; together comes the
sound of the morning bell and the crowing of cocks. There will be no
moment like this in past or future. I feel that the colour of my sleeves
is new to me.
Another with same thoughts
May be gazing at the pale morning moon
Of the Long-night month—
No sight is more sorrowful.
Now there comes a knocking at the gate. What does it mean? Who
passes the night with thoughts like mine?
There is one of like mind with me
Musing upon the morning moon.
But no way to find him out!

"THE LADY GOT UP AND SAW THE MISTY SKY"

She had meant to send the last poem only to the Prince, but when she
learned that it was His Highness himself who had come she sent all.
The Prince read and did not feel that his visit had been in vain, if she also
had been awake and sadly dreaming. He wrote promptly and the letter was
presented while she was gazing aimlessly. She opened it anxiously and
read:
First poem:
She thinks her own sleeves only are wet
But another's also are rotting.
Second poem:
Dew-life soon to vanish away,
Hangs long suspended in forgetfulness of self
On the long-blooming chrysanthemum flower.
Third poem:
Sleepless the call of wild geese on the cloud-track
Yet the pain is from your own heart.
Fourth poem:
There may be another with thoughts like mine,
Who is gazing toward the sky of the morning moon.
Fifth poem:
Although not together
You too were gazing at the moon
Believing that I went this morning to your gate,
Alas!
O that gate hard to be opened!
So her writing had not been uselessly sent!
Towards the moon-hidden day she had another letter. After excusing
himself for his late neglect he wrote:

I have an awkward thing to ask you. There is a lady with whom I have
been secretly intimate. She is going away to a distant province and I
want to send her a poem which will touch her heart deeply. Everything
you write touches me, so please compose a poem for me.
She was unwilling conceitedly to carry out his wishes, but she thought it too
prudish to refuse him, so she wrote with the words: "How can I satisfy
you?"
Her poem:
In the tears of regret
Your image will linger long
Even after chilly Autumn has gone by.
It is painful for me to write a heartfelt letter in your place.
And on the margin she wrote:
Leaving you, where can she go?
For me no other life.
The Prince wrote back:
Very good poem is all that I can say. I cannot say that you have
expressed my heart. Forsaking me she wanders away.
So let it be.
Let me think of you, the unexcelled one.
There is not another.
Thus I can live on.
It was the Tenth month and more than ten days had passed before the Prince
came to her.
"The inner room is too dark and makes me restless. Let me sit here near the
veranda." He said many heart-touching and tender words. She could not
help being pleased. The moon was hidden and rain came pattering down;
the scene was in harmony with their feeling. Her heart was disturbed with
mingled emotions. The Prince perceived her feeling and thought: "Why is

she so much slandered by others? She is always here alone sorrowing thus."
He pitied her and startled the lady a little whose head was bowed in distress
on her hand by reciting a poem:
It is not dripping rain nor morning dew
Yet here lying, strangely wet are the sleeves of the arm-pillow.
She was overwhelmed by feeling and could not speak, but he saw her tears
glistening in the moonlight. He was touched and said: "Why do you not
speak? Have my idle words displeased you?" She replied: "I do not know
why, but I feel that my heart is anguished, though your words are in my
ears. You will see," she went on lightly; "I shall never forget your poem on
the sleeves of the arm-pillow."
Thus the pitiful sad night was passed, and the Prince saw that she had no
other lover. He was sorry to go away from her in the early dawn, and
immediately sent a message: "How are you to-day? Are the tears dry this
morning?"
Her answer:
In the morning they were dry,
For only in a dream
Were the sleeves of the arm-pillow wet.
He read it and smiled at the word "arm-pillow" which she had said she
should never forget.
His poem:
You say it was only in a dream
That the sleeves were wet with tears:
Yet I cannot dry them—the sleeves of the arm-pillow.
I have never experienced so sorrow-sweet an autumnal night. Was it
the influence of the time?
After that he could not live without seeing her, and visited her oftener. As
he saw her more intimately he saw that she was not a faithless woman. Her
helpless situation touched his heart more and more, and he became deeply
sympathetic with her. Once he said to her: "Even though you live on thus in
solitude, I shall never forget you, but it would be better to come to my

palace. All these slanderous rumours are due to your living alone. I for my
part never met any men [here]; is it because I come from time to time? Yet
others tell me very improper things about you which should not be heard; it
made me unspeakably sad to turn away from your shut gate. Remembering
that you are living in loneliness I sometimes have made a decision; yet
being old-fashioned in my ways I hesitated to tell you of it because I
anticipated the profound sadness with which you would hear these rumours;
nevertheless, I cannot continue our relations in this way. I fear that the
rumour might become true; then I should not be allowed to come, and you
would become for me like the moon in the Heavenly way. If you really feel
the loneliness you speak of, please come to me. There are many persons
living there [in his palace], yet you will have no feeling of constraint. As I
have been unhappy in my domestic relations, I do not linger in that desolate
region [the house of his Princess]; but am always alone, performing
religious services; I hope that my loneliness may be lessened by talking
with you whose mind is in sympathy with mine."

"STRANGELY WET ARE THE SLEEVES OF THE ARM-PILLOW"

Her feeling was opposed to such a thing; she had never told him about the
late Prince. Yet there was no mountain retreat to which she could fly from
World-troubles and her present condition seemed like a never-ending night.
There had been many men who had wanted her; hence many strange reports

were flying about. She could have confidence in no one but the Prince, so
she was much tempted.
She thought: "He has his wife, yet she lives in a detached house, the nurse
does all for him. If I show my affection and take pride in it, I shall be much
blamed; my wish is that he should hide me from the world."
"Though to be visited by you is a rare occurrence, such a time soothes my
heart; there is nothing else. So let anything happen, I will yield to your
every wish. Elsewhere they are saying ugly things about us; if they see the
fact accomplished, how much harder their words will be!"
"Those harsh words will be said about me, not you, at any rate. I will find
you a completely retired house where we can talk tranquilly." He gave her
much hope, and went away in the depths of night—the barred door [outer
strong gate of lattice work] had been left open [for that purpose].
She thought within herself, being much troubled: "If I continue to live
alone, I can keep myself respected. If I were forsaken by him in his palace,
I should be laughed at."
After she retired this poem came:
I went along the path when night was opening.
Sodden were they,
The sleeves of the arm-pillow.
"That idle fancy of the sleeves he has not forgotten." This pleased her.
Her poem:
Your sleeves are wet with the dews on the grass of the morning
path.
The sleeves of my arm-pillow are wet, but not with dew.
The next night the moon was very bright. Here and there people were
gazing at it. The next morning the Prince wanted to send her a poem and
was waiting for the page [to take it]. The lady, too, had noticed the
whiteness of the hoar-frost [and sent this poem]:
There was frost on the sleeves of the arm-pillow,
And in the morning,
Lo! A frost-white world!

The Prince was sorry the lady had got ahead of him. He said to himself:
"The night was passed yearning after the beloved and frost—"
Just then the page presented himself and His Highness said, with some
temper, handing his letter to the page: "Her messenger has already come; I
am beaten. I wish you had come earlier." The page ran to her, and said: "I
had been summoned before your messenger got there. I was late and he is
angry." The lady read the letter:
The moon last night was very bright,
In a frosty morning
I await
With hope unwarranted
One who cannot be expected.
His letter seemed not to have been suggested by hers, and she was pleased
that His Highness had been in the same mood with herself.
Her poem:
I did not sleep, gazing at the moon all night
But the dawning of the day
Was in whiteness of hoar-frost.
You are angry with the page. He is very sorry, and it awakes my pity.
The morning sun shines on the frost
So, like the sun, your face.
Two or three days passed without a word from him. Her heart was in his
promise which gave her hope, but she could not sleep for anxiety. While
lying awake in bed, she heard a knocking at the gate. It was just dawn.
"What can it be?" she wondered, and sent a servant to inquire. It was the
Prince's letter. It was an unusual hour for it and she wondered sorrowfully
whether the Prince had been conscious of her emotion. She opened her
shutter and read this letter in the moonlight:
Do you see that the little night opens[18]
And on the ridge of the mountain, serenely bright,
Shines the moon of a night of Autumn?

The bridge across the garden pond was clearly seen in the moonlight. The
door was shut, and she thought of the messenger outside the gate and
hastened her answer:.
The night opens and I cannot sleep,
Yet I am dreaming dreams,
And, loving them, the moon I do not see.
The Prince thought the answer not invented, and that it would be amusing
to have her near him, to respond to his every fancy. After two days he came
quietly in a palanquin for women. It was the first time she had shown
herself to him in full[19] daylight, but it would be unfriendly to creep away
and hide, so she went to welcome him, creeping a little nearer to the
entrance. He excused himself for the absence of those days and said: "Make
up your mind quickly as to the thing I spoke of the other day. I am always
uneasy in these wanderings, yet more uneasy when I cannot see you. O
troublesome are the ways of this absurd world!"
She replied: "I wish to yield to your mind, whatever it may be, yet my
thoughts are troubled when I anticipate my fate and see myself neglected by
you afterwards."
He said: "Try it, I can come very seldom." And he went away. On the hedge
there was a beautiful mayumi[20] and the Prince, leaning against the
balustrade:
Our words are like these leaves,
Ever coloured deeper and deeper—
And she took it up [completing the 31-syllable poem he had begun]:
Although it is only the pearl dew that deepens them.
The Prince was pleased and thought her not without taste.
He seemed very elegant. He was attired as usual, his underdress exquisite.
Her eye was much charmed, and she thought that she was too frivolous [to
be thinking about it].
Next day he wrote:
Yesterday I was sorry that you were embarrassed, yet the more
attracted by it.

She answered:
The Goddess of Mount Katuragi[21] would have felt so too—
There is no bridge across the way of Kumé.
I did not know what to do.
The messenger came back with his poem:
Were my devotion to be rewarded
How could I stop,
Though bridge were none at Katuragi San.
After that he came oftener, and her tiresome days were lightened.
But her old friends also sent letters and visited her, too, so she wanted to go
to the Prince's palace at once, lest some unlucky thing should occur; yet her
heart was anxious and hesitating.
One day he sent word: "Maple trees of the mountain are very beautiful.
Come! let us go together to see them." She answered, "I shall be glad to do
it." But the appointed day came and his Highness wrote: "To-day I must
confine myself for a religious service." But that night it stormed, and the
leaves were all gone from the trees. She waked and wrote to the Prince how
sorry she was that they could not have gone the previous day.
His answer:
In the Godless month[22] it stormed—
To-day I dream and dream
And wonder if the storm was within my heart.
She returned:
Was it a rainstorm? How my sleeves are wet!
I cannot tell—but muse profoundly.
After the night storm there are no more maple leaves. O that we could
have gone to the mountain yesterday!
His Highness returned:

O that we might have gone to see the maple leaves, for this morning it
is useless to think of it.
And on the margin there was a poem:
Though I believe
No maple leaves are hanging on the boughs,
Yet we may go to see
If scattering ones remain.
And she answered:
Were the mountains of evergreens to change into red leaves,
Then we would go to see them
With tranquil, tranquil hearts.
My poem will make you laugh!
The night came and the Prince visited her. As her dwelling was in an
unlucky direction,[23] he came to take her out of it.
"For these forty-five days I shall stop at my cousin's, the LieutenantGeneral of the Third Rank, on account of the unlucky direction [of my own
house]. It is rather embarrassing to take you to that unfamiliar place." Yet
he dared to take her there. The palanquin was drawn into its shelter [small
house built for it]; the Prince got out and walked away alone, and she felt
very lonesome. When all were asleep he came to take her in and talked
about various things. The guards, who were curious about it, were walking
to and fro. Ukon-no-Zo and the page waited near the Prince. His feeling for
her was so intense at this moment that all the past seemed dull. When day
dawned he took her back to her own home, and hurriedly returned himself
to get back before people woke up.
She could no longer disregard the earnest and condescending wish of His
Highness, and she could no more treat him with indifference. She made up
her mind to go to live with him. She received kind advice against it, but did
not listen. As she had been unhappy, she wanted to yield herself to good
fortune; yet when she thought of the court servitude she hesitated and said
to herself: "It is not my inmost wish. I yearn for a retired religious life far
away from worldly troubles. What shall I do when I am forsaken by the
Prince? People will laugh at my credulity. Or shall I live on as I am? Then I

can associate with my parents and brothers; moreover, I can look after my
child,[24] who seems now like an encumbrance." Nevertheless, at last she
wanted to go, and she did not write her heart to the Prince, for she thought
he would know everything about her if they should live together. Her old
friends sent letters, yet she did not answer them saying [to herself]: "There
is nothing to write."
A letter from the Prince—in it was written: "I was a fool to believe in you."
His words were few. There was an old poem:
You are faithless, yet I will not complain.
As the silent sea
Deep is the hate in my heart.
Her heart was broken. There were many extraordinary rumours about her,
yet there were days when she believed that no harm could come of a false
rumour. Some one must have slandered her, suspecting that she was
yielding to the earnest desires of the Prince and going to live at the palace.
She was sad, but could not write to him. She was ashamed to think of what
the Prince might have heard. The Prince, seeing that she did not explain
herself, wrote to her again:
Why do you not answer? Now I believe in the rumour. How swiftly
your heart changes! I heard something I did not believe, and wrote to
you that you might wipe away such unpleasant thoughts from my
mind.
These words opened [i.e. lightened] her bosom a little. She wanted to know
what he had heard and suddenly the wish to see him came to her.
O could you come to me this instant! I hunger to see thee, but cannot
go because I am buried in slander.
The Prince wrote back:
You are too afraid of slanders and I read your mind in this caution. I
am angry about it.
She thought he was teasing her, yet it saddened her, and she replied:

I cannot help it, please come in any case!
He returned:
I say to myself, "I will not suspect, I will not resent," but my heart does
not follow my will.
Her answer:
Your enmity will never cease. I rely upon you, yet I suspect your
faithfulness.
In the evening the Prince came. He said: "I wrote to you not believing the
story. If you wish not to have such things said of you, come!"
She replied: "Then take me there!" But when it was dawn His Highness
returned alone. He wrote to her continually, yet he seldom visited her. Once
there was a great storm—the Prince did not inquire for her. She thought His
Highness did not sympathize with her solitude, so wrote to him in the
evening:
The season of the withering frost is sad,
The autumnal wind rages
And the sighing of the reed never stops.
The Prince's answer was:
The solitary reed which none but me remembers
How it is sighing in the raging wind!
I am even ashamed to confess how much my mind is completely
occupied with you.
She was pleased, indeed. The Prince sent his palanquin, saying that he was
going to the hidden rendezvous to avoid the unlucky direction of his house.
The lady went thither, thinking she would follow every wish of his. They
talked tranquilly for many days and nights, and her unrest was chased away.
She was now not unwilling to live with him, but when the time for avoiding
the unlucky direction was over, she was sent back to her home. There she
thought of him more longingly than ever, and sent a poem:

In this hour of longing
Reflection brings to mind each day gone by
And in each one
Was less of sorrow.
He replied:
Sorrows of love were less each yesterday,
But how can those vanished days be caught again?
There is no other way but to resolve to come to me.
She was still cautious and could not take things so easily. She passed many
days in musing. By this time the coloured leaves [of Autumn] had all fallen.
The sky was clear and bright. One evening as the sun was setting she felt
very lonely and wrote to him:
You art always my consolation,
Yet with the end of day sadness comes.
He replied:
All are sad when the day ends,
Yet are you sadder than any—
You who wait?
I can sympathize with you and I am coming.
The next morning the frost was very white; he sent to inquire for her,
asking, "How are you feeling now?" She sent a poem:
Not in repose was the night passed;
But the frosty morning
Brought its own charm,
Incomparable.
His answer contained many touching words, and a poem:
To think alone is [not life].
If you were thinking the same thoughts—
She answered:

You are you and I am I,
Yet between your heart and mine is no separation.
Make no such distinctions.
The lady caught cold. Though not serious she suffered. The Prince often
inquired for her and at last she answered, saying:
A little better. The thread of life thinned down and it seemed to be
going to break, but now it is dear to me because of you. Is it because I
am deep in sin?
He wrote back:
Gladly do I hear it:
The thread of your life
Cannot easily be broken,
For it is tied together,
With pledges of long-enduring affection.
The end of the year was at hand. The first day of the Frost month seemed
like a day of early spring, but the next morning it snowed. The Prince sent a
poem:
Since the god-age it has snowed,
It is a known thing,
Yet that snow seems very fresh this morning!
She returned an answer:
First snow! I see it young every winter,
Yet my face grows old
As Winter comes.
Days were passed in exchanging these nothings. Again his letter:
I become impatient to see you, and just now wanted to go to you, but
my friends have met here to compose poems together.
She wrote:
Had you no time to come?
Then I would go to you.

O that I knew { an even way of love.
{ the art of composing poems.
He was pleased.
Come to my house. Here is the even way and here's the way to see
each other.
That night he visited her, and talked touchingly of many things. "Would you
be sad," he said, "if I should desert my house and become a monk?" He
spoke sadly, and she wondered why such a thought had entered his mind,
and whether it could be true or not. Overcome with melancholy she wept.
Outside was tranquil rain and snow: they slept not at all, but talked together
with feeling throughout the night as if the world were all forgotten. She felt
that his affection was deeper than she had suspected. He seemed to feel
everything in her, and could sympathize with her every emotion. In that
case she could accomplish her determination from the beginning [to go to
become a nun]. So she made up her mind, but said nothing and sat
lamenting. He saw her feeling and said:
Lovers' fancy of a moment held us both through the night,
And she continued:
Tears came to their eyes,
And without was the rain.
In the morning he talked of merrier things than usual, and went back.
Though she had no faith in it [i.e. the convent], yet she had been thinking of
it to comfort her solitude. Now her mind was confused, trying to think how
to realize it, and she told her perplexed feeling to the Prince:
On waking I cannot think.
I wish that those were only dreams [of which we talked last
night].
And on the margin she wrote:
We made our vows so earnestly,
Yet must these vows yield
To the common fate of the changing world.

I am sorry to think of it.
The Prince read it and made answer:
I wanted to write to you first—
I will not think it real,
Those sad things were only dreams
Dreamed in a night of dreams.
I wish that you would think so too. You dwell too much upon nothing.
Only life is fickle:
We know not how it will end.
But promises shall endure
As long as the pine-tree at Suminoye.[25]
O my beloved, I spoke to you of what I did not heartily wish. You are
too literal. I am sorry for that.
Yet the lady's thought lingered over that sad intention and she lamented
much. Once she was making haste to set out when she received the Prince's
letter:
Oh, I longed for it, though I had just seen it
A yamato-nadeshiko[26] growing in the hedge of a mountaindwelling.
It was painful to her present mind, yet she replied:
If you love, come and see,
Even the thousand swift gods will not forbid
Those who follow in the Way.
He smiled over the poem. As he was reading sutras those days he sent the
following poem:
The way of meeting is not god-forbidden.
But I am on the seat of the Law
And cannot leave it.

Her answer:
Then will I go thither to seek you,
Only do you enlarge the seat!
Once it snowed heavily and he sent her a poem affixed to a branch covered
with snow:
Snow falls, and on all the branches
Plum flowers are in bloom,
Though it is not yet spring.
This was unexpected and she wrote back:
Thinking that plum flowers were in bloom
I broke the branch,
And snow scattered like the flowers.
The next morning early he sent a poem:
These winter nights lovers keep vigil.
Lying on one's lonely bed
Day dawns
And the eyelids have not met.
Her answer:
Can it be true?
On Winter nights eyes are shut in ice [frozen tears]
And midnight hours are desolate.
I wait for dawn, although no joy is in it.
What the Prince had been thinking of he wrote in heart-dwindling words,
saying, "I think I cannot live out my life in this world," so she wrote back:
For me, it is fitting to speak of these things,
For they recall
The romance of past days.
His poem:
I would not exist even for a moment
In a world where sorrows

Follow one another like the joints
In the bamboo stalk.
He had been troubling himself to find out a fit place to conceal her, but he
reflected, "She is not used to such a life and would be embarrassed by it.
For my part, I should be much rebuked. It is simpler to go myself and bring
her as my maid."
So on the eighteenth of the Finishing month on a moon-bright night he
visited her. He said in the ordinary way, "Now, please come," and she
thought it for a night only. When she got into the palanquin alone, "Take an
attendant with you. If you are willing we will talk together tranquilly tomorrow and the day after to-morrow."
He had not spoken in this way before, and she, guessing his intention, took
her maid with her. She was not carried to the same house as before. The
room was beautifully adorned, and he said, "Live here privately; you may
have several attendants." Now she was sure she had understood him and she
thought it fortunate to come thus secretly. People would be astonished to
find she had come here to live before they were aware. When day dawned
she sent her servant to fetch her case of combs and other things. The Prince
left the room, but the shutters were still closed. It was not frightful, but
uncomfortable.

"IN THE DAYTIME COURTIERS CAME TO SEE HIM"

"I wish," said the Prince, "to arrange that you shall live in the North
building. This room is near the Audience Room and has no charm in it" [i.e.
some one might discover her]. So she shut herself up and listened in secret.
In the daytime courtiers of the ex-Emperor [his father] came to see him. He

said: "How is it with you here? Can you stay? I feared that you would find
it disagreeable by my side"; and she answered, "I feared just the same
thing." He laughed and said: "To tell the truth, take care of yourself while I
am away; some impertinent fellows may come to catch a glimpse of you. In
a few days I will have you live openly in the room where now is my
housekeeper [nurse]. The room where I pass the day has no visitors."
After two or three days she was removed to the North side building.[27]
People were astonished and ran and told the Princess, who said: "Even
without this event, I have not been treated as I ought to have been. She is of
no high birth; it is too much." She was angry because he had told her
nothing. His secrecy displeased her very much, and she was more
inconsolable than ever. The Prince felt sorry for her and tried to be with her
oftener. She said to him: "I am ill with hearing rumours and have come to
hate seeing people. Why have you not told me this before? I would not have
interfered: I cannot bear to be treated like a woman of no importance. I am
ashamed to think that people are laughing at me." She said it weeping and
weeping. He answered: "I brought her for my maid, and I thought that you
would allow it; as you are angry with me the Lieutenant-General [her
brother] hates me also. I brought her to dress my hair and she shall serve
you also." The Princess was not softened by these words, but she was
silenced.
Thus days passed and the lady became used to the court life. She dressed
his hair and served in everything. As he did not allow her to retire to her
private room, the visits of the Princess became more and more rare. The
Princess lamented it infinitely. The year turned back and on the first day of
the Social month all the courtiers came to perform the ceremony of
congratulation before the Emperor. The Prince was among them. He was
younger and fairer than any, and even this made her ashamed of herself.
From the Princess's house her ladies went out to see the procession, yet they
did not care so much to see the courtiers as to look at her. They were in
great disorder looking about; it was an ugly sight.
After dark when the ceremony was over, His Highness came back and all
the court nobles came with him to amuse themselves. It was very gay and a
contrast to the solitary life of her old home. One day the Prince heard that
even the lowest servants were speaking evil of her. He thought it was due to
the behaviour of his wife, and being displeased seldom went to the Royal

dwelling. She was sorry for the Princess, yet she did not know what to do.
She remained there, thinking that she would do as she was bid.
The Princess's elder sister was married to the Crown Prince and just then
was living with her parents. She wrote to the younger Princess: "How are
you? I have heard something of what people are saying these days. Is it
true? Even I feel disgraced. Come to us during the night."
The Princess could not console herself when she thought how much people
who make talk about nothing were gossiping. She wrote back to her sister:
"I have received your letter. I had been unhappy in the world [married life]
and now am in a painful situation. For a time I will go back, and beholding
the young Princess will comfort me. Please send some one to summon me. I
cannot go away when I desire, for he will not permit it." She began to put
her affairs in order, taking away those things which must not be seen by
others. She said: "I am going there for a while, for if I stay here my husband
will feel uncomfortable to come to me. It is painful for both of us." And
they said: "People are talking and laughing about it a good deal. He went
out himself to get her. She is dazzling to the eye; she lives in the court
ladies' room over there. She goes to the Prince's hall three or four times a
day. It is quite right that you should punish him—going away with few
words!"
All hated the lady, and he was sorry for her. His Highness suspected what
his wife was going to do, and he found his conjecture realized when the
sons of his brother-in-law came to fetch her. A lady-in-waiting said to the
housekeeper: "The princess has taken important things with her; she is
going away." The housekeeper was in great anxiety and said to the Prince:
"The Princess is going away. What will the Crown Prince think of it! Go to
comfort her."
It was painful to her [the lady] to see these things going on. She was very
sorry and pained, yet, as it was an unfit time to say anything, she kept
silence. She wanted to get away from this disagreeable place, but thought
that also not good. She thought she could never get rid of her trouble if she
stayed. His Highness went towards the Princess, who met him as if nothing
had happened. "Is it true," he said, "that you are going to your elder sister?
Why have you not asked me for the palanquin?" She answered: "Something
has happened. There is something which demands me and they have sent

messengers for me." She said nothing more. The Princess's words, her
letters, and those of her sister were written roughly, from supposition.
[1] In the writings of the ladies of those days World (yononaka) is often used as a synonym of loveaffair; i.e. their relations with men.
[2] In those days noblemen's houses were surrounded with an embankment, instead of a wall.
[3] Prince Tametaka, the third Prince of the Emperor Rezrei who reigned 968-969. The Prince died
on June 13, 1002. He had been Izumi Shikibu's lover.
[4] Tachibana: a kind of orange.
[5] The cuckoo sings when the tachibana is in flower. In this instance the "cuckoo" means the young
Prince. Thus there is a suggestion here if he chooses to take it.
[6] The period of mourning was to end on June 13, 1003.
[7] The cuckoo sings with low note in early spring, but when April is passed his voice grows clear
and loud. It is a favourite bird in Japan.
[8] The meaning of the poem is vague. Ayame may mean Iris sibirica—rain-stop, darkness—these
are homonyms in Japanese. The fifth day of the fifth month was a festival day, and people adorned
their houses with iris sibirica, so the last line might mean that she wanted to prepare for the festival.
If we take the word ayame in the meaning of rain-stop, then we can understand the poem as follows:
"It is the wet season now, and it is raining within my heart. To-night I am going to the temple to pray
that the rainy season will be over (and to chase away the darkness from my soul). After that I wish
you to come."
[9] Ukon-no-Zo, an officer in the Bodyguard. He seems to have been an attendant of the late Prince
Tametaka, before he served the present Prince.
[10] Prime Minister Fujiwara-no-Michinaga, the most powerful man of the age. (See the Introduction
and the Murasaki Shikibu diary.)
[11] In the Japanese Matsu, n.=pine-tree; Matsu, v.=to wait. This poem refers to a famous one: /$ If
my heart grows faithless, and beat for another man, May waves pass over the hill of pines, where I
pine for my beloved! $/
[12] For the Festival of the stars on the seventh day of the Seventh month see the notes on pages 23,
24 of the Sarashina Diary. On this evening it was customary to write letters or pay visits in memory
of the heavenly lovers.
[13] Ishiyama Temple is some five miles to the east of Kioto. To reach there one must rise over the
ascent of Osaka, and the barrier of Seki at the foot of Mount Seki, where travellers were stopped and
examined. The temple commands a fine view of Lake Biwa, still more distant.
[14] This group of poems have as their base the play upon words of two meanings, or place-names
whose meanings make the necessary suggestive idea. Omi is the name of the province in which are
Ishiyama and Lake Biwa. Here the word is used as the homophon of meeting. Mount Nagara is near
the Ishiyama Temple. Nagara is the homophon of "while being (on the mountain)."
[15] Law of Buddha.
[16] The waning moon is called the morning moon because it can be seen after dawn.
[17] Wild geese visit Japan in Autumn and fly away northwards in the early spring. They are never
alone, and their cries calling to each other make the solitary woman feel loneliness more keenly.

[18] It is the Japanese way to say night opens instead of day dawns. The word little means nothing
but a feeling of endearment.
[19] The Japanese lady in her dwelling where the light was softened by her window-panes of white
silk, or her sudaré, dwelt always in a sort of twilight probably very becoming to beauty.
[20] Mayumi—Evonymœus europus. In Autumn the leaves of the tree become purple or red, and they
are so pretty that people call them "mountain brocade."
[21] According to an ancient fable, En-no-Shokaku, a great magician who could command even
gods, once summoned gods of many mountains to make a stone bridge at Kumé on Mount Katuragi
in the Province of Yamato. The goddess of Mount Katuragi was very shy, and, working only at night,
never showed herself before others. The magician grew angry with her, and punished her by
unveiling her. That was the cause of the failure in the work. (The inmost soul hides itself and works
in the dark. If you try to bring it into clear consciousness, you will fail in your work.)
[22] The Godless month—the Tenth month; so called because in that month all the gods left their
abodes and went to the High Plain of Heaven to hold counsel together.
[23] In those days they believed in lucky and unlucky directions. Those who went in an unlucky
direction might have some unfortunate incidents. This belief still holds in the country life of the
people. The writer was once deprived of a good servant who wanted to come to her, but could not
because her house was in an "unlucky direction!"

[24] In 997 she had Koshikibu-no-Naishi (she was also a poetess and court lady). Her husband was
Tachibana Michisada, to whom she was married before she knew Prince Tanetaka.
[25] The pine-tree at Suminoye is famous for its age.
[26] Yamato-nadeshiko—Japanese pink; the homonym means the caressed girl of Yamato.
[27] See plan of palace or nobleman's house.

THE END

APPENDIX
A
OLD JAPANESE CALENDAR
The year was divided according to a Lunar Calendar, which was one month
or so in advance of the present Solar Calendar.
NAMES OF THE MONTHS

First month; Social month; Spring-birth month.
Second month; Clothes-again-doubled month; Little-grass-growing month.
Third month; Ever-growing month; Flowery month; Dreaming month.
Fourth month; Deutzia month; First Summer month.
Fifth month; Rice-sprout month; Tachibana month.
Sixth month; Watery month (rice-fields filled with water).
Seventh month; Rice-ear month; Literary month (people composed poems
on
the star festival).
Eighth month; Rice-ear-swelling month; Mid-autumn.
Ninth month; Chrysanthemum month; Long-night month.
Tenth month; Gods-absent month; Thunderless month; Little Spring.
Eleventh month; Frost month.
Twelfth month; Last month; Spring-waiting month.

B
CHRONOLOGICAL TABLE OF EVENTS CONNECTED WITH
THE DIARIES
974. Izumi Shikibu, the daughter of Masamune, Governor
of the Province of Echizen, born.
977. Prince Tametaka (future lover of Izumi Shikibu) born.
978. Prince Atsumichi (future lover of Izumi Shikibu) born.
Murasaki Shikibu, daughter of Fujiwara Tametoki, born.
980. Prince Yasuhito (afterwards the Mikado Ichijo) born.
988. Akiko, Michinaga's first daughter, born.
990. Sadako, daughter of Michinaga's eldest brother Michitaka,
comes to the Court, and later becomes Queen to Mikado Ichijo.
991. Sei-Shōnagon comes to Court as one of Queen Sadako's ladies.
994. Prince Atsumichi comes of age and marries the third
daughter of Michitaka.
995. Izumi Shikibu marries Tachibana Michisada.
Prince Atsumichi divorces his first wife.

996. Prince Atsumichi marries again.
997. Murasaki Shikibu goes to Echizen with her father who
has been made Governor of the Province.
Akiko joins the Court.
Izumi Shikibu's first daughter born.
998. Murasaki Shikibu returns to Kiōto.
999. Murasaki Shikibu marries Fujiwara Nobutaka.
1000. Akiko made second queen.
Murasaki Shikibu's daughter born.
1001. Pestilence.
Murasaki Shikibu's husband dies.
Conflagration of the Palace.
1002. Murasaki Shikibu probably began the writing of the
"Genji Monogatari."
Sei-Shōnagon probably began the "Makura-no-Sōshi."
In June, Prince Tametaka (Izumi Shikibu's lover; her
husband, from whom she was divorced, had died earlier)
dies.
Izumi Shikibu begins a liaison with Prince Atsumichi.
1003. Izumi Shikibu goes to live at the South Palace.
1004. Izumi Shikibu leaves Prince Atsumichi's palace, and
marries Fujiwara Yasumasa.
1005. Murasaki Shikibu joins the Court.
Conflagration of the Palace.
Izumi Shikibu goes to the Province of Tango, her husband
having been appointed Governor.
1007. Akiko (second queen) gives birth to Prince Atsusada.
Murasaki Shikibu begins to keep her diary.
1008. Izumi Shikibu returns to become lady-in-waiting at the Court.
1009. Fujiwara Takasué's daughter (author of Sarashina Diary) born.
1017. Fujiwara Takasué appointed Province Governor, goes to
his province with his daughter.
1021. Takasué's daughter returns to Kiōto. Sarashina Diary begun.
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Thy pleasaunce. Princess, now is desolate
Where once the gleaming water- courses traced
Their paths among the cypresses, a waste
beyond thy ruined garden-gate;
dead, the bulbul flown away.
And Zeb-un-Nissa but a memory.
Stretches

The

rose

is

But where the rapt faquirs God's praises tell.
Where at the shrine the pious pilgrims meet.

Thy verses, Makhfi, holy tongues repeat.
Thy name is honoured and remembered

well

For through thy words they win a fleeting gleam
Of the Divine Beloved of their dream.
So might we, even in an alien tongue.
Bring from thy mystic garden, where, apart.
Thou dwelt communing with thy burning heart.
These echoes of the songs that thou hast sung.
And catch thy vision of the Soul's Desire,
The immortal Phoenix with its wings of fire.
J.

D.

W.

INTRODUCTION
The

Princess Zeb-un-Nissa was
the eldest
daughter of the Mogul Emperor Aurungzebe of
India, and was born in 1639.
She came of a
distinguished line, in direct descent from Genghiz
Khan and Tamerlane. Her Emperor-ancestors
were famous not only for their valour and statesmanship, but as patrons and inspirers of art and
learning, and, moreover, they themselves possessed
distinguished literary gifts. Baber's reminiscences
are written in so fresh and delightful a style that
their charm holds us to-day, and he wrote poetry
both in Turki and Persian, even inventing a
new style of verse. One of his sons, Mirza
Kamran, was also a writer of Persian verse.
Although Akbar has given the world no writings
of his own tradition even says that he never
found time to learn to write yet he surroimded
himself with a most cultured circle
and Abul

—

—

;

talented minister, constantly records
in his letters Akbar's wise sayings and noble
sentiments.
Jehangir, like Baber, wrote his
own memoirs, and they are ranked high in Persian

Fazl,

his

7
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Shah Jehan wrote some account of
and of his travels, and a record called
the Dastur-ul-Amal, or Laws of Shah Jehan.
Aurungzebe wrote books on Musulman law, and
the collection of his letters, called the Ruqat
Alamgiri, is famous. Nor was this literary talent
literature.

his court

confined to the men's side of the house. Baber's
daughter, Gulbadan, wrote some history of
her own times, and has left us an interesting
and Zeb-un-Nissa's
picture of Baber himself
verses still testify to her skill as a poet.
It is difficult to learn precisely the details of
they were not written in any connected
her life
biography, for in her later days she incurred the
wrath of her stern father, and no court chronicler
dared to speak of her. Her mother was Dilrus
;

;

Banu Begum, daughter of Shah Nawaz Khan.
From her childhood she showed great intelligence,
and she was instructed from an early

—

age.

At

seven years old she was a Hafiz she knew the
and her father gave a great
Koran by heart
We read that
feast to celebrate the occasion.
the whole army was feasted in the great Maidan
at Delhi, thirty thousand gold mohurs were
given to the poor, and the public offices were
closed for two days. She was given as teacher
a lady named Miyabai, and learned Arabic in
she then studied mathematics and
four years
astronomy, in which sciences she gained rapid
proficiency.
She began to write a commentary
;

;
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this was stopped by her
her early youth she wrote verses,
at first in Arabic but when an Arabian scholar
" Whoever has written
saw her work he said
this poem is Indian.
The verses are clever and
wise, but the idiom is Indian, although it is
a miracle for a foreigner to know Arabian so
welL" This piqued her desire for perfection,
and thereafter she wTote in Persian, her mothertongue. She had as tutor a scholar called
Shah Rustum Ghazi, who encouraged and directed
her literary tastes. She wrote at first in secret,
but he found copies of her verses among her
exercise-books.
He prophesied her future greatness, and persuaded her father to send all over
India and Persia and Kashmir to find poets
and to invite them to come to Delhi to form a
fitting circle for the princess.
This was the
more wonderful as Aurungzebe himself cared
little for poetry and used to speak against the
poet's calling.
He had forbidden the works of
Hafiz to be read in school by boys, or in the
palace by the Begums, but he made an exception
in favour of Zeb-un-Nissa.
Among the poets of her circle were Nasir Ali,
Sayab, Shamsh Wall Ullah, Brahmin, and
Behraaz. Nasir Ali came from Sirhind, and was
famous for his pride and his poverty, for he
despised the protection of the great. Zeb-unNissa admired his verses, and in a way he came

on the Koran, but

father.

From

;

:

—
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to be regarded almost as her rival poet. Her
coterie used to engage in a poetical tournament

a kind of war of wits. One would propose a
sometimes it would be a question another
would answer it or contradict it or qualify it
or expand it, by a line or lines in the same metre,
rhyming with the original line. This is called
mushaira a poetical concourse
and in this

—

line

;

—

;

quick repartee Zeb-un-Nissa excelled.
She had been betrothed by the wish of Shah
Jehan, her grandfather, to Suleiman Shikoh,
who was her cousin and son of Dara Shikoh
but Aurungzebe, who hated and feared Dara,
was unwilling that the marriage should take
place, and caused the young prince to be poisoned.
She had many other suitors for her hand, but
she demanded that she should see the princes
and test theu* attainments before a match was
arranged. One of those who wished to marry
her was Mirza Farukh, son of Shah Abbas II
she wrote to him to come to Delhi so
of Iran
that she might see what he was like. The
record remains of how he came with a splendid
retinue, and was feasted by Zeb-un-Nissa in a
pleasure-house in her garden, while she waited
on him with her veil upon her face. He asked
for a certain sweetmeat in words which, by a
play of language, also meant a kiss, and Zeb-un;

;

Nissa,

affronted,

said

:

want from our kitchen."

"

Ask

for

what you

She told her father

—
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that, in spite of the prince's beauty and rank,
his bearing did not please her, and she refused

the marriage. Mirza Farukh, however, sent her
this verse
"I am determined never to leave
here will I bow my head, here
this temple
will I prostrate myself, here wiU I serve, and
here alone is happiness." Zeb-un-Nissa answered:
"How light dost thou esteem this
game of love, O child. Nothing dost thou
know of the fever of longing, and the fire of
separation, and the burning flame of love."
And so he returned to Persia without her.
She enjoyed a great deal of liberty in the
palace
she wrote to many learned men of her
time, and held discussions with them. She
was a great favourite with her uncle Dara Shil^oh,
who was a scholar and wide-minded and enlightened.
To him she modestly attributed her
verses when first she began to write, and many
of the ghazals in the Diwan of Dara Shikoh are
by her. She came out in the court, and helped
in her father's councils, but always with the
veil upon her face.
Perhaps she liked the
metaphor of the face hidden till the day when
the Divine Beloved should come
perhaps
life behind carven lattices had a charm for her
for her pen-name is Makhfi, the hidden one.
"0 envy of
Once Nasir Ali said this verse
the moon, lift up thy veil and let me enjoy the
wonder of thy beauty." She answered
:

;

:

;

;

:

:

—

;

—
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The

I will not lift my veil,
For, if I did, who knows ?
bulbul might forget the rose,

The Brahman worshipper
Adoring Lakshmi's grace
Might turn, forsaking her,

To

see

my

face

;

My

beauty might prevail.
Think how within the flower
Hidden as in a bower
fragrant soul must be,
look on it
So me the world can see
Only within the verses I have writ
I will not lift the veil.

Her

And none can

She was deeply religious, but she was a Sufi,
and did not share her father's cold and narrow
orthodoxy. One day she was walking in the
garden, and, moved by the beauty of the world
around her, exclaimed, " Four things are necessary
to make me happy wine and flowers and a
running stream and the face of the Beloved."
Again and again she recited the couplet suddenly
she came upon Aurungzebe, on a marble platform
under a tree close by, wrapt in meditation. She
was seized with fear, thinking he might have
heard her profane words but, as if she had not
noticed him, she went on chanting as before,
but with the second line changed, " Four things
are necessary for happiness prayers and fasting
and tears and repentance "
She belonged, like her father, to the Sunni
sect of Musulmans, and was well versed in con-

—

;

;

—

!
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sons, Muhammad Ma'uzam,

One

of

13

Aurungzebe's

was a Shiah, and when

sectarian disputes took place in the court the princess was often asked to settle them.
Her decision
in one dispute is famous, for it was copied and
sent to Iran and Turan, and many scores of
Begums are said to have been converted to the
Sunni cause on that occasion. At first she took
^
great pleasure in the Tazia celebrationgave them up at her father's wish when he uame
to the throne, and adopted a simpler form of
..

faith.

Much of her personal allowance of four lakhs
a year she used in encouraging men of letters,
widows and orphans, and in
sending every year pilgrims to Mecca and
Medina. She collected a fine library and employed skilled caligraphers to copy rare and
valuable books for her and, as Kashmir paper
in providiQg for

;

and Kashmir

scribes

were

famous

for

she had a scriptorium also in
province, where work went on constantly.
personal interest in the work was great,
every morning she went over the copies
had been made on the previous day. She

excellence,

their

that

Her
and
that

had

contemporary fame as a poet, and literary men
used to send their works for her approval or
criticism, and she rewarded them according to
their merits.

In personal appearance she

is

described as
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and slim, her face round and fair in
two moles, or beauty-spots, on her
Her eyes and abundant hair were
left cheek.
very black, and she had thin lips and small
teeth.
In Lahore Museum is a contemporary
portrait, which corresponds to this description.
She did not use missia for blackening between
the teeth, nor antimony for darkening her eyelashes, though this was the fashion of her time.
Her voice was so beautiful that when she read
the Koran she moved her hearers to tears. In
in later life
dress she was simple and austere
she always wore white, and her only ornament
was a string of pearls round her neck. She is
held to have invented a woman's garment, the
angya kurti, a modification, to suit Indian
being

tall

colour, with

;

conditions, of the dress of the

now worn

women

of Tur-

She
was humble in her bearing, courteous, patient,
and philosophic in enduring trouble
no one,
it is said, ever saw her with a ruffled forehead.
Her chief friend was a girl named Imami, a
poet like herself. Zeb-un-Nissa was skilled in
the use of arms, and several times took part
kestan

;

it

is

all

over India.
;

in war.

1662 Aurungzebe was
and, his physicians prescribing change
of air, he took his family and court with him
to Lahore. At that time Akil Khan, the son of
He was
his vizier, was governor of that city.

In the beginning of

taken

ill,
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for his beauty and bravery, and was
a poet. He had heard of Zeb-un-Nissa,
and knew her verses, and was anxious to see
her.
On pretence of guarding the city, he used
to ride round the walls of the palace, hoping
to catch a glimpse of her. One day he was
fortunate
he caught sight of her on the housetop at dawn, dressed in a robe of gulnar, the
colour of the flower of the pomegranate. He
said, "A vision in red appears on the roof of
the palace." She heard and answered, com" Supplications nor force
pleting the couplet
nor gold can win her." She liked Lahore as a
residence, and was laying out a garden there
one day Akil Khan heard that she had gone
with her companions to see a marble pavilion
which was being built in it. He disguised
himself as a mason, and, carrying a hod, managed
to pass the guards and enter. She was playing
chausar with some of her girl friends, and he,
"In my longing for thee
passing near, said
I have become as the dust wandering round the
earth." She understood and answered imme" Even if thou hadst become as the
diately
wind, thou shouldst not touch a tress of my
hair."
They met again and again, but some
rumour reached the ears of Aurungzebe, who
was at Delhi, and he hastened back. He wished
to hush up the matter by hurrying her into
marriage at once. Zeb-un-Nissa demanded free-

famous
also

;

:

:

:

:

;
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dom

and asked that portraits of her
be sent to her and chose naturally
that of Akil Khan. Aurungzebe sent for him
but a disappointed rival wrote to him
"It is
no child's play to be the lover of a daughter
Aurungzebe knows your doings
of a king.
as soon as you come to Delhi, you will reap the
fruit of your love."
Akil Khan thought the
Emperor planned revenge. So, alas for poor
Zeb-un-Nissa at the critical moment her lover
he declined the marriage,
proved a coward
and wrote to the king resigning his service. Zebof choice,

suitors should

;

;

:

!

;

un-Nissa was scornful and disappointed, and
wrote
"I hear that Akil Khan has left off
pa3dng homage to me" or the words might
also mean, "has resigned service "
"on account
He answered, also in
of some foolishness."
verse, " Why should a wise man do that which
he knows he will regret ? " (Akil also means,
a wise man). But he came secretly to Delhi
to see her again, perhaps regretting his fears.
Again they met in her garden
the Emperor
was told and came unexpectedly, and Zeb-unNissa, taken unawares, could think of no hidingplace for her lover but a deg, or large cookingvessel.
The Emperor asked, " What is in the
deg ? " and was answered, " Only water to be
heated." " Put it on the fire, then," he ordered
and it was done. Zeb-un-Nissa at that moment
thought more of her reputation than of her
:

—

—

;

;

—

—
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and came near the deg and whispered,
silence if you are my true lover, for the

Keep

my

honour.*'
One of her verses says,
the fate of a lover ? It is to be crucified for the world's pleasure."
One wonders
if she thought of Akil Khan's sacrifice of his life.
After this she was imprisoned in the fortress
of Salimgarh, some say because her father distrusted her on account of her friendship with
her brother, Prince Akbar, who had revolted
against him others say because of her sympathy
with the Mahratta chieftain Sivaji. There she
spent long years, and there she wrote much
bitter poetry
My
So long these fetters cling to my feet
friends have become enemies, my relations are
strangers to me.
What more have I to do with being anxious
to keep my name undishonoured when friends
seek to disgrace me ?
Seek not relief from the prison of grief,
Makhfi
thy release is not politic.
Makhfi, no hope of release hast thou until
the Day of Judgment come.
Even from the grave of Majnun the voice
comes to my ears "
Leila, there is no rest
for the victim of love even in the grave."
1 have spent aU my life, and I have won
nothing but sorrow, repentance, and the tears

sake of
" What

is

;

:

!

;

—

of unfulfilled desire

B

:

—

—

;
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Long
Long

thine exile, Makhfi, long thy yearning,
shalt thou wait, thy heart witliin thee burning,
Looking thus forward to thy home-returning.
is

But now what home hast thou, unfortunate
The years have passed and left it desolate.
The dust of ages blows across its gate.

?

If on the Day of Reckoning
God say, " In due proportion I will pay
And recompense thee for thy suffering,"

Lo,

all

Were

it would outweigh
God's blessings poured upon me, yet
He would be in my debt.

the joys of heaven

all

When her memory was becoming dim in the
hearts of her friends, Nasir Ali alone thought of
her, and wrote a poem to her, saying that,
now, the world could not delight in her presence,
and he himself had to go about the earth unhappy, having no one but himself to appreciate
his verses.
But she sent no answering word.
When she was released she lived solitary in
Delhi, and the verses she wrote there are very
melancholy, telling of the faithlessness of the
times

:

Why

Makhfi, complain of
even of enemies ? Fate has frowned
upon thee from the beginning of time.
Let no one know the secrets of thy love. On
the way of love,
Makhfi, walk alone. Even
if Jesus seek to be thy companion, tell him thou
desirest not his comradeship.
Here is one of her saddest poems, expressing
something of the tragedy of her life
shouldst thou,

friends, or

:

;;
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O

Never the

idle arms.
lost Beloved have

ye caressed
Better that ye were broken than like this
Empty and cold eternally to rest.

O

:

useless eyes.

Never the lost Beloved for all these years
Have ye beheld better that ye were blind
:

Than dimmed thus by

O

my

unavailing tears.

foolish springs,

That brmg not the Beloved to my abode
Yea, all the friends of youth have gone from me.
Each has set out on his appointed road.

O

fading rose.

Dying unseen as hidden thou wert born
So

my

Was

heart's blossom fallen in the dust
ne'er ordained Hia turban to adorn.

She died in 1689 after seven days' illness,
and was buried in her garden at Nawakot,
near Lahore, according to the instructions she
The tomb is desolate now, although once
left.
it was made of fine marbles, and had over its
dome a pinnacle of gold it was ruined in the
troublous times of the dissolution of the Mogul
Empire. The great gate still stands, large
enough for an elephant with a howdah to enter,
and within the enclosure is a tower with four
minarets, roofed with turquoise and strawyeUow tiles. But the garden that was in its
time very splendid, being held second only to
that of the Shalimar of Shah Jehan, has dis;

—
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and the walls rise up now from the
waving fields of grain.
The garden which she laid out in Lahore itself
and which was called the Chauburgi, or fourtowered, can still be traced by portions of the
Three of the turrets
walls and gates remaining.
over the archway still stand, ornamented with
tiles in patterns of cypress-trees and growing
flowers, and the gateways have inscriptions in
Arabic and Persian. One of these tells that she
appeared

;

presented the garden
Miyabai.

In

1724,

to

years

thirty-five

what could be found

her

old
after

instructress

her

death,

of her scattered writings

were collected under the name of the Diwan-iMakhfi, literally, the Book of the Hidden One.
It contained four hundred and twenty-one ghazals
and several rubais. In 1730 other ghazals were
added. Many manuscript copies were made in
both India and Persia
some beautifully illuminated examples are known and preserved.
The Diwan-i'Makhfi shares the characteristics
of other Sufic poetry
the worship of God under
the form of the Beautiful Beloved, who is adorable
but tyrannical, who reduces the lover to abject
despair, but at last bestows on him a gleam of
hope when he is at the point of death. The
Beloved is the Hunter of the Soul, chasing
it
like a deer through the jungle of the
world
;

—

:

:
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I have no peace, the quarry
It is

I turn to

flee,

but

I,

Thy memory
fall

;
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a Hunter chases me.
;

for over

me

he casts his snare,

Thy perfumed hair.
Who can escape Thy prison ? no mortal
From dreams of Thee.

heart

is

free

lover is the madman, who for his love
scorned and mocked by the unsympathetic
world. The personified Power of Evil, the Enemy,
lurks at the devotee's elbow, ready to distract
him from the contemplation of God.
The poet was evidently acquainted, not only
with the theories of Sufism, but with the pracWe read of the
tices of the faquirs as well.
assembly of the devout, as in the Dargah at
Ajmer to-day
how they greet the morning
with floods of tears and deep sighs, how they
beat their hearts of stone till the sparks of divine
love fly out from them. The hatchet to strike
the flinty heart is the symbol of the Sufic poet
one sees it in the portraits of Hafiz and others.
There is also the scoffing at the orthodox who
meet within the mosque, and the glorification
of the more advanced soul to whom all the universe is the temple of God, nay even God himself
" Where I make my prayer at that place is
the Kiblah."
But the poems of Zeb-un-Nissa, in addition
to what they share with other Sufic poetry,
have a special Indian flavour of their own. She
inherited the Akbar tradition of the unification

The

is

:

—

—

—

:
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and knew not only Islam, but Hinduism and Zoroastrianism also. Her special
triumph consists in that she weaves together
the religious traditions and harmonizes them
with Sufic practices. In some of her poems
she hails the sun as the symbol of deity. Constantly she speaks of the mosque and the temple

of religions,

—

together or antithetically saying that God is
equally in both, or too great to be worshipped in
either

:

No Muslim

I,

But an

I

bow

idolater,
before the image of

my

And

worship her

No Brahman

My

I,

sacred thread

I cast away, for round

Her

Love,

:

my

neck I
plaited hair instead.

wear

Sometimes she even combines the Hindu and

Musulman idea
In the mosque

On
much

Day

I seek

my

idol-shrine.

Judgment we should have had
difficulty in proving that we were true
beUevers, had we not brought with us our bethe

of

loved Kafir idol as a witness.
The glorification or adoration of the pir, or
spiritual teacher, is also shown in her poems.
He is the intermediary between God and man,
and is sometimes symbohzed as the Morning
Breeze, bringing from the enclosed garden the

INTRODUCTION
fragrance to those, less privileged,
stand without the gate.
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who can

only

The Diimn-i-Mahhfi is widely read in India,
and is highly esteemed. Its verse is chanted in
the ecstatic concourses which meet at festivals
at the tombs of celebrated saints
so that,
;

although her tomb has been despoiled of the
splendour which befitted the resting-place of a
Mogul princess, she has the immortality she
perhaps would have desired. In one of her
verses she says
I am the daughter of a King,
but I have taken the path of renunciation,
and this is my glory, as my name Zeb-un-Nissa,
being interpreted, means that I am the glory of
:

—

womankind.
J.

DULWIOH VrLLAOB,
March

1913.

D.

W.

p-^l^iill^
In the

Name op God, the Compassionate,
THE Merciful

;

;

THE DIWAN OF
ZEB-UN-NISSA

To Thee, first,
the clouds of Whose mercy is bom
The rose of my garden, I look
Let the praise of Thy love the beginning adorn
Of the verse of my book.

From

!

Athirst

For Thy love are my body and soul
Like Mansur the grains of this clod,
My body, cry out They are parts, Thou the

—

whole,

Themselves they are God.

The waves
Of Thy deluge of love o'er the boat
Of mortality roll
No Noah could lift from the deeps till
Myj^love-drowned soul.

25

it

float

;

As
The powers

slaves

of the darkness for

me

Will obedient fly
If

a word of my praise be accepted by Thee,
Like Suleiman I.

And now

No more

do the ready tears start
As laments from my tongue,
For like pearls the blood-drops that are drawn
from my heart

On my

lashes are hung.

Bear thou,
Makhfi, with patience thy pain,
It is endless, and leave thou the night
Of thy passions for then shall not Khizr attain
Such a spring of delight.
;

26

II

Thou Who

things mortal and divine
alone we live,
May there still shine
torch of hope that Thou to us didst give
all

Hast fashioned, and by

The

!

the leaven of Thy love,
water of Thy mercy run.
Look from above
bless Mahmoud and all that he hath done.

Within us

stirs

As streams

And

Whom

of

Whether it be in Mecca's holiest shrine,
Or in the Temple pilgrim feet have trod,
Still Thou art mine,
Wherever God is worshipped is my God.

The morning

I shall greet with tears

And from my
To

and

.

sighs,

heart that burns with holy
A breath shall rise
burnish thus my mirror of desire.

fire

Makhfi, let them rain
Give me thy tears,
In quenching torrents on my burning heart;
So hot its pain

At every

sigh I breathe the flames outstart.
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:

Ill

O Prophet, o'er the world
soul-compelling banner is unfurled
See how thy faith hath spread
Till Iran and Arabia are led.
Thy lips unclose
Thy

Like petals of a newly-budded rose,
And from them flow
Thy words of wisdom, till not only know
The sons of men,
But birds within the garden sing again
Thy words of gold.
O thou whose beauty I with joy behold,

Nature in truth

Made never

loveliness like to

Snared
Till fain

would

me

it

I renunciation's

With patience

And

thy youth.

hath
path

tread.

follow where thy holy feet have led.

But how can

My

I

cherished joys to my poor heart deny,
Or, even more,
My cherished sorrows can I yield, for sore
My heart doth bleed
Where cruel love hath wounded it indeed.

28

Look thou and
Where from my wounds

see
there drops continually
A crimson flood
fragrant flowers are springing from my blood,
;

But

And

every thorn

Wherewith my weary wandering
Turns to a rose.
Makhfi,

if

Kaaba keeper

the

To thee
Complain not

:

feet are torn

close

his door,

thou possessest even more

A

holy place
For look into the Well-Beloved Face,
;

Over His Eyes
than Kaaba gates arise
heart shall bend.
Itself an archway welcoming the Friend,

Arches more

fair

Thy

29

;

——

IV

My

eager heart a pang of rapture stings
the long- wandering wind unto me brings
The perfume of thy presence on its wings.

When

so I wait in this my sorrow's night,
Until thou givest to my weary sight
Thy beauty for my longing eyes' delight.

And

The world through Islam

And walked
Bowing

to

To God, Who

saw
by thy Scroll of Law,
hope and holy awe
light in darkness

safe guided

God

in

sinners can forgive

and

lead,

Inscrutable Himself, jet Who can read
The hidden heart and comprehend its need.

O

Prophet, shining like a lonely gem.

The fairest of Heaven's highest diadem,
Look on men's need and intercede for them.

Thou

art the veil through

which the

light

doth

shine.

Nay, thou thyself the very torch divine

Naught else behold these dazzled eyes of mine.
30

;

;

!

!

—

Here

how dark and long
is the path of love
winding ways, with many snares beset
Yet crowds of eager pilgrims onward throng
And fall like doves into the fowler's net.
Its

Now

tell me what the grain that drew the dove
The mole it was upon a cheek so fair.
Tell me of what was wove the net of love ?
The wandering curls of the Beloved's hair.

The festival of love
The goblet passes

1

holden here,
drink thou of this wine,
Yea, drain it to the lees, and never fear
Intoxication that is all divine.
is

;

How

easy 'tis to sigh and to complain
All the world weeps to give its woe reHef
But proudly in thy heart conceal thy pain,

And

silent

drink the poison of thy

grief.

Here is the source of Hght, the heavenly fount,
Here is the vision of eternal grace
Brighter than Moses thou, when from the Mount

He

came, God's radiance shining in his
31

face.

The wine

at night unto the morning lends
morning to the night
so never ends
Its dream bequeaths in turn
The sequence of the happy soul's delight.
Its exaltation,

:

tell me where the feast is made 1
are the merry-makers ? Lo, apart,
Here in
soul the feast of God is laid,
Within the hidden chambers of my heart.

But, Makhfi,

Where

my

32

;

VI

My

heart

And

is

looted of

its treasure, left

my shame,
thus I weep, feeling myself bereft,
Knowing myself to blame.

Careless

and unprotected, to

With mine own hands the altar-fire I lit
As flame within a lamp my heart afire
Glows even through the body casing it,

And

burns

it

with desire.

Could I my fooHsh heart to ashes bum
Then might I rest, my sorrow then might cease
Unto the ocean of Thy love I turn

To

find within

it

peace.

I sink within its waters, nor above
weary limbs uplift,
Its surface can
Deejtdrowned I within the sea of love

my

Lapped by

its

waves must

A

drift.

wilderness this lonely heart of mine
transformed it to another guise,
And now it shines as fair as the divine
Gardens of Paradise.
Till love

33

;

;

my longing might outpour,
My grief might turn to hymns, my pain might tell
I would that I

In psalms like that sweet singer sang
David of Israel.

of yore,

Unto the fields like pecking birds I go
To gather up the ears of golden grain,
But only tears, not corn, I gather lo.
They fall in floods like rain.

—

wise one, at the feast of love be glad,

But

careful too, and guard thy cup of wine
In ecstasy I drank the share I had,
Sage, take heed of thine.

With slumber, Makhfi, heavy

And though thy

;

are thine eyes,

tale has not attained its close,

So deep a languor on thy spirit lies
Seek thou for it repose.

U

;

;

VII

As

at the coming of the spring-tide rains
Rivers of sap through growing trees upstart,
So runs Thy love throughout my very veins,
Yea, to the tender tendrils of my heart.
I beat

my

flinty heart

till

from

it flies

The spark divine

And from
The

of the eternal fire,
the flashing gleams I see arise

Thy

lightning of

love

— my heart's desire.

ye weak in faith, for help is here.
Come,
Behold these flashes from our hearts that fly.
Had ye the eye of faith they would appear
Like the white light that gleamed on Sinai.

Come to the feast of love, for it is spread
Share ye the wine-cup where we drink so deep
Behold the wine the tears that we have shed.
The wine-cups are our eyes that ever weep.

—

But, as we drink, upon us falls the spell,
The dream, the vision, and the ecstasy
The wine of pain turns blood, nor can we teU
If

we

exist, or

if

we

cease to be.
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;

:

Within the jungle of

The

this

world of woe

lion of desire stalks ravenous.

Girded with faith let us as hunters go
we resist him he will flee from us.

If

Ofttimes my heart can sing and can rejoice,
Pouring forth hymns throughout my rapturous
days;
Alas, that powers of evil choke my voice,
And blast my thoughts, and burn my psalms of
praise

!
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;

vni
From

My

the glance

Thou bestowed, O Beloved,

flows beauty no words can express
life—^it were little to offer in thanks for
bountifulness.

Thy

How shamed

were the pious assembly, how
grieved in their hearts when they heard
That for love of Thy fluttering tresses the uttermost nations were stirred.
My heart is riven in fragments, ravaged by tearg
of

But

my

grief.

to one whom Thy lashes have
there cometh relief.

wounded never

feet, O haughty Beloved, I lay down the
pride of my brow,
I am near to Thy heart as Thy raiment
why
sayest "
stranger art thou " ?
O Maldifi, walk boldly like Majnun in the valley

At Thy

;

A

of grief undismayed,
Girt round with thy new dedication, the promise
of love thou hast made.

37

IX
Saki, do thy task
Into this moon-like goblet pour
The golden wine that, shining like the sun,
From out the dusky flask
Comes till my goblet bubbles o'er,
As from the clouds the dawn when night is done.
;

Behold my luckless heart,
So broken, so dissolved by pain,
It even flows in tears between my lashes

;

And

yet how can I part
With it, while still to me remain
Its shards I wait till it is burnt to ashes.

—

I

1 knew long, long ago,
Your promises were less than naught,
blotted them for ever from my mind.
Why was I born to know

An

age above

all

others fraught

With love ungrateful and with

fate

unkind

?

But grasp thy joy who knows,
Makhfi, what may to thee befall ?
The firm foundations of the earth may shake,
The breeze that blows
;

May, if this empty life be all,
The bubble of our vain existence break.
38

—

I

;

ASK not from Heaven that

:

it

give

Fortune or power,
I ask but a garden apart,
Where for the brief hour
That we are appointed to live,

Of earth the delight that is nearest divine
Might be mine

To

live in the love of

the friends of

The rapturous nightingale
Wooing the rose

my

heart.

sings,

In the midst of the garden new-born

But only the gardener knows
Of the labour that brings
To the garden its beauty he toiled in the heat,
;

And

his feet

Have been wounded by many a

thorn.

Immortal

is beauty, for, see,
Like the sun in his might,
It illumines the worlds and all things that

are

made

With the joy
For

this

of its light

be our thanks unto Thee,
39

—
!

;

;

And for

the great teachers vouchsafed in our need
To guide and to lead,
Their presence to be our safe shelter and shade.

Upon

us Thy mercy bestow
Consider how weak,

How

afflicted

we

are

and how sorrowful

then

When we
For

oblivion,

passionate seek

and Thou dost know

How

time on our desolate spirit has beat
And brought us defeat
save us, nor let us endure it again.

happy the seer who knows
Good and evil are one,

Who has learned how self-poised he may live,
Who is shaken by none,
To whom
And autumn

spring with its rose
are equal
not him canst thou
:

—

teach
Or, careless one, preach
hast no counsel to give.

To him thou indeed
;

doth thee lead.
thou enter his track.
In the desert like Majnun thou dwell'st
evermore,
Thou shalt never look back
Nor even take heed
If perilous love
If

40

To thy
Nor

thou lose it or keep it, and pain
Shalt disdain,
seek on the limitless ocean of love for a shore.
life if

Makhfi, as out of the nest

The

And

fledgling birds fall

fluttering,

helpless, are

caught in the

snares,
'

So see after all
Thou art caught like the rest.
For, flying too boldly, thy feeble wings fail,
And thou dost bewail
Thy fate, thus enmeshed in the net of thy cares.
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;

XI
Awake,

arise,

my

soul, for it is spring

Let the narcissus, with its scent divine,
Cast its bewitchment, let the Saki bring
His idol, for indeed he worships wine.

To

the forbidden path turn not aside,

And, tyrannous Beloved, let thine eye
Look on thy victims trampled in thy pride,
Who for a glance from thee would gladly die.

Some pay their worship at the Kaaba shrine,
Some pray within the Temple courts apart.
But, Makhfi, think what secret joy is thine,
To bear thine idol ever in thy heart.
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!

XII
Feiends had I, many friends, who shared with me
Days glad and sad,
But mine they are no more, I am cut free

From
Dust

falls

all I

had.

within the cup of Kaikobad

And King
Nor

Jamshid,
they were sad or glad,
Or what they did.

recks the world

if

Only to-day have we, and through the sand,

With

We

feet that tire,

march, but never reach the promised land

Of heart's
I follow

desire.

on where Wisdom's feet have

And
The while

this

hard and thorny path I tread,

Her garment's

How many

led,

firmly hold,
fold.

Love, thy sword hath slain,
yet will slay
They bless thee, nor to God 'will they complain
hearts,

And

At Judgment Day.
43

When
Thy

mosque to seek thine
Thou wendest, may

in the

steps

fall

idol there

gently, Makhfi, lest thou scare
birds away.

The

44

:

XIII

Why

should I argue that on Sinai

Celestial radiance glows

My

?

though the world deny,
heart enlightened knows.

I cannot reason

;

My

heart is hot within me, yea, has burst
In flames of love the while
So fierce that like a drop to slake my thirarti
Were all the floods of Nile.

So deep in

sin

am

Where holy

To Mecca, even

I

—I cannot wend

pilgrims fare
if

Abraham, God's

Should come to lead

me

friend,

there.

I tire of wisdom's kingdom which is mine,
I tire of reason's sway
carry me to thine,
Passion of love,
hundred miles away.

A

Lo,

when I come unto the water's
The obedient waves retire.

My

flaming heart exultantly shall guid©
Like Moses' torch of fire.

45

side

Though evil days are mine, of joy
With pain that never ends,
Fate, do with

me your

The Friend beyond
Tell

me,

O

Is this
Is

it

Makhfi,

my

is it

bereft,

worst, there

still is left

all friends.

I

sin I bear

who

sin

?

?

the body's or the soul's within

That lived and sinned elsewhere

46

?

—

XIV
FOOLISH heart,

Thy

carelessness how can I comprehend ?
Hast thou no strength, no will, to tear apart

The

barrier that divides

See

Emerging

how

the

me from my

buddmg

Friend

?

flower,

from out her torn green dresa,
Is beauteous in the garden for her hour.
As Yusuf in his youthful loveliness.
fair

Go, breeze of spring,
Yakub, blinded by his tears.
The tidings that shall end his sorrowing
And lift the darkness from his troubled years.

Haste to

tell

Treading love's path so long,

Under such heavy burdens did I bow.
At last my chastened heart has grown so strong,
No task, no pain, can bend my spirit now.
fortunate.

More blessed than Alexander's

Come to me,
To know the

ye thirsty

:

lot is

this

my

giver of celestial wine.

47

mine.
fate

I

have wiped clean

my

heart

From actions, yea, and from desires as well,
And yearn alone for peace, to have no part
At Judgment Day,

either in

48

Heaven

or Hell.

;

:

XV
the fire renewed within my heart,
have lashed it with their breath until

Behold

My

sighs

the flames outstart

Nor may this feeble cage, my body, stay
The fluttering of this bird, my soul, that longs
fly

to

away.

The rocks would

melt,

and into

tears

would

flow,

Could they but hear the never-ending murmur
of

my woe

;

For in the dark foreboding of my heart
There sounds the warning bell that calls the
caravan to start
Love, I have bewailed for all these years
Thy tyranny, but none has heard my voice
except my tears.
Behold how poor I am, but yet so proud,
I would not sit at Hatim's table with the eager

crowd
I have watched throughout the lonely
:

See,

night

Of separation, when there never came
delight,

D

49

my

heart's

And

in

my

Gushed from

desolation tears of blood

my

stricken,

never-ending flood

widowed heart

in

:

Yet to me, purged by

My

grief, does hope arise.
withered chaplets change to fragrant flowers

of Paradise.

Love holds me

My

faithfulness

in these cruel fetters bound,
beside Thy feet, a
to Thee
:

beaten hound,
I crouch and fawn for crumbs of love from Thee.
Makhfi, if thy sighs could reach the bosom of
the sea,
Even within the cold and lightless deep
Caught from thy heart a quenchless flame should
leap.

60

—

!

XVI
Love, I

am

thy thrall.
burning petal glows
A spot yet more intense, of deeper dye,
So in my heart a flower of passion blows
See the dark stain of its intensity.
Deeper than all.

As on the

tulip's

;

This is my pride
I the rose of all the world have sought,
And,' still unwearied in the eager quest,
Fainted nor failed have I, and murmured not
Thus is my head exalted o'er the rest,

That

My

turban

glorified.

blessed pain,
precious grief I keep, and sweet unrest,
Desire that dies not, longing past control
My heart is torn to pieces in my breast.
And for the shining diamond of the soul
1 pine in vain.

O

Behold the light
That from Thy torch of mercy comes to
The garden of my heart, Beloved One,

bless

With the white radiance of its loveliness,
Till my wall's shadow shall outvie the sun,
And seem more bright.
51

;

;

;

—

I humbly sit apart
The Kaaba courts the true believers tread,
I dwell outside, nor mix my praise with theirs
Yet every fibre of my sacred thread
More precious is to God than all their prayers

He

;

sees the heart.

Makhfi sorrowing,

Look from the valley of despair and pain
The breath of love like morning zephyr blows,
Pearls from thine eyelids fall like gentle rain
Upon the garden, summoning the rose,
Calling the spring.

52

—

;

;

;
;

XVII
The wine

of

my

delight has lost its taste

;

The earth of my existence turns a waste,
No wholesome grass grows there, but only weed

My

flaming spring of life has passed indeed.
I searched for joy, but never found the end
empty hands, outstretched, can greet no friend
And if God's pardon never come to me,
prayers must be.
Then less than withered grass

My

my

But, Makhfi, look with a discerning eye

Deeper than thy despair thy bliss may lie
Though on the path of love thy feet may tire,
New strength shall come to thee, and new desire.

63

;

;

XVIII
Tybannical L6ve, that goads me and gives me
no rest,
As proud as thine arrogant self is this heart in

my

breast,

It will keep in its pain

though

Its faithfulness,

be trampled beneath

it

thy disdain.
This mirror,

my

heart,

is

.

broken against

my

desire

Heaven, give
admire

My

me

not of your pity, nay, rather

My soul that
head, though I beat

is

it

proud
in sorrow, has never

been bowed.

Think not that with joy and with ease I pursue

my

desire

;

With heart that
lag and that

is

weary, with footsteps that

tire,

I follow

my

quest,

To attain through the difficult way to the kingdom
of rest.
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;

Yet, Makhfi, look up from thy desolate region of
night,

And

see

how

the

army

of sorrow has

taken to

flight

Dawn
Has vanished

comes, and despair
before the miraculous arrows of

prayer.

55

—

;

XIX
Desolate

when

one,

Shalt thou the shining garden see again
Keep thou within thee, holy and apart,
The garden of thy heart

?

As the long-prisoned bird.
Forgetting that it ever flew, and heard
Songs of the wild, and pinions wide unfurled,
Makes of the cage its world.

O

No fear indeed thou hast,
heart within the net of love held fast,

Of separation's

Thy

love

bitter
is

agony

one with thee.

Sadly we wait and

tire,

And
In

sight of the Beloved Face desire
vain, till in our hearts the hope is born

Of Resurrection morn.

O

heart, thine be

no

less

Than the ascetic Brahman's faithfulness.
The knotted veins his wasted body bears
As sacred thread he wears.
56

;

What
What

is

a lover's fate ?
him unfortunate

shalUbefall to

The world

shall cry, to please its idle

" Crucify

Why

him

?

whim,

'•
!

dost thou then complain

That on thy feet there drags this heavy chain
Nay, it befits thee well such weights to wear

Much

hast thou learned to bear.

As, far upon the hills,
Despairing Ferhad, weary of life's ills,
Welcomed kind Death, and wept, so for
Weep thou and salve thy grief

And

?

relief
!

see the thorny waste

Whereon thy bruised

feet their

pathway

traced,

This wilderness, touched by thy blood that flows,
Blooms fragrant as the rose.

Love, shall I repine

The noose of death around my neck to twine
At thy behest ? Nay, if thy glory gain,
Proud am I in my pain.

O

Makhfi,

if

thy fate

Be that, without the garden, desolate
Thou dwell reck not of it; life is a dream,

—

And

To

live

we, that seem
and move and love, no more at
Than shadows on a wall.
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all

;

:

—

XX
Safely the kings had kept
Nor ever known the poison

their regal seat,
of defeat,

Had not the Turks the invading army led.
And the crown toppled from each kingly head
Master, led by thee
So were we not,
Vain were our struggles, scant our victory

How

strong thou hast become,

O

:

!

moth,

how

great,

Worshipping thus the flame this is thy fate
Vainly to love and die, yet thou canst bear
The burning sparks and ever scorn despair
!

Thou knowest,

fluttering nearer to the fire.

In death thou shalt be one with thy

O

desire.

—

when on the Judgment Day
cruel Love,
Thy tyranny God shall in full repay,
And all the blameless blood that thou hast shed
Shall be revenged upon thy haughty head
Black shall the place of judging be, no less

Than Kerbela's accursed

wilderness.

Haply indeed, O Judge,

And

wilt thou be kind,
pity in thy heart for sinners find

58

:

—
!

Think of the memory of their disgrace,
dark humiliation stains their face,
The shame that stings and goads them to repent
Will these not be sufficient punishment ?

How

Within the desert of the world astray,
How many weary wanderers lose their way
But Love with beckoning hand appears, to
bless,

Finds them a pathway through the wilderness,
And though, like Majnun, in the wild they roam,
Leads them through toils and tribulations home.

69

XXI
Unto

the garden of attainment ne'er

Our pathway

led,

And

never were our eyes anhungered fed
With vision of Thy blessed countenance,
Never a glance
Attained we of that face for ever fair.

my

tears fell down in floods like rain,
as I sighed
desires unsatisfied,
I thought of
And memory summoned up with vain regret

Wheref or

And

my

The garden where we met,
But meet no more, I tell my heart with

pain.

What have

I then to do with high estate ?
Fortune I lay aside
An<J all wherein the world has taken pride
Yet in this day of my humility

Precious to me
of kings I hold

As wine

60

my

cup

of fate.

:

Despair not, sorrow-laden Makhfi, though
No grass appears
Withm this desert watered by thy tears.
Why with their arguing do learned men
Question God's mercy, when
His works His infinite compassion show
!

ei

;

;

XXII
Green is my garden, watered by my tears,
And through my soul the perfume of the
Kindling

rose

my heart with its enchantment flows

;

Saki, bring the cup, for there appears

Gleaming within the garden through the night

A

radiance fair our feasting to illume
is this glamour shining through
;

What

gloom

My

the

?

heart's blood, glowing, yields the heavenly
light.

0, I have drunk my cup of cherished grief,
And love the torment of my wounded heart
As the scars heal I tear their lips apart,
And in my pain find rapturous relief.

Why

should I then permit the winds of care
ruffle thus my soul, as airs of spring
Through the Beloved's tresses wantoning ?
For I have risen to fortune from despair.

To

fear not, if within the house of prayer
feeble camphor candle fails and dies
sighs
From out the flaming furnace of

The

my

Will rise another light, more

62

fierce,

more

fair.

The perfumed winds that with the dawn

arise,

Have they

away

And

day

not, Makhfi, caught thy soul
drenched it with delight, so all the

There cling about thee

airs of

63

Paradise

?

!

XXIII

For my

love's

madness

all

the world on

me

Hath heaped its scorn so from its ways
To find a refuge from its cruelty.
;

A

hermitage, with peace

my

I flee,

soul to bless,

Here in a corner of the wilderness,
Unseen by secular eyes shall I possess.

Who

the man who boasts to be Love's slave,
yet this petty life of his would save ?
Poor Love, whose votaries are not more
is

And

brave

When I was young
What slips, what

I asked, and Love gainsaid
wanderings, on Love's road I
;

made,
LTntil I

The mirror

summoned Wisdom

to

my

aid

I

my

heart I burnish bright
of
Until, reflected fair for
delight,

my

The

Self's eternal

beauty greets

my

sight.

Like Yaqub blinded by his agony.
No face in all the world is aught to me
What use have eyes except to look on Thee
;

64

?

XXIV

How long, burning heart,
Canst thou keep hidden see how flames outstart,
And vapour from thy sighs
Will darken e'en the stars within the skies.
Driven by my love I must
Wander like Majnun, where the desert dust
!

Falls on his weary head,
Eternally for Leila doomed to shed
His unavailing tears.
The soul by Love enlightened never fears
The unseeing world that says
He must be mad who treads within Love's ways
But joyful he and wise,
For Love has given new vision to his eyes.
See, Makhfi, cruel Love,
in his haughtiness he rides

How

The hearts

of

;

above

men, how red

His sword with lovers' blood that he has shed
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!

;

;

XXV
When I behold the garden in the spring,
Rejoicing like a nightingale I sing
And if the cruel gardener, with his guile,
Try to ensnare me like a rose I smile.

—

The morning breeze that from the garden
Can give no joy, no gladness, to my eyes

flies

;

For, useless breeze, never to me he brings
The fragrance of Thy garments on his wings.

But here before the garden door I wait
Why should I deem myself unfortunate
For by Thy holy threshold shall I stay.

?

with

my

lashes sweep its dust away.

This bird,

my

heart,

And
And
Thy

is

taken in Thy net
but yet.

flutters unavailingly

;

captive though it be, how canst Thou keep
Prisoned the sighs that from my bosom leap ?

O rare and precious Phoenix of the soul.
Vainly I sought for thee
beyond control
My heart has yearned for thee ever thy wings
Have hung above my soul's imaginings.
;

;

hold'st me from my quest,
even in the sea thou enterest
When from my anger thou dost seek to flee,
My burning soul will find and conquer thee.

Thou Enemy, that

If

bulbul, glad within the garden sing,
Makhfi who has won for thee the spring
That blossoms in thy heart but in her own
The barren winds of lonely autumn moan.
'Tis

;
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XXVI
Love,

tell

me what

my kmgdom

is

Thy

nature, that out of

of pride,

canst ravish my soul and canst hold it,
and keep it enslaved at Thy side
Who knows of Thy infinite wisdom, who knows
what Thy lovers have borne
When madmen the world has proclaimed them
and cast them derision and scorn ?

Thou

;

of

my

abroad

like

To drink

To

sacrifice all

blood I
a sea.

am

am

thirsting, to

shed

it

I seeking, to die as a victim

for Thee.

My

heart through the anguish of loving has

swooned 'neath the load
Come thou with thy magic,
to

Like

my

Ayub

music, and give

spirit reHef

I sit in the ashes

wrath of the

Yet out

of its grief.

of the night of

like the

o'erwhelmed by the

skies,

morning

my

arise

68

:

sorrow shall hope

To the
I

desolate mountains, like Ferhad, by sorrow
and longing possessed,
have wandered with pain and with yearning,
with hope and despair in my breast.

Yet, Makhfi, unveiled is thy secret, abroad all
thy passion is told
Who saw not the beauty of Yusuf when he in
the market was sold ?
:
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XXVII
I HAVE no need for wine
the languorous and magic scent
Breathed by the flowers within the garden, lent
Intoxication that is more divine.
:

To me

Forgive

me

then, I pray,

That I no wine in the assembly quaffed,
For I have drunk of a diviner draught.
Its fragrance ever haunts me, night and day.

My heart a bird doth seem
That never joyfully can soar and sing.
For, shut within its cage of sorrowing.
It sees the garden only in a dream.
Shall I not then complain
every atom of my body cries
Against your tyranny,
cruel skies.
That yield me days so dark and full of pain

When

Grant me,

?

Fate, this boon,

me a little day of joy, of spring,
When even in its cage my heart might
Give

Glad as a bird

:

sing

Death comes, thou knowest, soon.
70

;

Although I seem so poor,
not for empty-handedness
My haughty eagle soul I still possess,
And I have had the courage to endure.
Pity

me

How many, many years
Within the prison walls of lonely grief
Shall I remain and never know reHef,
Like Yaqub, blinded by my useless tears

Tom
May
I

?

Though my proud soul
from its saddle low into the dust
be by cruel hands of fato downthrust,

know

my

feet will

somehow reach the

goal.

As through life's desert fare
Love's pilgrims, Makhfi, may it be thy pride
Unto Love's realm their caravan to guide,
Thy footsteps be the bell to lead it there.
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!!

XXVIII

How

uselessly and long I struggled hard
With thee, mine Enemy, nor from the fight
Aught have I won my trait'rous heart I guard,
And turn away for ever from thy sight.
;

if the fire within me rise
Into a flame outleaping fierce and swift.
And that the heavy vapour of my sighs
Unto the darkened eyes of Heaven should drift

What wonder

Think not, though at the feast no more I sit,
That I have done with joy there still remains
The dream that once was mine I cherish it,
:

Like wine

its

memory

—

courses in

my

veins.

What though within this valley of Despair
From sorrow I can never find surcease,
May I be given, in answer to my prayer.
One day
So sad
Until

at least of rest, one night of peace

my fate that, though I long and toil
my forces flag and faint and tire,

I cannot burnish off the stains that soil.
The rust that dims
mirror of desire.

my

72

Though poor

I

am

indeed, yet

weak am

I

my irresolute will
The purse that holds my treasure to untie,
Its golden harvest in my lap to spill.
And

And

cannot dare with

yet,

O

Makhfi,

if

with eyes

made

clear,

Freed from the world's illusion, thou shalt
Lo, the faquir's torn garments shall appear
More regal than the robes of majesty.
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see,

XXIX
Impatient were my hands, and in their haate
Never could they untie the knot of fate,
So vain it is to wail my life laid waste,

My
And

hours unfortunate.

strange

it is

that even in

The sweet tormenting flame
Is

my heart
my desire

of

quenched impatiently I pulled apart
The brands and killed the fire.

And

;

never did the blossoms of success
my hope's enchanted garden bloom,
my fair beacon-light of happiness
Is sunk in gloom.

Within

And

Faithless Beloved, many friends are Thine;
So many love and have been loved by Thee,
They give their hearts, what carest Thou for mine
What need hast Thou of me ?
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XXX
RIVAL, snatch not from my lips away
The cup that holds the wine of my delight;
The mirror of my joy turns cold and grey,
Darkened before my sight.

As through the gloom the radiant sun above
Comes brightening the world, and shades depart,
So do I burnish with the oil of love
The rust from off my heart.
1 vainly stretch imploring hands that long
To touch Hope's gleaming garment as she flies
desire may fail, yet Hope is strong
Though
;

my

And

When on
Of

keen, and never dies.

the cup that held the drink divine

last night's feast the light of

morning

The joy of night, the magic of the wine,
The goblet's sight recalls.
Like thee,

O

Ferhad, in

my

loneliness

upon the mountains I have been.
But never drank the sherbet of success,
Sweet as thy lips, Shirin.

Toiling

75

falls.

Mortals we are, and, fashioned thus of earth,
Vain, Makhfi, is this world in which we trust.
Dust is the rank of kings, the pride of birth,
Yea, thou thyself art dust.
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—

;

XXXI
Down in the
My honour

dust and sunken in disgrace
lies for all the world to see,
But why should I bear shame upon my face
What is the honour of the world to me ?

?

Although the times on my unhappy head
Have heaped the burdens I can hardly bear,
I have not wept I smile in pride instead
Upon my brow are graved no lines of care.
;

For many years hath sorrow dwelt with me.
Yet I repine not, and so fiercely wage
My war against despair, it turns to flee
I

am

Though

the

Rustum

callous

of this later age.

Fate upon

O

me vengeance

wreak,

breezes blowing from the heavens above
Bring unto me what I, like Yaqub, seek
The perfume of the garments of my Love.
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;

!

XXXII
Hasten, O Saki, bring
The wine that it may grant its quickening
To my dead heart, and to the withered flowers

Come

like the

showers

That give the resurrection

of the spring.

What weary days
Are these, that never in the perfumed ways
The bulbul sings among the cypress trees
Only the morning breeze
Finds entrance there, and with the roses plays.
;

Masiha, thou canst heal,
wise Physician, hear our heart's appeal
Give us the bitter draught to cure our grief,
And grant relief
Blame not the shrinking from thy cup we feel.

Thou

;

Glimmer

dawn.
be yet withdrawn
I long to send, with arrows of my sighs.
Let not the

My

not, pearly

veil of night

Unto the skies
eager prayers before the night be gone.
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;

;

I craved release

From

griefs that

burn and pains that never

cease,

my cries to Heaven were empty breath
Not even Death
Coming at last, could give my spirit peace.
But

all

If,

on the Judgment Day,

Grieving for

For mercy

my

transgressions, I shall pray

have done,
SeK-Existent One,
Grant that my tears shall wash the sin away.
for the evil I

Makhfi, for thy fate
fearful nor disconsolate
Higher, upon the Day of Reckoning,

Be not thou

There

Faquir than khig.
be then none lowly and none great.

shall
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—

XXXIII
Cast not, Beloved, on me
Such angry looks from thy narcissus eyes,
Already conquered by their sorcery
Before thy feet my heart a captive lies.
Knotted within my heart,
The very chords that answered to thy

My

heart-strings at thy presence thrill

For

I

touch.

and start,
have sighed and have lamented much.

ye who sleep in peace,
not of the troubles Love can send,
The days whose tribulations never cease,
The weary nights that drag without an end.

You know

Where, then, does Mecca lie ?
the Kiblah where I make my prayer
TeU me the physic for my malady
The anodyne for grief is everywhere.

Here

is

Love, where dost thou lead.
travel fares our caravan ?
By Hedjaz desert shall thy footsteps speed,
The longest journey since the world began.

Upon what

80

:

So poor, indeed, my fate,
Never to me did Love his secrets tell
As to those others, high and fortunate,

Who

near his inmost shrine for ever dwell.

81

XXXIV

Why

should we but in the assembly pray ?
Only when friends are gathered call for wine
Lo, I have done with this hypocrisy,
And ever pray and drink the cup divine.

The fountain

my

?

has run dry,
my sorrow flows,
Mute is the heart that wailed continually,
Silent the bulbul in the garden-close.
of

spirit

So that in tears no more

Here, as we tread the pilgrim's way, we find
The torch of inspiration like a fire.
Men see it not, so dull they are and blind,
They yearn not for the garments of desire.

To each was given on the Creation-day
His

fitting portion, his appointed share.
should' st thou then demand from destiny
More joy than others have, less pain to bear ?

Why

Makhfi, for thy counsel all have come.
Their secrets thou hast kept concealed, apart,
But why should'st thou, who for their sakes art

dumb.
Tell shamelessly the secrets of thy heart
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XXXV
How

long upon this soul that dwells in pain
vengeance,
Tormentor, shalt thou pour
Could I the Land of Love in peace attain,
Thy poisoned sting should torture me no more.

Thy

?

unguent salves these wounds upon my heart,
lancet's healing pang I crave,
So keen my pain I tear my scars apart.
Come with thy kindly cruelty, and save

No

The diamond

!

From out my keeping has my heart been reft,
Why, let it go then wherefore should I weep ?
Over the empty hut a faquir left
No watchman comes his careful guard to keep.
:

Hearken, the time of parting sounds for thee.
Makhfi, wavering like the fire,
thy restless spirit be.
Blown like a flame, tormented by desire ?

How long, O
A Kafir shall

83

XXXVI
How

hard to read,

O

Soul,

The riddle of life here and life beyond
As hard as in the pearl to pierce a hole
Without the needle-point of diamond.
!

Chide not that 'mongst the flowers

The bulbul doth

ecstatically sing;

His passion, yea and his delight, are ours,
Along the garden paths meandering.

We, by our pain made brave.
Seek not despair nor hope

neither outlast
day. We take but what Fate gave.
as Zuleikha, brooding o'er the past.

Their

Not

;

little

careless ones, in vain

The treasure

of your life has passed away.
Heedless that nothing of your years remain,
You talk like children of another day.

How vain the tears you weep
Your sorrow fruitless, your remorse too late
The threshold with your lashes wherefore sweep,
When, Makhfi, see, the shrine is desolate ?
!

;

84

XXXVII

When

thou unveil'st thy shining countenance,
Burnt are my lashes by thy lightning glance,
And all the night I passionately weep
While o'er my heart tempests of longing sweep

And

My

if

I see it not, desiring

heart

is

darkened

like

;

it,

a lamp

unlit.

have no hope, no comfort, anywhere.
Caught by the fluttering tresses of thy hair.

I

flower can open in my garden bed
Until my heart's blood dyes its petals red.

No

Sing softly of thy love, or silent be,
Makhfi, lest the Hunter secretly
Shall come and hear thy voice, and capture thee.

^

—

;

XXXVIII
The

love of Thee the bulbul sings,
The moth that burns its silken wings
Thy love has drawn into the fire,
And, see, the wine of Thy desire

On

every goblet's

lip it clings.

No

ease,

no

anywhere

Is

now

for

respite

me, for in

Thy

Blindly or willingly I

No

liberty

Bound by

have I at

the fetters of

snare
fall.
all,

Thy

hair.

So many tears mine eyes have shed,
Such streams of blood my heart has bled,
That now mine eyes can weep no more,

Nor can the

failing fountains pour,

For dry the source from which they

fed.

Thou, Makhfi, in the burning fire
Of love and unassuaged desire
Tossing in wild remorse, shalt dwell
Love's secrets weakly didst thou tell.
So thou shalt pay with penance dire.
86

XXXIX
Not

fierce enough,
moth, the flame to burn
those yearning wings of thine.
Not bright enough the torch of love within our
palace halls to shine.
Mine eyes have scattered pearls of tears, no
consolation did they gain;
The matchless jewel of my soul is given away,
and all in vain
Long is my bitter tale of grief, of separation
from my Friend,
Unfinished is it even yet, although my life has
;

reached

its

end

:

Saki, is thy cup,
flows for me

Useless,

Who

no wine

drink alone the wine of blood
give thy remedy
Tale after tale of love is told, linked

of

;

comfort

to others

:

all together
a chain.
The fetters hold my heavy heart, of liberty I
dream in vain
Under the angry storms of death my boat of
life has foundered deep.
My house is fallen, round its dust winds of annihilation sweep.

like

:

87

Yet, Makhfi,

if

within thy heart the flame of

heavenly love

Thy

arise,

lonely desert shall be fair as garden groves
of Paradise.
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;

;

!

XL
If from the spot upon my heart the veil
Should fall, and all the world should know

my

tale,

How would the roses burn
Knowing themselves
Though

May

Winds

My

the day the leaping fire of sighs
fast-consuming heart arise,

all

from

with envious light

less bright

my

of

mischance so blow and scatter
is not yet lit.

it,

torch

and to the woods I fly,
hunted still am I
I seek the silence of the lake and hill^

I leave the world,

But

in the forest

But Love pursues me
The malady
For

my

of

still.

Love has turned

my

brain,

have abode with pain
Then why should I from sorrow seek to
Sorrow is kin to me.
all

Here

My

life

I

flee ?

in the dwelling of unhappiness,

silent,

desolate sorrow I possess;

For how can shining love with
Within this house of pain ?
a9

me

remain

!

Behold the pages

of

my

book

;

of life

black with sin and strife,
As if the woe of all the world should be
Ever pursuing me.

Blotted

its record,

O Makhfi, from this goblet thou shalt
No exaltation, no surcease from pain
For tears

of blood that flow

dim
Fill it

unto the brim.
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gain

from eyes grown

;

XLI
Thou

bringest never, long-lost happiness,

To still my heart's distress
The remedy I crave. Why

to the

Should I thus voice aloud
My sadness, drawing scorn upon
Telling the world my shame ?

crowd

my

name,

If in the close-hung darkness of the night

There shine no thread of light,
matter ? Though no torches flame for me.
My sorrowing heart can see

What

Illumined by the fire of grief it bears.
tangled in the cares
heart unsatisfied.
Of worldly hopes,

Why

Restless wilt thou abide.
Seeking those things that thou shalt never gain
Help askest thou in vain
From useless friends, and far into the skies
Peace like the Phoenix flies.
Behold, no herb of sweet content has grown
For we have only sown
In far-off springs the seeds of our disgrace.
How could we bear to face
The direful Judgment Day, did we not bring

Our

idol,

witnessing
91

?

;

this Kafir worship which we give
true believers live ?
Upon the sea of bliss our boat is set,
But comfort comes not yet
Over the soul waves of the tempest rise
Menacing to the skies.

That by

We

So weary, Makhfi, are thine eyes with tears,
Darkened the world appears,
Nor can they tell, by grief and watching worn.
The rosebud from the thorn.

;

!

XLII
Self-Existent, give

Unto Thy

faithful ones their heart's desire,
not with Thy consuming fire
O'er-burdened souls, too sorrowful to live.

And

visit

No

longer can I bear

The separation and the

bitter grief

;

—grant my soul
Weary and broken— look on my despair

Afflicted

am

I

relief

!

!

Thou, whose praise we tell,
Sever the tjrrant bonds, give to the slave
His freedom, save him. Lord, as Thou did'st save
Yusuf the Moon of Canaan, from the well
,

My tears fail, for they must
spring that fed their fountains has run dry
Give me Thy peace, O Lord
for what am I ?

The

;

Only a handful

of afflicted dust.

But flowers of hope return
To bloom within my garden of desire,
For God can call even from flames of fire
Tulips like torches to arise and burn.
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;

—

XLIII

On my

tormented heart appeaxs
Another deep and glowing stain,
Again there dawns my day of tears
Of misery, of weary pain.

So much of mine own blood I shed.
So long the journeys I have done,
So difficult the path I tread,
To catch the garment of the sun
!

New balm within my heart is borne,
New lightnings from my glance arise,

Why

then your anger, and the scorn
Flashing from your narcissus eyes ?

Out of my heart you reft away
The life, my heart from out its place
You ravished, and I can but pray
lift

the veil that hides your face
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XLIV
Long, long am I denied
The vision of thy face, for o'er it flows
The musky darkness of thy waving hair,
As though a temple-curtain should enclose
The Kaaba, and our hearts, unsatisfied,
Could never see

it

there.

Reason, that can speed

A runner in the valley of desire.
We need not strength like thine, for we
A remedy to cure us when we tire

possess

;

The thorns and brambles are the
For pain and weariness.

salves

we need

Night after endless night
I sat in lonely grief remembering thee;
Tears fell into my heart disconsolate.
How long have I, in striving to be free,
Broken my bleeding nails, but never quite
Untied the knot of fate
!
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:

;

Lo, where the feast was spread,
better could I offer to my guest
Than wine and music when we revelled long
Of all the wines the wine of tears was best,
One song of sorrow to another led.
Making continual song.

What

Thou

O happy

?

shalt attain success,

lover,

walking on the height

Thy shadow greater shall be evermore
Than King Jamshid's, and plumes and
As

pinions
bright
hath the Phoenix, shall thy soul possess,
Arrogantly to soar.

By

sorrow crucified,

A

true beUever lost his Hfe for thee.
And yet did not attain what I attain
This new delight which is bestowed on me
Even the friends who travelled by my side

Could never know nor gain.

Red with its fount of tears
Thy rosy face doth like a tulip show,
To tell what dreams within thy heart

My

arise.

have washed with their unceasing
The magic cup wherein the world appears
Displayed before mine eyes.
tears

flow,

:

;

stronger my love shall grow
Bearing the bonds of sorrow for thy sake,

More patient and more proud

my

heart shall be,

Like the imprisoned bird who tries to make
His cage a garden, though his wild heart know
He never shall be free.

—

Behold Love's path it seems
Makhfi
but be strong to tread
Its toilsome way, and come, nor look behind
The temple where thou canst bow down thy head.
The idol fairer than thy fairest dreams,
Thou shalt desire, and find.

So

long,

;
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XLV
No way
The road

of

of joy and ease is mine to tread,
shame and madness joyfully I choose

instead

;

And from my
shall

heart such streams of blood

pour

the Day of Judgment, that the Desert
crimsoned o'er
Shall all the rosy hues of heaven outvie,
And Paradise be darkened, envious of its flaming

Upon

dye.
penitent, I shed one tear of shame.
Then shall be cleansed the follies and the sins that
stained my name
For God shall show compassion in that day,
My record of transgressions shall be wholly swept
If,

;

away.

The tree of World's Desire has set its roots
Deep planted in the darkness sin and shame its
;

bitter fruits

;

Then

For

barter not the wealth contentment
brings
all the wide dominions of a thousand mighty
kings.
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If from my heart I loose my heavy sighs
Black whirling from the Desert shall the blinding

dust

arise.

Though, Makhfi, God

The

shall pardon at the last,
Skirt of Intercession hold within thy fingers
fast.
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;

XLVI
GIVE me, friends, your care,
madness loudly I proclaim
The secrets of the Lord, that all may know.
Like wax I melt within Love's eager flame,
But in my breast a heart of stone I bear,
Lest in

my

Mocking

Down

its

glow.

unto death I went.

The Heavens upon me showered

their cruel blows.

ye Chosen Ones of God
Enemy, when shall I gain repose.
How long shall I groan under chastisement,
Wince 'neath the rod ?
Pity me,

!

How darkened is my fame
Extravagantly have I spent my store.
And empty-handed in the market stand
A dervish am I, and can give no more.
No emperor, with glory round my name
And lavish hand.
!
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—

;

—

!

Foundered my boat of life;
Vainly upon the ocean of despair
I ventured out, seeking the tranquil shore
And the Beloved. No farther can I dare
I bow to Fate, I turn me from the strife,
I scheme no more.

The time of spring is past,
rose-leaves in the garden drift apart,
Among the trees the bulbul sings no more.
long,
madness, shalt thou hold
heart!
exaltation, shalt thou last
long,
Now spring is o'er ?

The

my

How
How

How

uselessly is spent
life,
cast away the treasure of
Friend
In bitter separation from
strife
Surely, O cruel Heavens, might now
pain,
weary discontent,
grief,

my

And

my

my

My

my

my

Attain the end

!

O King, O Teacher, see
E'en in the tale of Alexander's fate,
Most fortunate of mortals, thou canst read
Of Dara, broken and disconsolate
Yea, sorrowful his shadowed history
Appears indeed.
101

Upon the feasting day
Friends joyfully in the assembly meet,
But Makhfi in the lane of sorrow goes
Slowly and loth, with melancholy feet.
No rest, no ease, no peace upon the way,
The faquir knows.

102

!

;

XLVII
Unto

the garden floats the wandering air

To tell the roses that are waiting there
The tidings of thy coming soft and sweet
;

Their petals open as they kiss thy

feet.

from thy moon-like face the veil arise,
will Yusuf turn regretful eyes
Homeward to Canaan he will only see

If

No more

:

Thy

face,

and

No remedy

offer all his love to thee.

can heal the heart's distress
of thy loveliness.

Except the vision

Here, suffering souls, the solace that you need
Tear not your wounds, no longer make them
!

bleed.

How difficult the hunted deer to find.
Although his scent be left upon the wind
How hard to reach thee, though thine every tress
Breathes musk of Khotan through the wilderness
I

happy Makhfi fortunate thy day
For thou at the Beloved's feet may lay
Thy song in homage happier still, if thou
!

;

Sing rapturously evermore as
103

now

!

XLVIII
So tyrannous thine

Even the morning

No

soft

breeze

assuagement in

It only faints

its

and

eyes,

hot with wrath,
breath it hath,

is

dies.

Like Khizr, strong and

fair,

Whose soul is steeped in the immortal spring,
The well of life, thou shalt be worshipping
With holy words of prayer.

Bom

None
Thou

From hope I turned in hate;
now false hope can cozen me.
know the cruel Heavens conspired with

No
I

to the Khalif's place,
other heired such high estate as thine,
hast the beauty that is all divine,
Fairer than peri's grace.

further

To darken thus

my

Makhfi, thy

flows fast,

life

thee

fate.

The days from out thy hand drop evermore;

O

turn no weary traveller from thy door.
Give him what cheer thou hast.

104

XLIX
Let not thy

whose

curl,

loveliness

Maddens the world, bring new

Upon thy

distress

lovers, floating free,

Tossed by the wind, that all may see
fall beneath thy sorcery.

And

Let not the valley of thy love
place of bitter torment prove
For dolorous souls, already worn
By all the penance they have borne,
Betrayed by love, and left forlorn.

A

No

flower,

no nightingale

am

I,

So from the garden mournfully
I go.

Back

And

breezes, free to stray.
to her garden find your way.
greeting to my Love convey.

Exiled and driven from thee I pass

Upon my journey like the grass
And patient reeds I bend and shake.
As my despairing road I take,
;

Leaving the body

for

105

thy sake.

Before the soul who understands
Be silent in the desert sands
He learnt his lore. Break not the rest
Of the afflicted and oppressed
With poisoned arrows in his breast.
:
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MIGHT I have as surma for mine eyes
The dust that on her happy threshold lies,

And

there might waiting kneel to kiss at last

Her

feet like those of angels fluttering past

My

soul has girt around it suffering
wears it as the garment that a king
Gives to his servant, decking him with pride.
Enemy that waitest by
side,
How long shall I be bent beneath thy rod,
friends have
And walk the path of pain

And

my

my

trod?
The storm sweeps round

my

house,

its

ramparts-

fail.

deep foundations sway before the gale.
a bird, who, flying home to rest,
Finds that the waters have o'erwhelmed his nest.

Its

1

am

Sell

No

not the jewel of thy soul so cheap,
friends can help thy heart its wealth to keep.

King of all the roses, be thou kind
Unto the bulbul, whose unquiet mind
Makes him a mad faquir in loving thee
For even kings who ride in majesty
107

;

Will stop their chariots e'er a faquir stir.
Blessed is Makhfi
God has given to her
The pearl of words, jewel of song divine,
Fairer than spoils of ocean or of mine.
•
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NOTES
: in Persian poetry the type of the most fortunate
one, as is Darius of the most imfortunate.
Ayub : Job.
Diwan : a Diwan consists of a series of groups of ghazals (^.v.),
the first collection rhyming with the first letter of the
alphabet, the second with the second, and so on through
the alphabet.
Ferhad : a lover famous in Eastern story. He loved Shirin
(the sweet one), who was the wife of King Khosni,
about the end of the sixth century. He was a sculptor,
and renowned throughout Persia. The King, fearing
his rivalry, tried to divert his mind from his passion,
and sought to find for him some impossible task. As
Shirin had demanded a " river of milk," he was bidden
to clear away the rocks obstructing the passage of tho
great mountain of Beysitoun, and to cause the rivers
on the opposite sides of the mountain to join. Ferhad
agreed on condition that, if he were successful, Shirin
should be given to him. For years he labomred, and
carved out wonderful caverns, which can be seen to
this day ; and the Joui-shir (stream of milk) still flows
from the mountain between Hamadan and Hulwan.
Only a few days' work remained to be done, when the
King heard reports that the project was succeeding
he thereupon sent a messenger to tell Ferhsid that
Shirin was dead. On hearing this, Ferhad died, some
say by killing himself with his axe, others say by
^.•*
throwing himself over a precipice.
Ohazaly or gazel : a form of verse written in a succession of
couplets. The first two lines rhyme, and of the succeeding couplets the first Line is unrhymed, the second rhymes
with the first couplet, and so on, throughout the poem ;
so that, in the whole poem, all the words which rhyme,
rhyme with one another. When this form of verse
consists of only four lines, it is called a Ruhai.
The

Alexander
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;
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length of a ghazal varies, but it is not supposed to be
longer than eighteen couplets. Often the couplets
within a ghazal have no apparent connection, and are
complete in themselves. The last couplet usually
contains the name of the poet.
Hatim, or Hatim Tai : an Arabian chief famed for his generosity
he never refused a request. He was born in
:

Yemen,

in Arabia Felix, in pre-Musulman times.
Some
one asked for his head, and he gave it, and so died.
Hedjaz : the greatest desert in Arabia ; along its length pass
the principal caravan routes.
Jamshid : the type of the magnificent king. He belonged
to the mythical Peshdadian dynasty, and flourished
about 800 B.C. He was reputed to be the builder of
Persepolis.
His reign was a kind of golden age, when
sickness and death were unknown. The angel Siroush
descended from Heaven to visit him, and left him a robe
and an enchanted girdle. He was gifted, like Moses,
with a ray of divine light ; so that once, when he was
descending Moimt Alborz, the crowd imagined that
there were two suns in the world. His ring and throne
had magic powers when he looked into his seven-ringed
goblet he could see what was passing in all the worlds.
But pride came into his heart, and he forgot God hia
subjects revolted against him and drove him from his
kingdom
and he roamed the earth an outcast for a
hundred years. He repented, and was restored, with
undiminished youth, to his kingdom and power.
Kaaha : the chief sanctuary of Mecca, the holy city of the
Musulmans. The Kaaba was revered before the time
of Muhammad, and was then a rude stone building
its name came from a word meaning an astralagus, or
die, because of its roughly cubical shape.
It has been
several times rebuilt, but the old form has been preserved except in secondary details.
Into its wall is
built an ancient black stone, possibly an aerolite, said
to have been given by the angel Gabriel to Abraham.
Kafir : an unbeliever
one who is not a Musulman.
Kaikohad : a Sultan of the Seljukian dynasty, renowned
not only for his successful wars, but as a great builder
.

:

;

;

;

of palaces.

NOTES
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Kerhda

:
the place of the massacre of Hussain, the grandson,
of the Prophet, and his children, by the Ommeyyades.
It is situated in Mesopotamia, near the western bank
of the Tigris, twenty-eight miles from the ruins of
Babylon. It is a great place of pilgrimage for the
Shiahs, who hold that the spiritual leadership of Islam
devolved upon Ali, the son-in-law of Muhammad, and
The tomb of Hussain is in a large
his descendants.

mosque

and each year two hundred thousand pilgrims
parts of the Musulman world visit it, sometimes carrying the bones of their ancestors to be buried
there.
The story of the death of Hussain is annually
read, and sometimes enacted as a miracle-play, in
Shiah commiinities, with much wailing and sorrow, on
the tenth day of the Mohurrum celebrations.
J^hizr : the angel-guardian of the spring of immortality.
Kiblah : the direction in which Mecca lies, indicated by the
mehrab, or niche, in the wall of a mosque, to which
the worshippers turn in prayer.
Ijeila and Majnun : the heroine and hero of the celebrated
Arabian love-story told by many poets, of whom the
most famous are Jami, Nizami, and Hatifi. Kais was
the son of an Arabian chief, but, madly loving Leila, the
from

;

all

chief, he was called Majnun,
was married to a more powerful
suitor, and Majnun wandered for years in the desert,
where he taught the secrets of love to the birds and beasts.

daughter of a neighbouring
or the

JUahmotid

:

mad

one.

Leila

the praised one, a

name

of the Prophet.

-Majnun : the lover of Leila {q.v.),
Makhfi : the hidden one.
Mansur : Mansur al-Hallaj, a Persian saint of the ninth
century, who was crucified at Baghdad for declaring that
he was one with God.

Maaiha

:
Messiah. Jesus is known in Musulman tradition
aa the Healer.
PhcRnix : a f abtilous bird of great size and beauty, habitually
dwelling in the Caucasus Mountains, but appearing at
very rare intervals. If it spreads its wings over the head
of a man, he becomes a king.
It was supposed to live
for seventeen hundred years, and only one existed in
the world at a time.

NOTES
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Rustum

son of Zal, Prince of Seistan
a traditional hero
famous for his indomitable strength and
bravery. He conquered the Dives, or evil spirits, and
performed other miraculous deeds, comparable to the
labours of Hercules. He is the hero of the Shah-Nameh
:

:

Persia,

of

of Firdausi.

Saki

:

Shirin
*'

the cupbearer.
the beloved of Ferhad
sweet."
:

{q.v.).

The name meana

King Solomon ; in Musulman legend lord over
and demons, of great wisdom and power, understanding the language, not only of all men, but of the
beasts and birds. His power lay in his possessing the

Suleiman

:

angels

with the name of God.
kohl, or collyrium, a black powder used in Eg3rpt
and the East for darkening the eyelids and thus giving
lustre to the eyes.
seal

Surma

:

: the Turcomans from Turkestan, who ravaged Central
Asia from Persia to India and east to China, the Great
Wall of which was built as a protection against them.
Yaqvb : Jacob, who in Musulman tradition became blind
by weeping for the loss of his son Joseph, who had been
he regained
sold by his brothers as a slave into Egypt
his sight when he smelt the garment of his son which
had been brought to him.
Yusuf : Joseph, who is regarded as of superhuman loveliness,
surrounded by celestial Hght, the emblem of divine perfection.
He possessed nine-tenths of the beauty allotted
to the whole world.
Zuleikha : daughter of Taimus, King of Mauretania. In
a dream she saw and fell in love with the image of
Yusuf
she was not told his name, but only that hi»
abode was Egypt. She went to Memphis to marry
Asiz Potiphar, the Grand Vizier of Pharaoh, imagining
her future husband was the vision of her dream. Yusuf
was sold as a slave, and was purchased by her ; but,
being warned by the angel Gabriel in the Ukeness of
his father Jacob, he fled from her.
She is represented
aa always brooding over her lost happiness.
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HAWAII'S STORY
CHAPTER I
A SKETCH OF MY CHILDHOOD
THE extinct crater or mountain which forms the background to the city of Honolulu is known as the PunchBowl; at its base is situated the Queen's Hospital, so named because of the great interest taken in its erection by
Emma, the queen of Kamehameha IV. Funds for the cause were solicited by the reigning sovereigns in person,
and the hospital building was completed in 1860. Very near to its site, on Sept. 2, 1838, I was born. My father's
name was Kapaakea, and my mother was Keohokalole; the latter was one of the fifteen counsellors of the king,
Kamehameha III., who in 1840 gave the first written constitution to the Hawaiian people. My great-grandfather,
Keawe-a-Heulu, the founder of the dynasty of the Kamehamehas, the Keoua, father of Kamehameha I., were
own cousins (he was also brother of Mrs. Bishop's ancestress, Hakau), and my great-grandaunt was the
celebrated Queen Kapiolani, one of the first converts to Christianity. She plucked the sacred berries from the
borders of the volcano, descended to the boiling lava, and there, while singing Christian hymns, threw them into
the lake of fire. This was the act which broke forever the power of Pele, the fire-goddess, over the hearts of her
people. Those interested in genealogies are referred to the tables at the close of this volume, which show the
descent of our family from the highest chiefs of ancient days. It has often happened in the history of nations that
the most eminent men have won the crown, and then, instead of ascending the throne, have placed the executive
office in the hands of another. Kamehameha I. was, indeed, the founder of Hawaiian unity, and worthy of the
surname of the Great; but it is truthfully recorded in the early histories of the Islands, – those written by such
men as Mr. Pogue, Mr. Dibble, and others, – that he owed his selection for the monarchy to the chiefs from
whom the latest reigning family, my own, is descended. This indebtedness was fully recognized during the life
of that monarch.
Naihe, the husband of Kapiolani, was the great orator of the king's reign; his father, Keawe-a-Heulu, was
chief counsellor to Kamehameha I.; while had it not been for the aid of the two chiefs, Keeaumoku and
Kameeiamoku, cousins of the chief counsellor, the Hawaiian Islands must have remained for a long time, if not
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html
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until this day, in a state of anarchy. My grandfather, Aikanaka, had charge of the guns of the fort on Punch-Bowl
Hill, which had been brought from the larger island of Hawaii; as the chiefs, their families, and followers had
settled here from the time of the final battle, when all the forces contending against Kamehameha I. were driven
over the Pali.
For the purpose of enhancing the value of their own mission, it has been at times asserted by foreigners that
the abundance of the chief was procured by the poverty of his followers. To any person at all familiar, either by
experience or from trustworthy tradition, with the daily life of the Hawaiian people fifty years also, nothing
could be more incorrect than such assumption. The chief whose retainers were in any poverty or want would
have felt, not only their sufferings, but, further, his own disgrace. As was then customary with the Hawaiian
chiefs, my father was surrounded by hundreds of his own people, all of whom looked to him, and never in vain,
for sustenance. He lived in a large grass house surrounded by smaller ones, which were the homes of those the
most closely connected with his service. There was food enough and to spare for every one. And this was
equally true of all his people, however distant from his personal care. For the chief always appointed some man
of ability as his agent or overseer. This officer apportioned the lands to each Hawaiian, and on these allotments
were raised the taro, the potatoes, the pigs, and the chickens which constituted the living of the family; even the
forests, which furnished the material from which was made the tapa cloth, were apportioned to the women in
like manner. It is true that no one of the common people could mortgage or sell his land, but the wisdom of this
limitation is abundantly proved by the homeless condition of the Hawaiians at the present day. Rent, eviction of
tenants, as understood in other lands, were unknown; but each retainer of any chief contributed in the
productions of his holding to the support of the chief's table.
But I was destined to grow up away from the house of my parents. Immediately after my birth I was wrapped
in the finest soft tapa cloth, and taken to the house of another chief, by whom I was adopted. Konia, my fostermother, was a granddaughter of Kamehameha I., and was married to Paki, also a high chief; their only daughter,
Bernice Pauahi, afterwards Mrs. Charles R. Bishop, was therefore my foster-sister. In speaking of our
relationship, I have adopted the term customarily used in the English language, but there was no such
modification recognized in my native land. I knew no other father or mother than my foster-parents, no other
sister than Bernice. I used to climb up on the knees of Paki, put my arms around his neck, kiss him, and he
caressed me as a father would his child; while on the contrary, when I met my own parents, it was with perhaps
more of interest, yet always with the demeanor I would have shown to any strangers who noticed me. My own
father and mother had other children, ten in all, the most of them being adopted into other chiefs' families; and
although I knew that these were my own brothers and sisters, yet we met throughout my younger life as though
we had not known our common parentage. This was, and indeed is, in accordance with Hawaiian customs. It is
not easy to explain its origin to those alien to our national life, but it seems perfectly natural to us. As intelligible
a reason as can be given is that this alliance by adoption cemented the ties of friendship between the chiefs. It
spread to the common people, and it has doubtless fostered a community of interest and harmony.
At the age of four years I was sent to what was then known as the Royal School, because its pupils were
exclusively persons whose claims to the throne were acknowledged. It was founded and conducted by Mr. Amos
S. Cooke, who was assisted by his wife. It was a boarding-school, the pupils being allowed to return to their
homes during vacation time, as well as for an occasional Sunday during the term. The family life was made
agreeable to us, and our instructors were especially particular to teach us the proper use of the English language;
but when I recall the instances in which we were sent hungry to bed, it seems to me that they failed to remember
that we were growing children. A thick slice of bread covered with molasses was usually the sole article of our
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html
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supper, and we were sometimes ingenious, if not over honest, in our search for food: if we could beg something
of the cook it was the easier way; but if not, anything eatable left within our reach was surely confiscated. As a
last resort, we were not above searching the gardens for any esculent root or leaf, which (having inherited the art
of igniting a fire from the friction of sticks), we could cook and consume without the knowledge of our
preceptors.
I can remember now my emotions on entering this the first school I ever attended. I can recall that I was
carried there on the shoulders of a tall, stout, very large woman, whose name was Kaikai (she was the sister of
Governor Kanoa, and they were of a family of chiefs of inferior rank, living under the control and direction of
the higher chiefs). As she put me down at the entrance of the schoolhouse, I shrank from its doors, with that
immediate and strange dread of the unknown so common to childhood. Crying bitterly, I turned to my faithful
attendant, clasping her with my arms and clinging closely to her neck. She tenderly expostulated with me; and
as the children, moved by curiosity to meet the new-comer, crowded about me, I was soon attracted by their
friendly faces, and was induced to go into the old courtyard with them. Then my fears began to vanish, and
comforted and consoled, I soon found myself at home amongst my playmates.
Several of the pupils who were at the school with me have subsequently become known in Hawaiian history.
There were four children of Kinau, daughter of Kamehameha I., the highest in rank of any of the women chiefs
of her day; these were Moses, Lot (afterwards Kamehameha V.), Liholiho (afterwards Kamehameha IV.), and
Victoria, of whom I shall soon speak. Next came Lunalilo, who followed Kamehameha V. as king. Then came
Bernice Pauahi, who married Hon. Charles R. Bishop. Our family was represented by Kaliokalani, Kalakaua,
and myself, two of the three destined to ascend the throne. Besides these I must mention Emma Rooke, who
married one of the Kamehamehas, Peter Kaeo, Jane Loeau, Elizabeth Kaaniau, Abigail Maheha, Mary Paaina,
and John Kinau Pitt; although these were all not there at the same time. Queen Emma, I remember, did not come
in until after I had been at school some years.
We never failed to go to church in a procession every Sunday in charge of our teachers, Mr. and Mrs. Cooke,
and occupied seats in the immediate vicinity of the pew where the king was seated. The custom was for a boy
and girl to march side by side; the lead being taken by the eldest scholars. Moses and Jane had this distinction,
next Lot and Bernice, then Liholiho with Abigail, followed by Lunalilo and Emma (after the later had joined the
school), James and Elizabeth, David and Victoria, and so on, John Kinau and I being the last.
With the Princess Victoria, who died on the 29th of May, 1866, my younger life was connected in the
following manner. When I was taken from my own parents and adopted by Paki and Konia, or about two
months thereafter, a child was born to Kinau. That little babe was the Princess Victoria, two of whose brothers
became sovereigns of the Hawaiian people. While the infant was at its mother's breast, Kinau always preferred
to take me into her arms to nurse, and would hand her own child to the woman attendant who was there for that
purpose. So she frequently declared in the presence of my adopted mother, Konia, that a bond of the closest
friendship must always exist between her own baby girl and myself as aikane or foster-children of the same
mother, and that all she had would also appertain to me just as if I had been her own child; and that although in
the future I might be her child's rival, yet whatever would belong to Victoria should be mine. This insistence on
the part of the mother was never forgotten; it remained in the history of Victoria's girlhood and mine until her
death, although Kinau herself never lived to see her prophetic predictions fulfilled. Kinau died on the 4th of
April, 1839, not long after the birth of her youngest child, Victoria.
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On any occasion where the Princess Victoria was expected to be present I was always included in the
invitation, so that whenever Kekauluohi, the sister of Kinau, invited her niece to be with her, I was also
summoned to her residence. This aunt lived in a large stone house called Pohukaina, which stood not more than
two hundred feet from the Royal School; and for our enjoyment she used to prepare all sorts of sweetmeats and
delicacies peculiar to the Hawaiians, such as (to call them by our native names) kulolo, paipaiee, and koelepalau, with which our childish tastes were delighted.
In 1847 Moses left school, and went to reside with his father. In 1848 Jane Loeau married a Mr. Jasper.
Abigail Maheha also left about the same time to reside with her aunt, the Princess Kekauonohi, and it was at this
date that the epidemic of measles spread through the land; of those who fell victims to it were Moses Kekuaiwa,
William Pitt Leleiohoku, who was a cousin of the Princess Kekauonohi and the first husband of the Princess
Ruth (when later my younger brother was born, and adopted by Ruth, he took the name of her deceased
husband); the third of these deaths in the families of the royal children was that of my little sister Kaiminaauao,
who had been adopted by Kamehameha III. and his queen, Kalama.
This sad event made a great impression upon my younger days; for these relatives and companions of my
youth died and were buried on the same day, the coffin of the last-named resting on that of the others. They were
all buried in the royal mausoleum, which then was located where is now the yard of Iolani Palace. Since the
erection of another building up the Nuuanu Valley, their remains have been removed with those of their
ancestors.
From the year 1848 the Royal School began to decline in influence; and within two or three years from that
time it was discontinued, the Cooke family entering business with the Castles, forming a mercantile
establishment still in existence.
Mr. Cooke and Mr. S. N. Castle were both sent to Honolulu by the American Board of Commissioners for
Foreign Missions. As soon as they had become accustomed to life in the Hawaiian Islands, they severed all
connection with the board, entered secular and mercantile pursuits, founding the firm of Castle & Cooke. This
has now become a very wealthy concern; and although the senior partners are dead, it is still conducted under
their name by their descendants or associates. The sons of Mr. Castle have also been actively interested in the
present (1893-1897) government of the Hawaiian Islands.
From the school of Mr. and Mrs. Cooke I was sent to that of Rev. Mr. Beckwith, also one of the American
missionaries. This was a day-school, and with it I was better satisfied than with a boarding-school.
[Page]

CHAPTER II
SOME INCIDENTS OF MY YOUTH
I WAS a studious girl; and the acquisition of knowledge has been a passion with me during my whole life, one
which has not lost it charm to the present day. In this respect I was quite different from my sister Bernice. She
was one of the most beautiful girls I ever saw; the vision of her loveliness at that time can never be effaced from
remembrance; like a striking picture once seen, it is stamped upon memory's page forever. She married in her
eighteenth year. She was betrothed to Prince Lot, a grandchild of Kamehameha the Great; but when Mr. Charles
R. Bishop pressed his suit, my sister smiled on him, and they were married. It was a happy marriage. When Mr.
and Mrs. Bishop were first married they established their modest home at the termination of the beautiful
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Nuuanu Valley, directly opposite the tombs of the Hawaiian monarchs. They then began housekeeping in a small
house on Alakea Street, near the site of the present Masonic Temple. At this time I was still living with Paki and
Konia, and the house now standing and known as the Arlington Hotel was being erected by the chief for his
residence. It was completed in 1851, and occupied by Paki until 1855, when he died. Then my sister and her
husband moved to that residence, which still remained my home. It was there that the years of my girlhood were
passed, after school-days were over, and the pleasant company we often had in that house will never cease to
give interest to the spot.
Mr. Bishop was a popular and hospitable man, and his wife was as good as she was beautiful. The king,
Kamehameha IV., Alexander Liholiho, would often appear informally at our doors with some of his friends; the
evening would be passed in improvised dances, and the company always grew larger when it became known
that we were thus enjoying ourselves; sometimes we would all adjourn to the house of some friend or neighbor
from whom we had reason to expect like hospitality, and the night would be half gone ere we noticed the flight
of time.
It was now that the young man who subsequently became my husband first became specially interested in me,
and I in him, although we had been very near neighbors during our school-days, and we had seen each other
more than once. A Mr. and Mrs. Johnston, a married couple of rather advanced age, established a day-school for
children of both sexes in the house next to that of Mr. Cooke; their lot was separated from ours by a high fence
of adobe, or sun-baked brick. The boys used to climb the fence on their side for the purpose of looking at the
royal children, and amongst these curious urchins was John O. Dominis. His father was a sea-captain, who had
originally come to Honolulu on Cape Horn voyages, and had been interested in trade both in China and in
California. The ancestors of Captain Dominis were from Italy; but Mrs. Dominis was an American, born at
Boston, and was a descendant of one of the early English settlers. The house known as Washington Place was
built by Captain Dominis for a family residence. As will appear shortly, Mr. Dominis was not my first or only
suitor. My social and political importance would, quite apart from any personal qualities, render my alliance a
matter of much solicitude to many. This is not, however, a subject on which I shall care to say more than is
necessary.
On June 13, 1855, Paki, my adopted father, died. Soon after this the betrothal was announced of Alexander
Liholiho and Emma Rooke. Some of those interested in the genealogies of the historic families of the Hawaiian
chiefs, on hearing of this intended marriage, went to the king, and begged him to change his mind. "And why
should I?" asked Liholiho. "Because, Your Majesty, there is no other chief equal to you in birth and rank but the
adopted daughter of Paki." The king took offense at this counsel, and dismissed the objectors from his presence.
Emma was descended from a half-brother of Kalaniopuu, the latter being first cousin to Kamehameha the Great.
The royal wedding took place on June 19, 1856. The bridesmaids were Princess Victoria, myself, and Mary
Pitman; the groomsmen were Prince Lot (afterwards Kamehameha V.), Prince William, and my brother, David
Kalakaua. Honolulu was for the time the scene of great festivity. The ceremony filled the great Kawaiahao
church; and thereafter there were picnics, parties, luaus, and balls without number. Each of the nations
represented on the island, even to the Chinese, gave its own special ball in honor of the wedding.
The king was returning from Moanalua with a large escort, a cavalcade of perhaps two hundred riders of both
sexes. Amongst these was General J. O. Dominis, then a young man on the staff of Prince Lot. He was riding by
my side when an awkward horseman forced his horse between us, and in the confusion Mr. Dominis was thrown
from his horse and his leg broken. He gained the saddle, however, and insisted on accompanying me to my
home, where he dismounted, and helped me from my horse. He then rode home; but by the time he had reached
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his own home his leg had become so swollen and painful that he could not dismount without assistance, and for
some time, until the bone had become united, was confined to his house.
In the following November I accompanied Konia, my mother, to Hawaii, where she went for her health. We
visited Kona, Kaei, and Kaleakekua Bay, the latter celebrated as the scene of the death of Captain Cook, the
discoverer. The Princess Miriam Likelike (my own sister) was there brought up, and was well contented; but to
one accustomed as I was to the bustle of the city and the life of the court, it seemed to be an excessively quiet
and dismal place. After some months spent on Hawaii we went to Lahaina; there I received a letter from my
brother Kalakaua, telling me that he was engaged to the Princess Victoria, and asking me to come to Honolulu.
So, attended by five women, all from the families of high chiefs, I started for that city; but upon my arrival I
found that the engagement was broken, for the Princess Victoria had gone to Wailua, and my brother had heard
nothing from her for a fortnight; so I made preparations to return to Maui, but receiving an invitation to remain
for a ball to be given by Prince Lot, I deferred my journey. At the ball the Princess Victoria appeared with her
suite, and it was said was engaged to Prince William. Be that as it may, we all had a very gay time at the ball,
which continued until daybreak.
At two o'clock the day following Prince Lot and Mr. Dominis, with the five ladies of noble birth, attended me
to the old schooner Kekauluohi, by which I was to make the passage across the channel. My retinue was very
large, and nearly filled the cabin. Prince William, who ascended the throne in 1874 under the title of Lunalilo,
was the owner of the vessel, and was also at this time on board. He came to me, and insisted on my taking his
cabin; and when the berth had been emptied of oranges with which I found it filled, his wearing apparel, boots,
and other belongings also cleared out, I complied. He than asked me in the presence of my attendants why we
shouldn't get married. There was an aged native preacher on board, Pikanele by name, who at once offered to
perform the ceremony. But having heard the prince was engaged to his cousin Victoria, I did not consider it right
to marry him on the impulse of the moment. When we arrived at Lahaina he escorted me to my home, there
repeating his offer; and I took the matter into serious consideration, agreeing to write to him. He joined his
father at Kona; and to that place I directed my letter, sending it by the schooner Kamamalu, which also was the
Hawaiian name of the princess. It seemed that she declined to be the bearer of messages to her fickle swain, for
the schooner was lost at sea. In the mean time Victoria Kamamalu had written to Prince William, reminding him
of his obligations to her, and asking him to return to Honolulu, which he did, stopping at Lahaina on the way to
tell me that, having received no answer from me, he supposed that I had rejected his proposal; but on my
explanation of the matter, he again renewed his offer, and we became engaged. In May of that year my mother
returned with me to Honolulu; but her health was not permanently improved, and on July 2, 1857, she died.
The death of Paki and Konia placed me more yet under the charge of Mr. and Mrs. Bishop, but Prince William
claimed that our engagement was in full force. Mr. Bishop asked the king if he considered it a good match, to
which Alexander replied that if I were his daughter he should not approve of it, but that if each of us were
pleased, he should not oppose it, but advise us to marry. But there were certain other incidents which came to
the surface ere long which led me to break the engagement. Neither Prince William Lunalilo nor the Princess
Victoria was ever married.
[Page]

CHAPTER III
KAMEHAMEHA IV
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ALEXANDER LIHOLIHO, known to history as Kamehameha IV., had all the characteristics of his race; and
the strong, passionate nature of the Kamehamehas is shown in his benevolent as in his less commendable acts.
To him was due the introduction of the Anglican Mission. He personally translated the English Prayer-Book into
our language. He also founded the Queen's Hospital, as has already been noticed; and both the foreign and
domestic affairs of his government were ably administered. Hon. R. C. Wylie continued as his Minister of
Foreign Affairs throughout his reign.
In 1859, or just prior to my engagement to Mr. Dominis, a pleasant party was made up in Honolulu for an
excursion to the other islands, on which I went, being, as indeed I always was at this time, under the special
charge of Mrs. Bishop. We visited the volcano on Hawaii, and descended to the city of Hilo, on whose beautiful
bay was then lying the United States ship Levant. At this place we were joined by the king with his party; and
having many most agreeable acquaintances amongst the naval officers, the time sped quickly in social pleasures.
We lived in a large grass house, one side of which was occupied by the ladies and the other by the gentlemen,
while the centre was a room used for banquet-hall or ballroom, besides answering the purpose of separating the
two lateral apartments so widely that no conversation could be heard from one to the other. When any of the
royal party had occasion to go from one place to another, we were drawn in carriages of native construction, the
people themselves furnishing the power usually supplied by horses. Sometimes we were stuck in some mudhole or water-course, from which the most determined efforts of our devoted followers could not extricate us;
and it was then necessary to have a horse led to the side of the vehicle to take us off on horseback. But we were
light-hearted, merry, and happy; the naval officers were perfect gentlemen, and gallant in their attentions. The
king enjoyed the pleasures to which his presence and that of others of the royal line gave a great charm. He even
mischievously prevented us from taking an affectionate adieu of our friends aboard the Levant by suddenly
signalling that we were to be at once on board of the Kilauea; and that steamer started without as much as a "By
your leave, sir," to the naval commander. At Lahaina the whole party left the ship, and at that port was further
increased by the accession of the king's friends and retainers.
The next trip (1860) proposed by His Majesty was to the extinct volcano of Healeala, and orders were given
that we should all go in boats from Lahaina to Wailuku. It was a beautiful sight; the waters were calm, each boat
was ornamented with the Hawaiian flag, the royal standard fluttered from that of the king, and as we coasted
along the shores, we could see the people on the land following our course and interested in our progress; there
were, I think, twelve boats in all. We arrived without accident, ascended the mountain, and passed a night on the
border of the crater. We had our tents, and there was shelter in the caves and crevices for the remainder of the
party. All passed off gayly. There was little sleep, however, some of us being afflicted with asthmatic attacks
which the excessive rarity of the air at that altitude made very severe. Such was my portion; but as I sat up, not
daring to lie down lest I might lose my breath, I could hear the merry sounds of the singing and dancing which
from one tent or another was going on around me.
The first halt in our enjoyment was when word was received that the little Prince of Hawaii, then but a little
more than a year old, was ill.
The king was deaf to the entreaties of the queen to be allowed to go directly to her child, because he thought it
would delay his own departure and arrival at the bedside of his boy. Fortunately the illness passed away without
serious consequences; yet it seemed the first break in our festivities, and was followed by an event of a most
tragical nature.
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We descended the mountain and returned to Lahaina, where I, accompanied by Mrs. Bishop, left them, and
went back to Honolulu. The first news we received was that the king in a fit of passion had shot and mortally
wounded one of the party, his own secretary, Mr. H. A. Neilson. After the occurrence all that the tenderest of
brothers could have done was proffered by the king to the wounded man; but after lingering for some months,
Mr. Neilson died. No legal notice of the event was in any way taken; no person would have been foolhardy
enough to propose it. It is not my purpose to defend the right of the king to this execution of summary
vengeance, especially as it was done in a moment of anger; yet beyond the sadness of the act, it has a certain
bearing on this sketch of my life as one of the descendants from the ruling families of Hawaii.
There were causes which were apparent to any of our people for something very like righteous anger on the
part of the king. His Majesty was trying to make us each and all happy; yet even during moments of relaxation,
undue familiarity, absence of etiquette, rudeness, or any other form which implied or suggested disrespect to
royalty in any manner whatsoever, would never be tolerated by any one of the native chiefs of the Hawaiian
people. To allow any such breach of good manners to pass unnoticed would be looked upon by his own retainers
as belittling to him, and they would be the first to demand the punishment of the offender. It was in this case far
too severe. No one realized that more than the king himself, who suffered much distress for his victim, and was
with difficulty dissuaded from the abdication of his throne. The temper of the Kamehamehas had descended to
the young prince, and was also the cause of his death. For when the child was about four years old, he became
dissatisfied with a pair of boots, and burst into an ungovernable fit of passion. His father sought to cool him off
by putting the boy under an open faucet of cold, running water. The little one appeared to be unharmed, but later
in the day broke down with nervous weeping, and could not be comforted. Then it was discovered that the cold
douche and shock had brought on an attack of brain fever. From this he did not recover, but died on the 27th of
August, 1862. The king and queen had the sympathy of all parties in their bereavement; but Kamehameha IV.
completely lost his interest in public life, living in the utmost possible retirement until his death.
It may be in place here to notice the opening of the reign of Kamehameha IV.'s successor. It has already been
seen that the right of life and death was unchallenged; that whatever it may be in other countries, as late as an
epoch thirty years in the past it belonged to the highest chief of the Hawaiian people. In like manner it may be
said that the whole people owed its national life to the throne. The first constitution was given to the realm in
1840, and was a voluntary act on the part of the king, Kamehameha III. The second succeeded it in 1852. Both
of these were doubtless drafted under the supervision and advice of the missionaries, of whom, even at the latter
date, the Hawaiian nation was beginning to feel a little justifiable jealousy. So when Prince Lot came to the
throne in 1863, under the title of Kamehameha V., his first official act was to refuse to take the oath to maintain
the existing constitution. His success as Minister of the Interior under his brother had been remarkable, and his
character was said to resemble that of Kamehameha the Great; it is presumable, therefore, that he understood the
needs of his people better than those of foreign birth and alien affinities. In the month of May, 1864, the king
issued a call for a constitutional convention, subsequently making a tour of the islands to explain his plans to the
electors. In July of that year the convention assembled in Honolulu; but its time being given to what
Kamehameha considered useless deliberations instead of business, on Aug. 13 he declared the convention
dissolved, dismissed the delegates, publicly abrogated the constitution of 1852, and one week after that date he
proclaimed a new constitution of his own devising, under which Hawaii was happily ruled for twenty-three
years. There will be no disputing the fact that this was a period of increasing prosperity; yet until the late King
Kalakaua was constrained by the foreign element to abrogate this constitution (which my brother did much
against his own will and better judgment in 1887), all parties had lived together in harmony throughout the
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kingdom of the Hawaiian Islands, under a constitution devised and promulgated by one man, and he of the race
of the Hawaiian chiefs. I hope this fact will be recalled when I come to speak of the history of the reign of my
brother Kalakaua, and my own administration of public affairs. Let it be repeated: the promulgation of a new
constitution, adapted to the needs of the times and the demands of the people, has been an indisputable
prerogative of the Hawaiian monarchy.
[Page]

CHAPTER IV
MY MARRIED LIFE
I WAS engaged to Mr. Dominis for about two years; and it was our intention to be married on the second day
of September, 1862. But by reason of the fact that the court was in affliction and mourning, our wedding was
delayed at the request of the king, Kamehameha IV., to the sixteenth of that month; Rev. Dr. Damon, father of
Mr. S. M. Damon, at present the leading banker of the Islands, being the officiating clergyman. It was celebrated
at the residence of Mr. and Mrs. Bishop, in the house which had been erected by my father, Paki, and which,
known as the Arlington Hotel, is still one of the most beautiful and central of the mansions in Honolulu. To it
came all the high chiefs then living there, also the foreign residents; in fact, all the best society of the city.
My husband took me at once to the estate known as Washington Place, which had been built by his father, and
which is still my private residence. It is a large, square, white house, with pillars and porticos on all sides, really
a palatial dwelling, as comfortable in its appointments as it is inviting in its aspect; its front is distant from the
street far enough to avoid the dust and noise. Trees shade its walls from the heat of noonday;
[Facing Page]

WASHINGTON PLACE
THE PRIVATE RESIDENCE OF THE QUEEN, FORMERLY THE HOME OF GENERAL JOHN OWEN
DOMINIS, THE PRINCE CONSORT
[Overleaf]
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[Page]
its ample gardens are filled with the choicest flowers and shrubs; it is, in fact, just what it appears, a choice
tropical retreat in the midst of the chief city of the Hawaiian Islands. Opposite its doors is the edifice, recently
erected, known as the Central Union Church, which is attended by the missionary families, and indeed most of
the foreign residents of American birth or sympathies.
Captain Dominis, father of my husband, had but little enjoyment from the homestead he had planned. He last
sailed from the port in 1846, just as the house was on the point of completion, and the ship he commanded was
never heard of more. His widow expected, hoped, and prayed, but no tidings of his fate were ever received;
slowly she was compelled to recognize the truth so many sailors' wives are constantly learning, and to hope long
deferred succeeded grief for irreparable loss. For this reason she clung with tenacity to the affection and
constant attentions of her son, and no man could be more devoted than was General Dominis to his mother. He
was really an only child, although there had been two daughters older; but while he was an infant they both died
in the United States, where they had been left to gain their education. Mrs. Dominis was a native of Boston.
As she felt that no one should step between her and her child, naturally I, as her son's wife, was considered an
intruder; and I was forced to realize this from the beginning. My husband was extremely kind and considerate to
me, yet he would not swerve to the one side or to the other in any matter where there was danger of hurting his
mother's feelings. I respected the closeness of the tie between mother and son, and conformed my own ideas, so
far as I could, to encourage and assist my husband in his devotion to his mother. Later in life Mrs. Dominis
seemed to fully realize that there had been some self-sacrifice, and she became more and more a tender and
affectionate mother to me as her days were drawing to a close.
Soon after our marriage, Prince Lot invited my husband and myself, with Mr. and Mrs. Robert Davis, who
were married about the same time, to accompany him on a trip to Hawaii, the largest island of the group, from
which its name is taken. We accepted, and it became really my bridal tour. Prince Lot's accession to the throne
as Kamehameha V. was then very near. Invitations were also extended to Mr. and Mrs. John Sumner, Mr.
Haalelea, another member, like my husband, of the staff of His Royal Highness, and a few other friends of the
royal party. It was a most enjoyable trip; we were gone many weeks, but the time passed away most delightfully.
As there are no hotels in our islands, a few words as to the entertainment of the chiefs, with such guests as
they might have with them, may not be out of place here. I have always said that under our own system in
former days there was always plenty for prince or for people. The latter were not paid in money, nor were they
taxed in purse. The chief, by the overseer he appointed, took proper care of their needs, and they in turn
contributed to the support of his table. It was a repetition of the principle of family life by extending the same
over a large number of retainers. So on the estates of the high chiefs who generally resided at Honolulu were
built houses which were sacred to their residence, exclusively devoted to such occasions as the present, when
they might choose to visit their people.
Prince Lot had his houses and lands in Hawaii and elsewhere. It was to these we went. His people welcomed
our presence; and no matter how protracted our stay, Hawaiian hospitality, or love and loyalty, whichever it may
please the reader to call it, was never exhausted. It was the same with all the chiefs of the ancient families, with
Mrs. Bishop, for example, who would have found a home on any part of her landed estate; nor has the custom
altogether passed away by the many changes which have been wrought through the hands of the foreigner in the
Hawaiian Islands. Were any person of the blood of the chiefs, myself for example, to visit Hawaii to-day,
scarcely would the knowledge that we had reached the port of Hilo get to the ears of our people when a house
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would be provided for our occupancy, food would be brought to our doors, and we would be made welcome
amongst our people for weeks, months, indeed years, if we chose to continue our residence.
On this visit to Hilo (1862) occurred the first chapter of an interesting history of which the sequel was the
nomination of a younger brother of mine to the throne, although he did not live to enter upon his reign. One of
the retainers of the Princess Ruth was in our company, and it was near the time of that lady's confinement. As
Kalaikuaiwa, one of her people, was about to return to the neighboring island of Oahu, she inquired of Prince
Lot what message she could carry back to Honolulu, to be delivered to Princess Ruth in regard to the little
stranger about to enter this world. The prince, in reply, told the attendant to charge his sister from him on no
account to give the coming child away, to which that messenger responded that it had been already promised to
Mrs. Pauahi Bishop, her cousin. The prince repeated his injunction with still more emphasis, saying, "You must
go back and tell my sister that on no account is she to give that child to another. I am an adopted child myself,
deprived of the love of my mother, and yet I was a stranger in the house of my adoption." He referred to his own
and Lunalilo's grandfather, Hoapilikane. The prince made no further explanations, save to impress it upon the
messenger that such must be the message delivered; and as we started for our trip around the great island of
Hawaii, the attendant left for her mistress's houses and home in Honolulu.
I may anticipate a little in order to continue the thread of this story. When our tour was over, and we returned
to Honolulu, the first day of our arrival was a day of rest; but on the succeeding day, possibly a little later, Prince
Lot, Queen Emma, Mrs. Bishop, and perhaps some others, were summoned to be present at the birth of the child
of the Princess Ruth. The babe was born that afternoon at about three o'clock, in the house called Halaniani, on
the veranda of which the prince waited for tidings of the mother and child for hours. Finally, at half-past five,
Queen Emma appeared, and addressing the prince, asked him if he had heard from his sister, to which he replied
that he had not. She expressed much surprise, and told him that the newly born infant had been taken away as
her own by Mrs. Bishop over an hour ago. This intelligence was extremely unpleasant to the prince, and he at
once declared that he would never have anything to do with that child. He carried his purpose into immediate
execution by insisting within a week from that time that his sister Ruth should legally adopt as her own my
brother Leleiohoku, whom she had taken from his parents at birth. He then made out two instruments of
adoption for his sister to sign. By one she gave her child to Mrs. Bishop irrevocably, cutting it off from all
interest in her property, and by the other she adopted as her child and heir, William Pitt Leleiohoku, the second
of that name. All the papers were carefully drawn up by the prince, and everything connected with the adoption
was made complete, so that in no event could the legality of my brother's position be doubted. The innocent
cause of this disturbance, the child thus adopted by Mrs. Bishop and named Keolaokalani, died in about six
months; my brother lived to be named heir apparent, and indeed to fill the office of regent during the absence of
Kalakaua.
After making the tour of Hawaii, Prince Lot, accompanied by his guests, returned as far as the island of Maui,
where it is possible we might have remained longer had it not been for the illness of his brother, the reigning
king. Having been notified that this was approaching a fatal termination, and that his presence was required at
the capital, His Royal Highness returned at once to Honolulu, where Alexander, Kamehameha IV., died on Nov.
30, 1863, after a reign of nine years, and being at the time of his death still a young man of twenty-nine. His
widow, Queen Emma, although once a candidate for the throne, was never again in public life. She went abroad,
however, in 1865, being received in England in a manner becoming her rank. She returned to Honolulu in 1866
on the United States ship Vanderbilt, commanded by Admiral Henry Knox Thatcher, only to learn at once of a
new affliction in the death of her adopted mother, Mrs. T. C. B. Rooke.
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On the accession to the throne of Prince Lot as Kamehameha V., the last of the Hawaiian monarchs to bear
that name, my husband was at once appointed his private secretary and confidential adviser, which position he
occupied during the entire reign. The king was surrounded by his own people, with whom he was in perfect
accord, but showed this mark of royal favor to my husband simply because he preferred to advise with him on
matters of public importance. My husband was further made governor of the island on which Honolulu is
situated; and although the appointment was nominally for four years, yet it was always renewed, without the
least discussion or hesitation, as long as he lived. It was a part of his official duty to make a tour of the whole
island at least once a year; this was always rendered a most agreeable excursion, and I invariably accompanied
him in the journey. Besides this position he held other offices of importance under the Hawaiian government,
being at one time governor of the island of Maui; commissioner of the administration of the crown lands;
attached to the suite of my brother, the late King Kalakaua, on his visit to this country in 1874 in the interest of
reciprocity; and finally being a member of the Hawaiian embassy which visited this country and Great Britain in
1887, representing our nation at the Queen's Jubilee. But in the fall of 1891, Governor Dominis, who was then
lieutenant-general of the kingdom with the rank of His Royal Highness Prince Consort, was in rapidly failing
health; and on the 27th of August of that year, seven months after my accession to the throne, he died. His
remains were laid in state in the palace; and on Sunday, Sept. 6, he was buried with royal honors.
His death occurred at a time when his long experience in public life, his amiable qualities, and his universal
popularity, would have made him an adviser to me for whom no substitute could possibly be found. I have often
said that it pleased the Almighty Ruler of nations to take him away from me at precisely the time when I felt that
I most needed his counsel and companionship.
[Page]

CHAPTER V
HAWAIIAN MUSIC, AND A DUCAL GUEST
THE Hawaiian people have been from time immemorial lovers of poetry and music, and have been apt in
improvising historic poems, songs of love, and chants of worship, so that praises of the living or wails over the
dead were with them but the natural statement of their feelings. My ancestors were peculiarly gifted in this
respect, and yet it is remarkable that there are few if any written compositions of the music of Hawaii excepting
those published by me.
In my school-days my facility in reading music at sight was always recognized by my instructors. At the
schools I attended, and of which mention has already been made, there was one boy by my side who could read
the airs of new tunes which the teachers were anxious to introduce to the pupils. His name, I remember, was
Willie Andrews. The untried music was handed to us; and we sang it by note, the rest of the pupils following by
ear until the whole assembly were acquainted with the new music. After leaving school, my musical education
was continued from time to time as opportunity offered, but I scarcely remember the days when it would not
have been possible for me to write either the words or the music for any occasion on which poetry or song was
needed. To compose was as natural to me as to breathe; and this gift of nature, never having been suffered to fall
into disuse, remains a source of the greatest consolation to this day. I have never yet numbered my
compositions, but am sure that they must run well up to the hundreds. Of these not more than a quarter have
been printed, but the most popular have been in such demand that several editions have been exhausted. Hours
of which it is not yet in place to speak, which I might have found long and lonely, passed quickly and cheerfully
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by, occupied and soothed by the statement of my thoughts in music; and even when I was denied the aid of any
instrument I could transcribe to paper the tones of my voice.
In the early years of the reign of Kamehameha V. he brought to my notice the fact that the Hawaiian people
had no national air. Each nation, he said, but ours had its statement of patriotism and love of country in its own
music; but we were using for that purpose on state occasions the time-honored British anthem, "God save the
Queen." This he desired me to supplant by one of my own composition. In one week's time I notified the king
that I had completed my task. The Princess Victoria had been the leader of the choir of the Kawaiahao church;
but upon her death, May 29, 1866 I assumed the leadership. It was in this building and by that choir that I first
introduced the "Hawaiian National Anthem." The king was present for the purpose of criticising my new
composition of both words and music, and was liberal in his commendations to me on my success. He admired
not only the beauty of the music, but spoke enthusiastically of the appropriate words, so well adapted to the air
and to the purpose for which they were written.
This remained in use as our national anthem for some twenty years or more, when my brother composed the
words of the Hawaii Ponoi. He was at the time the reigning king, and gave directions to the master of the band
to set these to music. He, being a German, found some composition from his own country which he deemed
appropriate; and this has been considered of late years our national air.
In the changes of the past few years, the words written by His Majesty Kalakaua have been found no longer
adapted to public occasions; so while the music is still played, such sentiments as "Look to the people" have
been substituted for the ancient injunction to "Look to the king."
In the year 1869 the Duke of Edinburgh, Prince Alfred of England, arrived in the harbor of Honolulu, being in
command of Her Britannic Majesty's ship-of-war Galatea. As soon as the king learned of the duke's presence he
made special preparations for his reception; and for his better accommodation on shore he assigned for his use
the residence of the late Kekuanaoa, who died in November of the preceding year. My own mother having died
about three months prior to the arrival of the Galatea, I was not taking part in any festivities, being in retirement
from society. But this was considered an exceptional occasion, and the king signified his wish to me that I would
not fail to do it honor. So at his specific request I gave a grand luau at my Waikiki residence, to which were
invited all those connected with the government, indeed, all the first families of the city, whether of native or
foreign birth. Major J.H. Wodehouse, so long the ambassador of Great Britain at Honolulu, had just arrived with
Mrs. Wodehouse; and they were of the invited guests, the prince specially inviting them to drive out to my house
with him. I suppose the feast would be styled a breakfast in other lands, for it was to begin at eleven o'clock in
the forenoon. The sailor-prince mounted the driver's box of the carriage, and taking the reins from that official,
showed himself an expert in the management of horses. All the members of the royal family of England are, I
understand, excellent horsemen; and in doing this the Duke of Edinburgh was only following customs to which
he had been trained in his own land. The Queen Dowager Kalama, widow of Kamehameha III., drove out to
Waikiki in her own carriage of state, accompanied by her adopted son, Kunuiakea, and my sister, Miriam
Likelike; these two being at that time betrothed in marriage, although the latter married Hon. A. S. Cleghorn,
and became the mother of the Princess Kaiulani. The drivers of these carriages wore the royal feather shouldercapes, and the footmen were also clad in like royal fashion. It was considered one of the grandest occasions in
the history of those days, and all passed off as becoming the high birth and commanding position of our visitor.
The guests were received with every mark of courtesy by my husband and myself, as well as by His Majesty
Kamehameha V., who was one of the first arrivals. When the prince entered he was met by two very pretty
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

21/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

Hawaiian ladies, who advanced, and, according to the custom of our country, decorated him with leis, or long,
pliable wreaths of flowers suspended from the neck.
As Mrs. Bush, considered one of the most beautiful women in the Hawaiian Islands, advanced, and proceeded
to tie the flowery garland about the neck of the prince, he seemed perhaps a bit confused at the novel custom;
but, submitting with the easy grace of a gentleman, he appeared to be excessively pleased with the flowers and
with the expression of friendly welcome conveyed to him by the act. Balls, picnics, and parties followed this
day of enjoyment; and the prince gave an entertainment in return at his own house, which was attended by my
husband and myself, and by most of the distinquished persons in the city. The day of departure for the Galatea
arrived; and the prince called on me to express the pleasure he had taken during his visit, and the regrets he felt
at leaving us. On this occasion he presented me with an armlet emblematic of his profession; it was of solid
gold, a massively wrought chain made after the pattern of a ship's cable, with anchor as a pendant. He also gave
me copies of two of his own musical compositions; and to this day I keep and cherish these three souvenirs of
the son of England's good queen, and at the same time one of England's noblest sailors. We have met once since
those days, at the Queen's Jubilee, during my visit to London in 1887. Our past acquaintance was cordially
recognized by the prince, who was then my escort on a state occasion, my nearest neighbor on the other hand
being the present Emperor of Germany.
[Page]

CHAPTER VI
KAMEHAMEHA V
EARLY in December, 1872, occurred the death of Prince Lot, as he was often called, even after his accession
to the throne under the title of Kamehameha V. On the 10th of that month my husband and I were summoned to
the palace to attend the dying monarch; one by one other chiefs of the Hawaiian people, with a few of their
trusted retainers, also arrived to be present at the final scene; we spent that night watching in silence near the
king's bedside. The disease was pronounced by the medical men to be dropsy on the chest.
At nine o'clock on the day following we were drawn up in a little circle about his bed. Among other
considerations forced upon us at this solemn moment was that of a successor to the throne, which, respecting the
right of nomination, rested with the king. Those present were his half-sister, the Princess Ruth, Mrs. Pauahi
Bishop, Mrs. Fanny Young, the mother of Queen Emma, and myself, all eligible candidates in the female line.
At the doors of the apartment were Prince William Lunalilo and my brother, David Kalakaua, also heirs
presumptive to the throne, while watching at a respectful distance were retainers of these chiefs. The attorneygeneral, Hon. Stephen H. Phillips, Hon. P. Nahaolelua, afterwards a member of my brother's cabinet, my
husband, General Dominis, Kamakou, and two women in attendance occupied the space between us and the
doors. Although nearing the end, the mind of the king was still clear; and his thoughts, like our own, were
evidently on the selection of a future ruler for the island kingdom, for, turning to Mrs. Bishop, he asked her to
assume the reins of government and become queen at his death. She hesitated a moment, and then quietly
inquired why His Majesty did not appoint as his successor his sister, the Princess Ruth Keelikolani, to which
question the king replied that the princess would not be capable of undertaking with success the responsibilities
of government, to which Mrs. Bishop rejoined, "Oh, but we will all help her to the best of our ability." Having
obtained her opinion, he next turned to Nahaolelua, and demanded of him who would be the proper person to be
named for the succession. To this the counsellor gave a very truthful, yet scarcely fortunate response, saying,
"Any one, may it please Your Majesty, of the chiefs now present." The king again hesitated, and in the
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intervening time, the messenger whom all must obey was gaining entrance to the death-chamber; from the effort
to provide for the future rule of the kingdom he relapsed into unconsciousness, and passed away without having
named his successor to the throne.
The foremost candidate for the vacancy was undoubtedly the king's first cousin, Prince William Lunalilo; and
in the matter of birth nothing could be said adverse to his claim. His mother was Kekauluohi, niece and stepdaughter of Kamehameha the Great; he was popular, and of an amiable, easy disposition. But there were grave
reasons why the choice was injudicious, and indeed hardly constitutional; for Prince Willliam's personal habits
even at this time were such that he was under the guardianship of Mr. Charles R. Bishop, the banker, his
property being out of his own control, while he received from his guardian an allowance of only twenty-five
dollars a month as spending money. His selection was chiefly due to the influence of the representatives of the
single island of Oahu, but having once been announced, was accepted with the usual cheerfulness and good faith
displayed by the Hawaiian people, who have always been loyal subjects to any one of their own acknowledged
chiefs.
His cousin, Kamehameha V., had such advisers as Mr. R. C. Wylie, Mr. C. C. Harris, Mr. F. W. Hutchinson,
Hon. S. H. Phillips, and others, all men of ability, but not associated with what is known as the missionary party.
On the ascension of Lunalilo, this latter party showed a determination to control the king, and by subjecting his
weakness to their strength, to influence the fate of the Hawaiian people and the destiny of the Islands. They
succeeded in securing the following cabinet: Hon. Charles R. Bishop (Foreign Affairs), E. O. Hall (Interior), R.
Stirling (Finance), A. F. Judd (Attorney-General); two out of these four were from families who landed upon our
shores with the single intention to teach our people the religion of Christ. The policy of the new cabinet was
distinctively American, in opposition to that which may properly be called Hawaiian; the latter looking to the
prosperity and progress of the nation as an independent sovereignty, the former seeking to render the Islands a
mere dependency, either openly or under sufficient disguise, on the government of the United States. Then, as at
the present day, the entering wedge was the concession of a harbor of refuge or repair at Pearl River. The
proposition created great excitement, and was vehemently opposed by those of native birth; for patriotism,
which with us means the love of the very soil on which our ancestors have lived and died, forbade us to view
with equanimity the sight of any foreign flag, not excepting the one for which we have always had the greatest
respect, floating as a matter of right over any part of our land. There is a gentleman still living at Honolulu
whose boast is that he was the father of the project to annex Hawaii to the American Union. It may, therefore, be
perfectly permissible to mention here that the Pearl Harbor scheme of 1873 is declared with good reason to have
originated with him, – Dr. John S. McGrew, – and was then openly advocated by him as a preliminary to the
obliteration of the native government by the annexation of the whole group to the United States. But in the midst
of the discord produced by the agitation, the king's health began to fail rapidly; and at his express wish the
project of the missionary party at that time to enter into closer relations with their own country was laid aside
until a more convenient season. A change was recommended to Lunalilo; and arrangements were made for a trip
to the largest island, Hawaii, noted with us for its high mountains and the favorable influences of its climate on
the health.
By the advice of Dr. Trousseau, the king's physician, it was decided to go to Kailua; and thither went the royal
party. Besides Dr. Trousseau, the king's chamerlain, Mr. Charles H. Judd accompanied us; then there were
Kanaina, the king's father, Queen Emma, Princess Likelike, Mrs. Pauahi Bishop, Kapiolani, afterwards queen by
virtue of marriage with my brother Leleiohoku, my younger brother, some others perhaps – and myself. The
Hawaiian Band of native musicians also were with us; and every attempt was made to divert the mind of the
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king from his malady, and insure a favorable change. During our stay we were often visited by emissaries from
Honolulu, urging upon the king the appointment of a successor, or praying him to return to the capital for the
consideration of the subject, to all of which suggestions he appeared to be at least indifferent, if not absolutely
opposed. In fact, he said openly enough that he himself owed his scepter to the people, and he saw no reason
why the people should not elect his successor. I suppose it is no secret, but really a matter of history, that the
person most ambitious to succeed him in the rule of the Hawaiian nation was Emma, the widow of Alexander
Liholiho, Kamehameha IV. She and a number of her retainers were with us during our entire stay, although she
had taken advantage of residence there to make some excursions in the neighborhood. Amongst these I
especially recall a trip she made to the mountain, Hualalai, to visit the celebrated temple of Ahuaumi. This place
once devoted to our ancient worship is a wonderful pile of rock, built by one of the kings of past centuries, and
its construction was comparatively a short work, and yet each single stone must have been raised by a multitude
of strong hands and muscular arms, passed from one set of laborers to another until it found its location in the
structure; and the whole building thus completed was consecrated by Umi to the gods, and used for purposes
then deemed most sacred. Visitors usually make this one of the celebrities to be seen if they are near enough to
its location; but I regret to say there must have been those in the vicinity who had no respect for sacred
antiquities, for a number of these stones, so laboriously erected, have been torn down, and from them a goat-pen
has been built.
It was not long, however, that any of our party could indulge in recreation, for the rapid failure of the health of
the king rendered it necessary for some one of us to be always watching with him. When it came to be the turn
of Queen Emma, she urged him in plain language to nominate her to assume the reins of government at his
decease; but his determination appeared to be unchanged to leave the selection to the people. Even when I was
by his bedside, doing my duty as one of those chosen by birth to stand near during his dying hours, Queen
Emma did not cease from her persistency, but again broached the subject of succession, and spoke to the king of
the great importance to his people of naming an heir to the throne. The indelicacy of this persuasion from a
Hawaiian point of view will be understood by those who have studied our national customs. He made her no
reply, but turned from her as he lay on his bed. It was considered best that he should return to Honolulu, to
which reluctantly he consented; so, accompanied by the chiefs and their attendants, we returned with him home.
As long as he retained consciousness he insisted that the selection of a successor should be left to the people,
and even his ministers were powerless to change his determination; and with a full intention of allowing the
succession to be settled by ballot rather than by his constitutional right of appointment, he passed away,
apparently without pain. Indeed, so peaceful was his end that the appearance of death began long before its
reality, and the marshal of the realm, supposing the king to be dead, undertook the draping of the palace;
scarcely had the long festoons of crape been hung upon the outer walls when it was discovered that the king was
living. It was not thought best to remove these emblems of mourning, for their use might be appropriate at any
moment; so an attempt was made to cover or conceal them and they were really in position about two day before
the final scene.
Although Queen Emma was not named by the king as his successor, it was found that he had liberally
remembered her in his will. A most important proviso of that instrument was the fund left for the founding of
the Lunalilo Home for aged and indigent Hawaiians. This institution admits those of both sexes, the men being
in one department and the women in another. It is well managed, and its inmates are happy and contented, so
much so, indeed, that they often conduct themselves as if youth and hope were still their portion, and from the
sympathy of daily companionship they wish to enter the closer tie of matrimony. This they are permitted to do
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without severing their connection with the institution, and there is a separate department provided for those who
have thus agreed to finish their journey of life together.
[Facing Page]

LUNALILO HOME FOR THE POOR
[Overleaf]
[Page]

CHAPTER VII
QUEEN EMMA
THE contest for the succession which resulted in the elevation of my family – the Keaweaheulu line – to royal
honors is of course a matter of history. Since the king had refused to nominate his successor, the election was
with the legislature. It must not be forgotten, however, that the unwritten law of Hawaii Nei required that the
greatest chief, or the one having the most direct claim to the throne, must rule. The legislature could not choose
from the people at large, but was confined to a decision between rival claimants having an equal or nearly equal
relation in the chiefhood to the throne.
Queen Emma's claim was not derived through her own family, but as the widow of Liholiho, one of the
Kamehamehas. The great-grandfather of Kalakaua (the other claimant), and Kamehameha I. were own cousins;
and, as I have already noted, it was to this anscestor and to other chiefs of our family that the late dynasty had
owed its succession, and the uniting of the kingdoms of Hawaii under one government.
Now, it is not denied that Queen Emma had a rightful candidacy. It has already been seen that the king
hesitated, and finally failed to decide between her rights and those of our family to succession. It was not the
duty of the legislature to determine the question.
From the fact that Queen Emma was a resident of Honolulu, the capital, and the immediate scene of the
election, has arisen the impression that she was the real choice of the Hawaiian people. She naturally had about
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her a considerable personal following, scheming for office, and a large body of retainers, all within the city and
environs; and hence could there make a formidable showing. She had also, of course, partisans here and there
throughout the Islands. Her canvass was, however, limited almost exclusively to intrigue within the city, while
Kalakaua and his friends sought the suffrages of the country people and their representatives. Each party was
vigorous in its own way, and there was great excitement. It cannot be said that either party felt much assurance
as to the result, until the vote was actually declared. But Queen Emma herself seems never to have doubted that
she must be the chosen sovereign; and it was policy for her advisers to flatter her expectation, upon which their
own fortunes hung. For this she should rather have our sympathy than our reprobation. Her active candidacy
was legitimate, and compatible with public spirit. But for her subsequent course there is little justification. Her
disappointment assumes too personal a manifestation to be excused in the representative of royal
responsibilities. It is therefore because of its political consequence that I deem it proper to record here what will
doubtless seem to the public, from any other point of view, a mere detail of feminine pettiness.
It is a fact that Queen Emma ardently desired and hoped to succeed King Lunalilo, and that during the time
that he lay unconscious, with life barely perceptible to those of us who stood nearest him, she was busily
whispering among her friends the details of her plans. I was presently informed that she purposed to supersede
General Dominis by Mr. F. S. Pratt as governor of Oahu, and that various other government positions had been
promised. But if our party attended with its eyes to the intrigue, it at least maintained silence until the king died,
and his remains were removed to Iolani Palace, and laid in state in the Red Chamber on the royal feather robe of
Princess Nahienaena, the sister of Kamehameha III.
The legislature assembled in the old court-house, now the merchandise warerooms of Hackfeld & Co., the
shipping merchants. At the first and only ballot it was found that David Kalakaua was elected, receiving thirtynine votes to the six votes cast for the rival candidate, Queen Emma.
The vote, no doubt a surprise to Honolulu, being declared to the people who surrounded the legislative halls,
was received with acclamation, mingled with shouts of disapproval. Naturally, the partisians of Queen Emma,
being residents of Honolulu, and some of them inspired with liquor, were easily incited to riotous action. They
were re-enforced by her own dependants, who came to their assistance from her residence. This was between
three and four o'clock of the afternoon of the 12th of February, 1874.
An attack was made by the mob on the legislature; furniture was demolished; valuable books, papers, and
documents which belonged to the court or to the attorney-general's office were scattered abroad or thrown from
the windows. Clubs were freely used on such unlucky members of the assembly as could be found within the
walls, and some were thrown through the open windows by the maddened crowd. Many men were sent to the
hospital for treatment of their broken heads or bruised bodies. But this was not an expression of the Hawaiian
people; it was merely the madness of a mob incited by disappointed partisans whom the representatives of the
people had rebuked.
In the mean time, the newly elected King Kalakaua, the Princess Likelike, and myself were quietly awaiting
returns in the house which had been the residence of Queen Emma while her husband was the reigning monarch.
At this date she resided in the house of her mother, Mrs. Fanny Rooke, and we were the only occupants of the
mansion of Liholiho. There was complete tranquility also at Iolani Palace, where the late king's remains still lay
in state, a few soldiers only being on guard about the chamber in which rested all that was mortal of the
deceased monarch.
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Presently a lady, Miss Hannah Smithies, came into our presence, and abruptly told my brother that he was the
king of the Hawaiian people. He could not believe the matter already settled, and leaving us, walked out a little
distance with an idea of meeting some one to confirm or deny the report; he soon returned, closely followed by
Mr. Aholo and Mr. C. H. Judd, who not only brought him the same news, but informed him of the disturbances
at the court-house, from which they said they had but just escaped with their lives. These two friends were
followed by Hon. Charles R. Bishop, Minister of Foreign Affairs under the late king, who warmly congratulated
my brother on his ascension to the throne, and confirmed the statement that a most serious riot was in progress
in the business part of the city. No dependence could be placed on the police nor on the Hawaiian Guards; these
had proved unfaithful to their duties to preserve order, and had in some cases joined the partisans of Queen
Emma in their riotous actions. So Mr. Bishop asked the king's advice as to whether it would not be wisest to
appeal at once to the foreign vessels of war, of which there were three in the harbor, that they might land their
forces and restore tranquility to the city.
In view of the fact that a riot was in progress, that the halls of justice were in possession of a mob rendered
irresponsible by the use of liquor, and that night was approaching, when incendiarism might be feared, my
brother, the king elect, my husband, the late Governor Dominis, and Hon. Charles R. Bishop, Minister of
Foreign Affairs, united in a request to Hon. Henry A. Pierce, the American Minister, that armed men might be
landed from the American ships Tuscarora and Portsmouth, to sustain the government in its determination to
preserve order, and protect the lives and property of all residents of the city of Honolulu. A force was also
landed from the British man-of-war Tenedos, whose commander, Captain Ray, being absent on shore, the
responsibility was assumed by his executive officer, Lieutenant Bromley. Commander Belknap and Commander
Skerrett of the United States forces took possession of the square on which the court-house is built; and on
seeing this, the mob melted silently and entirely away. The armed marines subsequently, at the request of the
Hawaiian authorities, guarded the treasury, arsenal, jail, and station-house. The British marines were marched to
the residence of Queen Emma, and, after dispersing the rioters assembled there, they occupied the barracks and
guarded the palace itself. There was no permanent damage done by the disturbance. The Hawaiian people are
excitable, but not given to bloodshed or malignant destruction of property.
I may here remark that the action of United States Minister Henry A. Pierce has been quoted as furnishing a
precendent for that of Minister John J. Stevens. Nothing could be more incorrect. When the town was in danger,
and the lives and property of all classes in peril, even then, until written request was made by the king, by the
governor of Oahu, and by the Minister of Foreign Affairs, no interference was made by foreign war-ships. When
armed forces were landed it was to sustain and protect the constitutional government at a mere momentary
emergency from a disloyal mob. The constitutional government of 1893 and the governor of Oahu not only
made no request to Minister Stevens, but they absolutely protested against his actions, as an unwarranted
interposition of foreign forces in a dispute which had arisen between the queen and a few foreign residents. It
was on the request of these latter that Minister Steven's acts were based, at a time when, save for differences of
political opinion, the city was perfectly tranquil. Even had there been a disturbance, no one but the government
could have authorized the employment of alien troops.
Governor Nahaolelua of Maui, one of her trusted adherents, had left the house early to carry to Queen Emma
the news of Kalakaua's election. When she learned the result from the lips of one of her own friends, she could
no longer doubt its truth, though it was unexpected and unacceptable. On the day following the riot she set for
Mr. Nahaolelua, and demanded of him if it were not possible to ask for another vote in the legislature on the
question of the succession. What might have been the result had he consented to this, cannot be told; for while
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the matter was in discussion at Queen Emma's residence, there broke in upon their deliberations the booming of
the salute of twenty-one guns, indicated that my brother Kalakaua had taken the oath of office. This would have
made any further opposition nothing less than treason, and the matter was consequently dropped.
Queen Emma never recovered from her great disappointment, nor could she reconcile herself to the fact that
our family had been chosen as the royal line to succeed that of the Kamehamehas. All those arrested for
disturbing the peace the day of the election were her own retainers. Two days after the trouble she came to the
palace, and used her influence with King Kalakaua to have them released. As the king went to the audience
chamber to receive her, he spoke to the queen and myself, asking us to be present and assist at the reception with
himself; but before we could comply with his wishes she had seen him, made her request, and then withdrew
hastily from the rooms without awaiting the entrance of Queen Kapiolani or myself. Why she should cherish
such bitterness of spirit against the queen is past my comprehension. Queen Kapiolani had been aunt to Queen
Emma, having been the wife of her uncle Namakeha, and had nursed the young prince, the son of Alexander
Liholiho, although her rank not only equalled, but was superior to, that of Queen Emma, the child's mother.
The sweet disposition and amiable temper of Queen Kapiolani never allowed her to resent in the least the
queen dowager's bitterness, nor would she permit herself to utter one word of reproach against the mother of the
child she had herself so dearly loved. In this respect my brother's wife showed her truly Christian character, and
there were occasions when the lack of courtesy on the part of the Queen Emma became something very like
insult. For instance, it is the custom with the members of the highest families, the chiefs of the Hawaiian people,
at such time as it is known that any one of their rank is ill, to go the house of the chief so indisposed, and remain
until recovery is assured, or to be present at the deathbed, if such should be the result. On these occasions, if
Queen Emma met Queen Kapiolani, who, of course, from this date became, as my brother's wife, the lady of the
highest rank in our nation, she would studiously avoid recognizing her. Many and many a time did Kalakaua
make the effort to bring about a reconciliation between the
[Facing Page]
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HIS MAJESTY KING KALAKAUA
[Overleaf]
[Page]
two ladies; but although Queen Kapiolani would have assented to anything consistent with the dignity of
womanhood, Queen Emma would not make the least concession. Even in the very residence of my brother,
visiting the palace at the invitation of the king, if the queen were present she avoided recognizing her, and would
at times rise and leave when Queen Kapiolani entered, saluting no one but the king as she retired; although this
was an outrageous impertinence to the queen under her own roof, it was through Christian charity ignored by its
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

29/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

recipient. Notwithstanding this persistent anger, my brother-in-law Hon. A. S. Cleghorn, prevailed on his wife,
the Princess Likelike, to continue the acquaintance. I confess that my own patience with such displays was not
equal to a like forbearance; and, as I would not stoop to court her favor, nor could accept, without proper and
dignified notice, her overbearing demeanor towards myself, Queen Emma never forgave me my own rank and
position in the family which was chosen to reign over the Hawaiian people. It did not trouble me at all, but I
simply allowed her to remain in the position in which she chose to place herself.
Kalakaua never forgot to invite Queen Emma to all the entertainments given at the palace, and on state
occasions he strove to do her the highest honor. At the opening or closing of the legislature a seat was reserved
for her appropriate to her rank as queen dowager, but she never showed the king in any way that she appreciated
his courtesy.
[Page]

CHAPTER VIII
KING KALAKAUA
MY brother's reign began on Feb. 12, 1874; and on the fourteenth of the same month he appointed, by the
consent of the nobles under the twenty-second article of the constitution of 1864, our younger brother, William
Pitt Leleiokoku, his successor to the throne. The prince became regent during the first absence of Kalakaua from
his kingdom, on a tour abroad of which I shall soon speak. He was a very popular young man, about twenty
years of age, having been born on the 10th of January, 1854. But the amiable prince was not to live to ascend the
throne, or even for any extended enjoyment of those social pleasures in which he bore so prominent a part. He
died on the 10th of April, 1877, having been in the position of heir apparent for about three years. He had the
same love of music, the like passion for poetry and song, which have been so great a pleasure to me in my own
life, as well as to our brother, King Kalakaua. He had a taste for social pleasures, and enjoyed the gay and
festive element of life. During the absence of the king, there were three separate clubs or musical circles
engaged in friendly rivalry to outdo each other in poetry and song. These were the friends and associates of the
prince regent, those of the Princess Likelike, and my own friends and admirers. Our poems and musical
compositions were repeated from one to another, were sung by our friends in the sweetest rivalry, and their
respective merits extolled: but candor compels me to acknowledge that those of Prince Leleiohoku were really
in advance of those of his two sisters, although perhaps this was due to the fact that the singing-club of the
regent was far superior to any that we could organize; it consisted in a large degree of the very purest and
sweetest male voices to be found amongst the native Hawaiians. They were all fine singers, and these songs, in
which our musical circles then excelled, are to be heard amongst our people to the present day. And yet it still
remains true that no other composer but myself has ever reduced them to writing. This may seem strange to
musical people of other nations, because the beauty and harmony of the Hawaiian music in general and of these
songs in particular have been so generally recognized. But as soon as a popular air originated, it was passed
along from its composer to one of his most intimate friends; he in turn sang it to another, and thus its circulation
increased day by day. It was not long before every one had the same knowledge of the new melody as happens
in communities where a new and favorite air is introduced by an opera company. With other nations music is
perpetuated by note and line, with us it is not. The ancient bards of the Hawaiian people thus gave to history
their poems or chants; and the custom is no different to this day, and serves to show the great fondess and
aptness of our nation to poetry and song.
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I will now return to the date of the departure of my brother, King Kalakaua, to the United States. Yielding to
the wishes of those residents of his domains who were from American or missionary stock, my brother had
organized the negotiation of a treaty of closer alliance or reciprocity with the United States; and even before
leaving home he had commissioned Judge Allen and Minister Carter to submit such a treaty to the American
government. To advance the interests of this movement by his personal presence, he accepted passage for
himself and his suite on the ship-of-war Benicia, and sailed for San Francisco in the autumn of 1874. My
husband, the late General J. O. Dominis, and the United States Minister Henry A. Pierce accompanied him on
his travels. One of the officers of this steamship was Lieutenant Whiting, who received permission to
accompany King Kalakaua to Washington. He is now a commander, and has since married Miss Afong, one of a
large family of children, all girls, whose mother is one of our people, but whose father was a rich Chinese
resident, now returned to his native land. From the moment of landing my brother made friends, and was treated
with the kindest consideration by the American people of all classes. There was a very strong feeling of
friendship between the king and the late General U. S. Grant. It amounted almost to recognized fraternity.
The result of this visit is well known. It secured that for which the planters had gained the endorsement of the
king; it resulted in the reciprocity treaty of Jan. 30, 1875. So this, one of the first official acts of King Kalakaua,
was very satisfactory to the party in power; but even then there were a few who protested against the treaty, as
an act which would put in peril the independence of our nation. The impressions of the people are sometimes
founded upon truth; and events have since proved that such was the case here, – that it was the minority which
was right in its judgment of the consequences of the Hawaiian concession of 1875 to the power of the foreigner.
On Oct. 16, 1876, at the house on Emma Street, was born to Princess Miriam Likelike (Mrs. A. S. Cleghorn)
the child now known to the world as the Princess Kaiulani. She was at once recognized as the hope of the
Hawaiian people, as the only direct heir by birth to the throne.
Kaiulani was only six months old when my brother, Prince William Leleiohoku died; and it was evident that
the vacancy must be instantly filled. The Princess Ruth, daughter of Pauahi and Kekuanaoa, who had adopted
Leleiohoku, had asked of the king if she herself could not be proclaimed heir apparent; and this suggestion was
placed before the king's counselors at a cabinet meeting, but it was objected that, if her petition was granted,
then Mrs. Pauahi Bishop would be the next heir to the throne, as they were first cousins. At noon of the tenth
day of April, 1877, the booming of the cannon was heard which announced that I was heir apparent to the throne
of Hawaii.
[Page]

CHAPTER IX
HEIR APPARENT
FROM this moment dates my official title of Liliuokalani, that being the name under which I was formally
proclaimed princess and heir apparent to the throne of my ancestors. Now that this important matter had been
decided by those whom the constitution invests with that prerogative, it became proper and necessary for me to
make a tour of the islands to meet the people, that all classes, rich and poor, planter or fisherman, might have an
opportunity to become somewhat acquainted with the one who some day should be called to hold the highest
executive office. The first journey undertaken was that of encircling the island on which the capital city of
Honolulu is situated; we therefore started from our home to make the trip around the coast-line of Oahu, a tour
of nearly one hundred and fifty miles, following the roads which wind along on the brink of the ocean. This we
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proposed to do on horseback; although my carriage, where I could rest if required, accompanied the party. Our
cavalcade was a large one; my immediate companions being my husband, General J. O Dominis, governor of
the island, and my sister, the Princess Likelike, wife of Hon. A. S. Cleghorn, who was attended by her personal
suite. But large numbers are no discouragement to Hawaiian hospitality, especially under the additional
inspiration of the love and loyalty to their chiefs; so the people opened their doors with an "Aloha nui loa" to us
in words and acts, and wherever we went a grand reception awaited us on arrival. Our route was first to the
eastward, past Diamond Head, Koko Head to the point of Makapur, then turning to the northward and around to
Waimanalo, where we found ourselves the guests of Ah Kua, a very wealthy Chinaman, who owned a large
plantation there devoted to the cultivation of rice. Intelligence of our approach must have travelled faster than
we had ridden; for as soon as our cavalcade drew near to this estate we were greeted with a discharge of
firecrackers and bombs, let off to do honor to the presence of the heir to the throne and her companions. There
was no cessation of the salutes during the feast of good things which had been spread by Ah Kau for our
refreshment, to which and to the professions of loyalty on the part of our host, we did ample justice. From
thence we proceeded to Maunawili, the beautiful residence of Mr. and Mrs. Edwin Boyd, whose doors were
already opened for our reception; and here we spent the night and remained an entire day, enjoying the
entertainment prepared for us, which can be described in no better terms than by saying that we received a royal
welcome indeed. Our progress continued on the day following through Kaneohe, our noonday rest being at the
house of Judge Pii, where a generous lunch awaited us on the moment of our arrival. The people of that entire
district had congregated to do us honor, and showed us in every way that there was no doubt or disloyalty in
their hearts. Yet, while still at Kaneohe, a letter was received by the Princess Likelike from her husband, in
which that gentleman advised his wife to return to Honolulu, and stated it was his opinion that if it was the
purpose of my tour to meet the people and cultivate their love, the time spent on the route would be wasted
because they were all zealous partisans of Queen Emma. My sister acquainted me with these views of her
husband, and asked my advice as to her course. I did not wish to influence her in any way, and therefore left it to
her option to continue the journey with me, or to take Mr. Cleghorn's advice. But we had already advanced far
enough on our pathway amongst the people to prove that her husband had made a great mistake, for no heir to
the throne could have been more royally received by all than I had been. The princess had not failed to notice
this, and as we proceeded it was still more apparent; the most zealous of Queen Emma's people, now that the
question had been officially decided, hastened to do us honor. So, after due consideration, Princess Likelike
decided that she would not return. A decision she had no after occasion to regret, and was one which made me
very glad; for she was welcomed and showered with marks of favor by the very adherents of Queen Emma, of
whose disappointment she had been warned by her husband. It would be tiresome to others, perhaps, should I go
on and describe with minute particulars the steps of our party as they passed around the island. From place to
place the reception was the same, cheerful, hearty, and enthusiastic, – Kahuku, Waialua, Makahao, Waianae, and
so on to our latest stopping-place, which was with Mr. James Campbell and his sweet wife at Honouliuli. He had
the advantage of a little more time in his preparations for our reception than was possible to some of our other
places of rest, and had spared no pains to give us an ovation in every way worthy of himself and his amiable
companion. The result was a manifestation of kind feelings and generous hospitality such as, even at this distant
day, cannot, no, nor ever will be, effaced from my memory. From thence we started for Honolulu; and as it was
noised abroad that the party would enter the city, there was scarcely space for our cavalcade to pass between the
throngs of people which lined our way. From Leleo to Alakea Street it was a mass of moving heads, through
which only slowly could our carriages, horses, and outriders pass. It was understood and accepted as a
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victorious procession; and out of sympathy for the disappointed dowager queen, our people refrained from noisy
demonstrations and loud cheering, and instead the men removed their hats, and the women saluted as we passed.
I have been thus careful in reviewing this my first trip as heir to the throne, both because it is a pleasure to
recall the memory of that epoch in my life, and further that I may speak with pride of the continued affection, of
the unshaken love, of these my people. In some nations the leaders, the chief rulers, have gone forth through
districts conquered by the sword and compelled the people to show their subjugation. Our progress from
beginning to end was a triumphal march, and might well be described as that awarded to victors; but there were
no dying nor wounded mortals in our track. We had vanquished the hearts of the people, they showed to us their
love, they welcomed me as Hawaiians always have the ruling chief; and to this day, without the slightest appeal
on my part, they have shown that their love and loyalty to our family in general, and to myself in particular,
have known no change nor diminution, even under the circumstances, now so different from those of twenty
years ago.
[Page]

CHAPTER X
MY FIRST VISIT TO THE UNITED STATES
IN the early part of the year 1878 I was not in the enjoyment of my usual good health; and my physician Dr.
Tisdale of Oakland Cal., advised a trip to that coast, trusting that the change might be of benefit to me. At this
date steam communication was not as frequent nor as convenient as has since been established; yet we had very
comfortable and pleasant accommodations on the steamer St. Paul, on which we departed. I was accompanied
by my husband, General Dominis; and amongst the agreeable company on board were Mr. and Mrs. Wm. F.
Allen, Mr. Nott, who married Miss Mary Andrews, and Mr. C. O. Berger, who married a daughter of Judge
Weideman. Besides these, I recall the names of Mrs. J. I . Dowsett and her son, J. I. Dowsett, both deceased and
Mrs. C. B. Wilson. The trip was made in nine days; and at its termination I obtained my first view of the shores
of that great country, the United States, of which land I had heard almost without cessation from earliest
childhood. If first impressions be accepted as auspicious, surely I found nothing of which I could complain on
this visit; for many prominent citizens of the great city of the Pacific coast came to do us honor, or entertained
us during our stay. Amongst these were my husband's old friend and playmate of earlier days, Governor
Pacheco; also Mr. Henry Bishop, brother of Mr. Charles R. Bishop, who married my sister Bernice; Mr. H. W.
Severance, at that time in the consular service of the Hawaiian government at San Francisco; Mr. R. S. Floyd
and wife, the gentleman being connected with the great observatory established through the munificence of the
late James Lick; Mr. and Mrs. Toler of Oakland; Mrs. Haalelea and Mrs. Coney (at this time residing at Oakland
with the children of Mrs. Coney); and many others, who united to give us a delightful introduction from the
islands of the tropics into that land with whose history we have been so intimately connected. The first welcome
of strange shores is not often forgotten by the traveller, however numerous may be the subsequent experiences;
so these flattering attentions were most sincerely appreciated then, and have never ceased to awaken emotions of
gratitude in my heart.
While we did not travel extensively through the State, yet our visit to Sacramento must not be passed by
without a word; for many were the visitors who called to welcome us while staying at the Golden Eagle Hotel.
Amongst these I recall the name of Mr. H. S. Crocker, a prominent citizen; then there was Mrs. Charles Crocker,
whose home we visited. She occupied a most elegant mansion; and in its pleasant surroundings, and the
generous hospitality with which we found ourselves entertained, the welcome there was not unlike that I have
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noticed in my account of our tour around our island home. Where all are so perfect, it seems scarcely possible to
distinguish one feature above another; yet her art-gallery made a great impression on me at the time, and I can
see again, as I recall the past, the many beautiful paintings by prominent artists with which it was adorned. They
were works of genius indeed, so true to nature and so lifelike; but they were far too numerous for me to try at
this day to recall them by name. The least detail of her grand and beautiful residence was nothing less than
perfection. The floors were paved with artistic designs in tiles of while, of blue, and other colors. There were
apartments devoted to several branches of natural history, and the cabinets of stuffed and mounted birds, as well
as of quadrupeds and animals in great variety, interested and amused me as if I had been a child taken to a
museum of curiosities. The whole collection must have been of great value, and it has given me pleasure to learn
that since my visit it has been turned over to the State of California for the delight and information of future
generations.
From thence we returned to San Francisco, and after a month's absence prepared for our homeward voyage,
which was made on the steamer Wilmington, Captain Fuller, now harbor-master by commission of the present
rulers of the port of Honolulu. The ocean air, charming company, that cordial welcome of friends which so
quickly dispels the sense of loneliness one feels when a stranger in a strange land, all had combined to prove the
wisdom of my physician's advice; and I returned in most excellent health and my accustomed good spirits.
During the summer of that year, 1878, my husband and I visited the island of Maui, and while General
Dominis was for a brief time recalled to Oahu, my brother, His Majesty Kalakaua, came to Maui especially to
have an interview with me. He was always kind enough to seek my opinion on questions of public interest, but
this trip was undertaken for the special object of consulting me about some appointments to official positions
then under discussion. It was at Wailuku, where my husband had left me at the residence of Hon. H. Kuihalani,
that the king arrived with a few attendants. I recognized his great consideration for me in this act, and his
deference to my opinion; for had he so wished, these appointments could have been made without the least
consultation and the names of his selections would have been known to me only through the regular channels of
information to all, and the king would have been spared a trip from his capital to another island. He spoke to me
about the appointment of Mr. Charles H. Judd, whom he proposed to nominate to the office of chamberlain, and
further to that of special agent for the management of the crown lands. Both of these offices were held by my
husband at this time. That of chamberlain was only temporary, but the other had been his official position since
the days of Kamehameha V.; and under his administration of the leases and revenues of these lands, both during
the reign of that monarch and ever since, all things had been considered very satisfactory. The king's proposition
to withdraw both of these appointments from General Dominis in order to confer them upon another caused me
much anxiety, and I must confess no little indignation. But I restrained these feelings, and replied to the king
with proper meekness, telling him as my sovereign that whatever seemed best to him ought to be done, and that
it was clearly his privilege to act upon his own views of what was right in the matter. He then asked me in
plainer terms if I had no opinion to offer to him, to which I replied that I had; and then went on to inform him
that this Charles H. Judd, whom he was now to bring into favor by public office, and by placing him nearer to
his person, had worked against him, and had opposed his nomination to the throne of the sovereigns of the
Hawaiian Islands. Mr. Judd had not been content with silent opposition, but had gone over to Koolau and openly
canvassed that district in the interest of Queen Emma. When he heard that my brother had received the majority
vote of the legislature, he then with soft words returned to try the arts which we call "to malimali," to ingratiate
himself into the royal favor. My honest opinion having been demanded of me by the king, it was given in the
above terms; and I added, "I see that Mr. Judd has been successful; he schemed for favors at your hands; he has
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obtained what he coveted, and procured of Your Majesty the displacement of my husband, although General
Dominis has been faithful to every trust, a constant and true friend of yours for years, and a loyal follower to this
very day of his removal." My husband's absence gave me the right and the courage to speak thus plainly to the
king. "Well," he replied, "say that I have made my appointments, what is there remaining that I can do for you,
my sister?" To this I answered that I would be pleased if he would appoint Governor Dominis to be governor of
Kauai and of Maui in addition to the office he held, the governorship of Oahu. The king most cheerfully
consented, and I wrote at once to my husband telling him just what had been said and done; my letter not only
met his approval, but he showed it to Hon. C. C. Harris, who commended me in the highest terms for the stand I
had taken in the discussion of this delicate and difficult matter.
It was with good reason that I had selected the office of governor of Maui as a token of the king's appreciation
of the constant loyalty of my husband. Independent of his fitness for the position by reason of his long
experience on the island of Oahu, it was well known that the ruling governor, Moehonua, could not live for any
length of time; he was dropsical, and the disease was approaching its final stage; so I could indicate my
preferences without feeling that I was asking that any person should be displaced to please me. The very next
mail from the island brought the intelligence of the governor's death. He was a most estimable man, far superior
to many of a corresponding rank, which was not of the highest; yet he was a good specimen of the Hawaiian
race, of noble birth and patriotic sentiments. On the confirmation of the appointment to General Dominis, he
appointed Hon. Mr. Aholo as his secretary and lieutenant-governor of the island, to which we immediately
proposed to make a visit; for we had heard that the people were extremely contented and even enthusiastically
pleased with my husband's appointment. The experience of this visit would seem to most abundantly prove the
wisdom of the king's choice of General Dominis. Our people feel that in honoring their chiefs, in respecting
those who are legitimately their rulers, they are doing not only a duty, but a pleasure to themselves. It was only
needful to let it be known that the governor of their island accompanied by the heir to the throne was to be with
them, to give the signal for the opening of every door, and the most cordial greeting by every wayside.
Consequently the unremitting attentions shown to us by all classes of the people, the many tokens of kindness
received by us on that journey, are still and always will be gratefully cherished in my heart. It may be interesting
to some to read the names of those who at that time, nearly twenty years ago, were residents of this island. There
were the Hon. and Mrs. Aholo, Mr. and Mrs. Hayselden, Mr. A. Fornander, Mr. and Mrs. Nahaolelua, Hon.
Adam Kakau, Mr. and Mrs. Kuihalani, Mr. and Mrs. John Richardson, Mr. and Mrs. Everett, Mr. W. H. Corwell
and his family to two generations, Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Daniels, Mr. and Mrs. James Makee, Mr. and Mrs. Henry
Turton, Mr. and Mrs. Unna, and representatives of the distinctively missionary families of the Alexanders and
the Baileys.
To go over in detail the steps of our tour would be to repeat that which has been written of my trip around the
island of Oahu; so I will only say that the above families, and many others not mentioned by name, absolutely
vied with each other in making us welcome, and providing a generous hospitality for our entertainment. The
mere mention of these names recalls to me with sadly interesting vividness the past in my native land, when
those of Hawaiian and of foreign birth were united in a common love of country, and only too eager to compete
with each other for the privilege of showing to us their loyalty and love.
[Page]

CHAPTER XI
MAUNA LOA
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IN the year 1880 Miss Helen Aldrich of Berkeley, Cal., made me a visit. She was the daughter of Mr. W. A.
Aldrich, a banker, who had married a first cousin of my husband, Elizabeth, the child of Mr. R. W. Holt. Shortly
after her arrival we took a trip to the largest of our islands, Hawaii, on which is situated that volcano called with
truth one of the greatest natural wonders of the modern world. I was attended by my retainers, and after a short
and pleasant voyage we arrived at the port and chief city, Hilo. As though to illuminate in honor of my visit, on
the night preceding our ascent of the mountain a bright glow was seen on the top of Mokuaweoweo. This was
the portent which preceded that great flow of lava which soon commenced from Mauna Loa, and took its course
down the sides of that mountain towards the city of Hilo. We were thus witnesses from the very beginning of
one of the most extensive and long-continued eruptions which has ever been recorded in history, for it was
protracted over a period of eleven months. Early on the morning following we started on horseback on our
journey to the crater of Kilauea, where we arrived about five o'clock the same evening. This is not, as some
strangers suppose, a mountain by itself, totally distinct from the general volcanic system of Mauna Loa. That
word in our language signifies the great long mountain, and the nature of the elevation well deserves the term;
for in height, 13,700 feet, it is exceeded by few in the world, while in extent it includes about one-third of our
largest island. The eruptions are not usually from the summit, but generally through fissures in its sides. One of
these is the crater lake of Kilauea, a region of perpetual fire, of an activity more or less pronounced, yet never
entirely extinct, and situated some twenty miles or so east from the summit, at an elevation of about four
thousand feet. It is one of the few, if not the only one, of the volcanoes in the world which can be visited at the
periods of its greatest displays without the least danger to the observer; because it is always possible to watch its
bubbling fires from a higher point than their source. It is not the lava from the burning lake which makes its way
down the mountain, but that from other places where the concealed fires of Mauna Loa burst forth.
There is now a modern hotel at a spot commanding a good view of the points of interest; but at the date of this
visit we were received and made very comfortable in a large grass house with thatched roof, under which some
forty persons could have been accommodated. Here we were most hospitably received, our tired horses were
cared for and sheltered near to our resting-place, and we did ample justice to the evening meal which had been
provided for our company. After our refreshment, darkness quickly succeeded the setting of the sun (there being
no long twilight, as in more northern climates); so we spent the evening in watching the fiery glow in the crater,
the brilliance of which seemed to be spreading along the level floor of the pit. From a flooring of light and heat
the surface changed at times to billows of actual fire; then jets burst up or fountains played high in air, standing
by themselves a moment like burning columns; then steam intervened to stifle the flames. Mist following this,
the crater was for a while hidden from our sight, and nature's gorgeous fireworks suspended. At one of these
intervals we retired for the night; but at two o'clock we were all awakened by our host to see an exhibition such
as has seldom been furnished for the inspection of any of the many tourists who visit that region. This was a
most brilliant illumination at the summit of Mauna Loa itself; and far from lessening, its manifestation seemed
to render more vivid, the fires of the crater of Kilauea. The mists had cleared away in that direction, and we thus
had the good fortune to watch on one and the same occasion the outbursts of light at the summit and the jets of
dancing flame in the sides. It was a night never to be forgotten by any of our party, and well worth the time and
labor of the journey, were there no more to be enjoyed. That which was nearest to us, the rising, boiling sheet of
liquid fire, seemed to show no abatement by reason of the vent at the mountain-top, but in its agitations
disclosed each moment sights more and more wonderful to our gaze. The next day was spent by our party in
descending the crater to the very limits of its seething fires, but I remained at the hotel. They were all provided
with some offerings to Pele, the ancient goddess of fire, reverenced by the Hawaiian people. This custom is
almost universal, even to the present day. Those born in foreign lands, tourists who scarcely know our ancient
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history, generally take with them to the brink of the lake some coin or other trinket which, for good luck, as the
saying is, they cast into the lava. Our people, the native Hawaiians, have no money to throw away on such
souvenirs of the past; but they carry wreaths of the pandanus flower, leis, made like those seen aboard the
steamers at the departure of friends, necklaces, and garlands of nature's ornaments, which are tossed by them
into the angry waves of the basin. As I have mentioned this incident, my thoughts have gone back to that
paragraph wherein I wrote of the overthrow of the superstitious fears of the fire-goddess through the brave acts
of my aunt, Queen Kapiolani, when she defied the power of the elements at this very spot. So, to prevent
misunderstanding now, perhaps it would be well to notice that this propitiation of the volcano's wrath is now but
a harmless sport, not by any means an act of worship, very much like the custom of hurling old shoes at the
bride's carriage, or sending off the newly wedded couple with showers of rice; usages which form a pleasant
diversion in the most highly cultivated and educated communities. After a day spent in watching the activity of
the crater, the party returned to our hotel, weary, hungry, and ready to enjoy the refreshment and repose of which
they were in need. One night more was spent at the volcano house of the olden time, and then we all started on
our ride down the mountain for the city of Hilo. The display had not diminished in extent nor in its strange, wild
beauty. The lake in the crater was still boiling, and over Mokuaweoweo the location of the opening was easily
distinguished by the brilliant glow of light. But turning our backs on these natural wonders, nature was perhaps
more lovely in the charms by which she lined our pathway towards the sea; for this road is justly considered to
be one of the most beautiful exhibitions of the scenery of the tropics in Hawaii, and our cavalcade passed
between lines of verdure or flowers enchanting to the eye and fragrant to the sense; there were the bright
blossoms of the lehua, both yellow and red varieties, and other plants or trees shading and pleasing each of us as
we advanced. Although we did not arrive at our destination until about five that afternoon, and were quite
fatigued with our long ride, yet it had been an excursion of great enjoyment, and I am sure no one of the
company was other than satisfied with it.
The great increase in the lava flow which subsequently took place had not at this time threatened the peace of
the city; so our return to our friends was made the signal for a round of social pleasures. A grand entertainment
in honor of the visit of the heir to the throne was given by Mr. and Mrs. Luther Severance; and it afforded me
much satisfaction to show to my California cousin some examples of the generous style of the hospitality of
those days, in which those of foreign or of native birth vied with each other in a friendly rivalry of good things.
Judge F. S. Lyman was then lieutenant-governor of the island, and with his amiable wife showed us all the
attention in his power; then there were Judge Akao and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Governor Kipi and their
agreeable family. The family of Mr. D. H. Hitchcock, especially his wife and daughters, were also most kind and
attentive to me and those who accompanied me. If, in these reminiscences, I should fail to name those who have
made such occasions pleasant, it must be accepted simply as an unintentional omission, the names I have given
being but examples of that universal kindness received by me from all. Just as we were leaving our kind
entertainers, Sir Thomas Hesketh arrived in the port on his own yacht for a visit to the island; he was
accompanied by Hon. Samuel Parker, whom he had invited to be his guest during this excursion. The regular
steamer of passenger service between Hilo and Honolulu received me and my company for our return to Oahu,
where we arrived in safety; and not long after my cousin, Miss Aldrich, took her departure for her home, with, I
am sure, some very pleasant memories of the natural beauties and social pleasures of life on the Hawaiian
Islands.
[Facing Page]
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A VIEW ON THE ROAD TO THE VOLCANO KILAUEA
[Overleaf]
[Page]

CHAPTER XII
KALAKAUA'S TOUR OF THE WORLD
IN the early part of the month of January, 1881, a message through the telephone reached me at my private
residence at Washington Place, that my presence was required immediately at Iolani Palace. I answered the
summons at once; but on my arrival the king was not to be found at the palace, but I eventually discovered him
in a long building adjacent thereto, in which were kept some of his favorite boats. He was selecting some oars
for the boat named the Kanoelani, and while still engaged on this work he communicated to me his wishes and
instructions. He notified me that he expected soon to sail on his trip around the world, and that he desired me to
assume the control of the government, and the charge of public affairs as regent, during his absence. He then
went on to inform me that he had already held a meeting of the cabinet council on this matter, at which it had
been proposed by the members that there should be a council of regency, of which I should be the head; but that
the action of the council should be required for the full exercise of authority. This is an important page in
Hawaiian history, because it shows how persistently, even at that date, the "missionary party" was at work to
undermine at every point the authority of the constitutional rulers of the Hawaiian people. As the king had sent
for me with the express purpose of asking my opinion, I gave it in terms too plain to admit of the least
misunderstanding between us. I told him that I did not admit either the necessity or the wisdom of any such
organization as that of a council of regency. I then proceeded to explain my reasons for this opinion, saying that
if there was a council of regency, there would be no need for any regent. In case such a body were to be
commissioned to govern the nation, who, then, would be the chief executive? in fact, why was any such
individual required at all? To these considerations the king gave careful attention, and appeared to see that my
views of the situation were founded upon reason and justice. The result of this informal conference was, that
before his departure I was appointed sole regent, with the functions of the reigning sovereign of the Hawaiian
Islands during his absence. On the 20th of January, 1881, accompanied by Mr. C. H. Judd and by Mr. W. M.
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Armstrong, both from missionary families, amidst the salutes of the shipping and the booming of cannon, His
Majesty Kalakaua took his departure, being the first of the sovereigns of the nation to undertake a tour of the
globe.
In nothing has my brother been more grossly misjudged and even slandered by those whose interests he had at
heart than in this journey. Probably he did have some love for travel, some sense of pleasure in visiting foreign
lands – who amongst us had not felt the desire to see the great and beautiful world which God made, and on
which man has built so many magnificent cities and works of art? Why should he not have felt this interest? But
the master motive for this enterprise was the good of the people of the Hawaiian Islands over whom he had been
called to rule. I have already spoken of his visit to Washington for the purpose of assisting at the ratification of
the reciprocity treaty. That negotiation successfully carried through by his commissioners created a new want in
his domains. The sugar-fields demanded laborers, and at this time it was a problem to decide from whence these
could be obtained. Soon after landing at San Francisco, the king first visited Japan; from there he proceeded to
China; with the statesmen of both these nations, including the celebrated Li Hung Chang, my brother conferred
upon questions of international interest, but more especially in regard to the emigration of their subjects from
their territory to the sugar plantations of our islands. While he was thus working for the prosperity of the
residents of his kingdom, and for an immigration which should result in the wealth of those of foreign ancestry
or affiliations, they were accusing him of a reckless spending of money, and of the waste of time and revenues in
foreign travel. From China the king went on to Siam, where he was most royally entertained by the ruling
monarch; then to India, whose climate, resembling ours, caused him to be in favor of initiating an emigration
thence to our cane-fields. Nothing, however, resulted from his examination of the chance of employing the
coolies of India; but China and Japan have since then sent many laborers to our plantations. We know now what
imported or contract labor means. It must be remembered that at this date the experiment was in its infancy, and
the question was to find some class of laborers who would not suffer in our tropical climate at field labor. The
conclusion cannot be avoided, that if my brother had indeed sought his own pleasure rather than the good of all
residents under our flag, his family would be in their hereditary rights to this day. By his liberality to those of
American birth he inaugurated the treaty of reciprocity; by his investigations and solution of the problem of
labor he gave them the opportunity to raise sugar at an enormous profit; and he thus devoted the earlier part of
his reign to the aggrandizement of the very persons, who, as soon as they had become rich and powerful, forgot
his generosity, and plotted a subversion of his authority, and an overthrow of the constitution under which the
kingdom had been happily governed for nearly a quarter of a century. This was accomplished by them in 1887,
as will be seen when I reach that date in my recollections. After his studies of the labor question in the East, my
brother made a tour of the chief countries of civilized Europe, returning by way of Washington, and in every
place receiving from all classes many marks of personal attention or national courtesy. He arrived home on the
29th of October, 1881; and this was naturally followed by my immediate resignation of the office of chief ruler,
which I had held for nine months and as many days.
[Page]

CHAPTER XIII
MY REGENCY
BUT there are a few matters of interest during this time of which I must now speak. King Kalakaua had been
gone but a few weeks when the startling news was in circulation that the small-pox had broken out in the city. It
was supposed to have been introduced from China; but our past experience with the disease had shown us how
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fatal it might become to the Hawaiian people, and whatever the inconveniences it became necessary at all
hazards to prevent its spread. Summoning the cabinet, I had all arrangements perfected to stay the progress of
the epidemic. Communication between the different islands of the group was stopped. Vessels were absolutely
prohibited from taking passengers. A strict quarantine of all persons infected or under suspicion was maintained;
and so scrupulously and energetically were these regulations enforced, that when they were relaxed and
quarantine raised, it was found that no case had been reported outside the place of its first appearance. But it was
a serious thing to confine its ravages to the city of Honolulu, in which there were some eight hundred cases and
about three hundred deaths.
After the privileges of travel were restored to all alike, I had a desire to visit Hilo again; and so, with a large
company of retainers, as was fitting to my regency, I started on this excursion. Mrs. Pauahi Bishop, the Princess
Ruth, Mrs. Haalelea, and their immediate attendants, had preceded me; and I invited the Royal Hawaiian Band
of native musicians to form part of my retinue, not for my own pleasure especially, although music forms to me
a great part of the enjoyment of life, but because I wished to bring with me, to my friends and my people on that
island, a delight which I knew to them was quite rare, and in which I was quite sure all would find much
satisfaction.
It was in the month of August, six months after I had watched the commencement of that lava flow which is
now celebrated in the history of that region of wonders. I found Mauna Loa was still alarmingly active, and that
three streams of molten fire were creeping down its sides, so that the good people of Hilo were living in daily
apprehension that the fiery element would reach their doors, their houses be consumed, and their lives, perhaps,
imperilled by the rivers of flame. It was a grand and beautiful sight, in spite of the suggestion of danger, as you
rode along the borders of the lava stream, which had chosen the channels of the watercourses or filled the basins
where these had formerly spread themselves out into pools of refreshing fluid; their origin, even when rolling
along, or falling as a great cascade into some hollow, which was soon filled up with the melted elements of the
earth's centre, making one level plain where had been channels or pits in the earth's surface.
In some directions it seemed to be miles in width and of a length up the mountain-side to the summit of which
the eye could not reach; while at night the surface of moving fire resembled a plain on which was situated a
large city in conflagration. It was a display of fireworks of nature's manufacture such as has been seldom seen in
the world, and which never could be seen excepting at the base of Mauna Loa. There was intense excitement at
Hilo, for it was not known how soon the on-coming rivers might reach the city; yet there was a fascination in the
display, or in the danger, which drew thousands out to watch the streams of moving flame. Some of the
spectators were doubtless attracted by motives of curiosity, others were prompted by their fears; but of one thing
there could be no manner of doubt, all were vividly, even if painfully, interested. There have always been
features peculiar to the flow of lava from this region which can scarcely be explained by natural causes; while
this our grand volcano is capable of inspiring fears which cannot be concealed, yet it is no less a fact that it has
never been destructive to human life, nor made havoc with property. At this very time, while the people of Hilo
were flocking to the sides of the immense river of molten lava, as it steamed down the mountain-sides on its
way to the sea, or watching from the banks bordering the seething mass the course of its flow, it would creep up
sidewise on the rise of a hill, with no apparent cause for the action; or nearing a stone wall it would surge
upward, filling in solidly the topmost crevices at an elevation of perhaps three feet from the soil, instead of
running downward and to the lower level, or pouring itself into the hollows and lowest places. The residents of
Hilo, who lived in their handsome houses constructed of wood and so easily inflammable, on finding that time
did not abate the extent or volume of the flow, lived in terror of losing life and property, dreading at any moment
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to see the fiery river turn its course towards their dwellings. Consequently the churches were opened, meetings
were held, and earnest prayers offered to the Almighty Ruler of the elements that he would spare the people
from the great misfortune which threatened to overtake them. To one of these prayer-meetings I received a
special invitation, and attended with my suite. In the course of about a week thereafter, there was no doubt in the
attitude of the volcano; its flow had been stayed, and the volume of the lava was diminishing although for
another week sparks of light or streaks of flame were here and there to be seen, but the great danger was over.
Naturally, devout men remembered the days of fervent prayer, and said that the God to whom they had cried at
the moment of peril had listened to the supplications of his people, and delivered them from threatened evil.
On the next arrival of the steamer Kinau from Honolulu, my sister, the Princess Likelike, joined me, and by
the same steamer we with our entire retinues took departure, intending to visit Kau, where the people, in
anticipation of my visit had made great preparations for a reception; but on arrival of the steamer at Kaalualu,
Mr. George Beckley, the purser of the steamer, requested me earnestly not to land, assigning as his reason that
the stay of the steamer there would be very short, not over a few minutes, and that she could not be longer
detained. To my knowledge the people had already arranged for my promised visit with lavish hospitality, so I
did not like to disappoint them, as there was to be a grand luau. I therefore requested the Princess Likelike to go
ashore and represent me on the occasion, which she kindly did; but the assembled multitudes were excessively
disappointed that I could not be present, and expressed to my sister their sentiments of keen and sincere regret.
Leaving that landing-place, our steamer proceeded to Hookena, where corresponding tokens of welcome
awaited our arrival, and where the people had come together to show to me their friendship. Here I was met with
the same objections on the part of the purser, who would have prevented a landing if he had been able to do so;
but the crowds on shore were determined not to be disappointed, and as for myself, I shared their intention that
the grand preparations made for my entertainment should not be in vain. Besides, there were special causes for
my resolution that this district should not be passed by. It was at that time distinctively Hawaiian. The pure
native race had maintained its position there better than in most localities. There had been no introduction of the
Chinese amongst the people, nor had any other race of foreigners come to live near their homes. The Hawaiian
families had married with Hawaiians, settling side by side with those of their own blood. Thus it was that only
on Hawaii, and in no other part of the group of islands, could there be found a district so thickly populated,
where the population was so strictly of my own people, as this to which I was now a visitor. This made it
peculiarly interesting to me; and my reception, and enjoyment of the welcome of the inhabitants, were all that
one could have desired. From thence my progress continued, first to Keauhou, then Kailua, and last of all
Kawaihae; of these, and in truth of all the districts at which we had touched in our progress from Hilo, it may
well be said that each had vied with the other in friendly rivalry, each had striven to outdo its neighbor in the
grandeur of its preparations made for my entertainment. It was not the flattery of words; their loyalty and love
were expressed by everything which was done to render my stay attractive, each person assisted at the welcome,
and the parting was a sorrow to all my faithful friends. Amongst the larger landholders who did all possible to
make my stay on Hawaii pleasant was Hon. Samuel Parker, who with his family most cordially received and
hospitably entertained us at his seaside residence there. He spared no pains in his efforts to furnish my table with
all which the most fastidious taste could desire; there were fish from the sea in great variety and of delicious
freshness, many of the other delicacies, such as "opihi" for example, being especially Hawaiian in use or origin.
All these were furnished from the vast estates on the island owned by Mr. Parker or subject to his control, and
time would fail to speak of the many other attentions or numberless kindnesses shown by him. Mr. Parker
became my Minister of Foreign Affairs under the latest cabinet commissioned by the constitutional monarchy of
the Hawaiian Islands. After a most delightful journey, and many happy days spent on the island of Hawaii, I
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returned to Oahu, glad, as most tourists are, to find myself once more at my own home, and to settle down to my
domestic life at Honolulu.
Another necessary excursion, however, had already been planned for me; namely, a trip around the island of
Oahu, at the very outset of which there arrived news of an event which stirred the world with horror; this was
the assassination of President Garfield. The stores were at once draped in mourning, meetings expressive of
sympathy for the family of the deceased president, and of regret at his untimely end (which we shared with the
American people), were called at once by those of his nation, but were attended by both Hawaiians and
foreigners. To one of these, which was to be held in the large Congregational Church on Fort Street, on the
evening of the 6th of October, I think, I was especially invited to be present; but, as before the sad intelligence
of his death was received all arrangements had been made for my tour, I did not feel that these could well be
changed, and I therefore sent a note of regret, expressing to those in charge the assurance of my sympathy with
the object for which the meeting had been called.
[Page]

CHAPTER XIV
A SERIOUS ACCIDENT
THEN leaving Honolulu attended by some few of my retainers, I went first to the residence of Mr. J. A.
Cummins, a gentleman who subsequently undertook a diplomatic errand for me to the city of Washington, and
who in 1895 was suspected and even punished by the present rulers of Hawaii for participation in the attempt to
smuggle arms for possible use by the people desiring a return to the monarchical form of government.
At that time the possibility that the monarchical form of government could be overthrown would have been
incredible, and my visit to Waimanalo was simply the occasion of a renewal of that social welcome and hearty
entertainment such as had attended me everywhere since my nomination to the Hawaiian throne. In fact, I might
claim with reason that the future hopes of the Hawaiian people were with my party. I was accompanied by my
sister, the Princess Likelike, who had with her the little child-princess Kaiulani and that infant's governess, Miss
Barnes; Mr. J. H. Boyd was of the number of our attendants. After a generous lunch at Waimanalo, on the estate
of Mr. Cummins, we left for Maunavili, the country-place of Mr. and Mrs. Boyd, in whose hospitable mansion
we passed the night, and left our gentle hostess regretting that our stay had been so short; but events proved that
my tour was not to be extended far beyond her residence, for we had proceeded on our way to Kaneohe but a
few steps, when a singular accident happened to my carriage. My horses were driven by Mr. Joseph Heleluhe,
and in some unaccountable manner the reins of one of the horses became entangled in the bit of another. We
were descending the steep side of a hill, and the result was that the driver had no longer control of the animals.
Consequently the carriage came down the hill with such velocity that I was thrown violently out, and landed
between two rocks; but fortunately there was a bit of marshy ground where I struck. It was a matter of
immediate wonder that my life had been spared. Certainly no one could have been nearer to instant death. This
had been witnessed from the homestead of our hosts; and Mr. Cummins, arriving on the scene almost
immediately, sent for a stretcher, which was sent at once from the residence of Mrs. Boyd. On this I was placed,
and the litter raised upon the shoulders of four men; thus was I carried all the way to Waimanalo. Mr. Cummins,
having preceded the sad procession, met us at the foot of the hill with a wagon. It was a sorrowful breaking-up
of what had promised to be a delightful journey. Messages were immediately sent to all the points on the island I
had intended to visit, informing the people of the accident which had befallen me, and notifying them that it
would be useless to go on with preparations for my reception, as it was the intention of those who had charge to
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send me at once to Honolulu. So, under the kind care of Mr. Cummins and Mrs. Kaae, the wagon was driven to
the wharf, where the little steamer Waimanalo, belonging to Mr. Cummins, awaited me. All that tenderest care
and kindest heart could suggest was done to make me comfortable by my kind hosts; and the cavalcade of
retainers, with which I had come out so gayly, followed in demure silence. Despatches had also been sent to
Honolulu; and my husband, Governor Dominis, and the princess's husband, Hon. A. S. Cleghorn, were
acquainted with the particulars of the accident. Mr. Cummins, Mr. Kaae, and Mr. Frank Harvey, assisted by
other friends, saw that I was put on board the steamer with as little pain or inconvenience as possible. My sister
and little niece were by my side; and all the company were safely accommodated on board the Waimanalo,
which at about three o'clock that afternoon steamed out to sea. After a smooth and uneventful run we drew near
the wharf at the foot of Fort Street, in the port of Honolulu. It was nine o'clock at night when the little craft got
alongside the wharf, where crowds of people awaited her arrival. The night was fine and clear; the moon was
shining brightly. As the boat was fast, I turned my eyes toward the shore, and saw a line of soldiers drawn up to
receive me. When the litter was taken from the deck and placed in a wagon, I discovered that these men were to
draw my carriage to the place prepared for my reception. When all had been made ready, the word was given to
proceed, and the procession started. To me it was a solemn moment, one which can never be forgotten, – the
shops and houses of the merchants still draped with crape in memory of the fallen president at Washington, the
crowds of native Hawaiian people which lined the way, their respectful silence broken only by their smothered
sobs or subdued weeping, and with it all the steady, measured tread of the soldiers who were drawing the wagon
on which I had been laid by my devoted friends. Although I had suffered much, was still in pain, and not out of
danger, yet in it all there was the sweet assurance for which much can be borne, – the blessed consciousness that
all this manifestation was because my people loved me. My husband was walking by the side of my wagon, and
the tramp of the soldiers was growing shorter as we neared our home, while the throng of sympathetic followers
who had attended our march grew less only when we reached our very doorway. My return thus to my people
and my family from the very border of death left an impression upon me which is too sacred for any description.
On arrival I asked to be placed in one of the cottages on our grounds, preferring to occupy this small, onestory house rather than to be carried upstairs to the more commodious apartments of the great house known as
Washington Place. My wishes were complied with at once by my kind husband and faithful attendants.
The nature of my injuries was such that a long rest was required. At first it was thought my back was broken
by my fall; for when I endeavored to rise after recovering from the first shock, it was impossible to do so, nor
could I change in any way my position until assisted by my followers, Mr. Heleluhe being one of the first to
offer me aid. Even then, when depending upon their strength of arm as they tried to raise me, the least exertion
or motion gave me the greatest pain. My physician, Dr. Webb, arrived at the cottage at Washington Place about
the same time as myself, although he had been a long distance in search of his patient. The moment he received
news of the accident he had ridden to Waimanalo, a distance of twelve miles by the shortest route, and not
finding me had at once returned. He made a careful examination of my condition, and was relieved to find that
the injuries to my back were no more serious than a very severe wrench and strain. He was a homoeopathist, and
left some medicines to be administered, directions to be followed by my nurses; and watches were to be
regularly set, and relieved by night and by day. At the end of three weeks I was not yet able to raise myself, or
even sit up in my bed; so finally it was the opinion of my medical advisers that I should make a great effort and
persevere in spite of the pain, lest I should become bedridden. These instructions were followed out with a result
which proved the wisdom of the course recommended; for I was soon able to ride about in my buggy, still weak,
but improving slowly.
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But the process of recovery was very gradual, and only successful by the most constant care and great
patience of my attendants. These were divided into watches of three hours each, and three persons were always
at my bedside. To one of these was assigned the duty of waving the kahili, or long-plumed staff of state, the
insignia of royalty; to another that of using the fan for my comfort, both of these being women; while to the
third, a male attendant, belonged the duty of doing any necessary errands, and of making my female attendants
comfortable in whatever way their needs might require. Whenever I was lifted, or even turned, it was done by
the strong yet tender hands of six men, three on each side. Had these been nurses trained by years of experience
to manage the sick they could not have proceeded with more skill and gentleness; so quietly and gradually was
my position changed that I could scarcely perceive the movements, which were such as to give me the least
pain. It was the same when it was judged best for me to leave my bed. By the strong arms of my native
attendants I was lifted in a sheet, then easily laid on an extended but movable chair, which was raised to an erect
posture without the least strain on my muscular system. Even when I began to move about the room my
dependence on my faithful retainers did not cease, and with one on each side it was almost impossible for me to
fall. From the reclining-chair I was transferred without movement or strain to my carriage, and taken from it in
the same manner, thus securing change and fresh air with no exertion to myself. My position was not without its
amusing side, even at the most critical moments; for when I was supposed to be asleep or unconscious,
conversations or little actions would take place in the sickroom which were perfectly understood by me, but of
which I was supposed by my attendants to have no knowledge whatever. When scarcely able to sit up I was
consulted about the mottoes with which it was the intention to crown the triumphal arches throughout the city at
the approaching return of my brother, the king, from his tour around the world; and it was a great satisfaction to
me to receive such marks of deference while I lay a helpless invalid.
All classes of adherents had been represented in the watchers about my bedside. There were Colonel C. P.
Iukea, Colonel J. H. Boyd, Major Anton Rosa, Governor John T. Baker, Mr. C. B. Wilson, Captain Leleo, Mr.
Joseph Heleluhe, Mr. Isaac Kaiama. These and many others had their watches in the invalid chamber, while
Hon. Samuel Parker and Mr. Charles Williams were present from time to time. Most of these gentlemen were
accompanied by their wives as assistants in their kind offices. Princess Ruth and my sister, the Princess Likelike,
were daily visitors.
[Facing Page]
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KING KALAKAUA, HIS CABINET AND STAFF
[Overleaf]
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CHAPTER XV
KALAKAUA'S RETURN
IT was during this period of convalescence that my regency was brought to a close. With that enthusiasm
always shown by the Hawaiian people in doing honor to their sovereigns, the grandest preparations were made
throughout the islands to welcome the arrival of the king. In Honolulu the joy was general, and the foreign
element was well represented in the festivities. The streets were given up to the people, and were crowned with
triumphal arches. Before the day of his expected landing at the wharf, the most elaborate preparations had been
made to give him a royal greeting. The mottoes, in the selection of which numberless parties had consulted me,
were displayed in every part of the city, and there was an especial arch designed for each district of the island of
Oahu.
The long-expected day came; and there was a long cavalcade of horsemen in attendance on the king, who
rode ahead, accompanied by the gentlemen of his personal staff. Outriders and aids were seen on every side. A
week was devoted to the festivities of the reception. Iolani Palace was not available; for the old building had
been pulled down, and the new one was not then completed, although in process of erection. So the king with
his queen, Kapiolani, occupied a smaller building which is named Kinauhale. It was in this building that during
my brother's absence I had conferred the order of Kalakaua on two persons distinguished in the Roman Catholic
Mission, both of them now having passed to their reward, – Hermann, the Bishop of Olba, and Father Damien,
the leper priest.
When the festivities of my brother's return were over, I moved to my Waikiki residence, accompanied by
some of my retainers or attendants, amongst whom I might mention Mrs. Kapena and Miss Sheldon. In the
course of a very few weeks, and under the beneficent influences of this change, I had recovered my strength,
and was able to walk without assistance. Hamohamo is justly considered to be the most life-giving and healthy
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

45/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

district in the whole extent of the island of Oahu; there is something unexplainable and peculiar in the
atmosphere at that place, which seldom fails to bring back the glow of health to the patient, no matter from what
disease suffering. In order to encourage the people who might be semi-invalids to resort there, I have always left
open my estates on that shore, so that the air and the sea-bathing, the latter most essential in our climate, might
be enjoyed without any charge by all who choose to avail themselves of the privilege. I have also caused trees to
be set out, both those whose fruit might be of value and those of use for shade alone, so that the coast might
become attractive to chance visitors. When it is the malolo season, the fishermen living in my neighborhood will
go to my beach to launch their canoes, and push off two or three miles into the incoming surf to catch the flyingfish; it is a very exciting sport, and at the same time it is a means of livelihood to them. Nor are they the only
people benefited by this free fishing-ground. Most of their catch is taken to the markets of the city. Some part is
brought in, and landed on the beach at "The Queen's Retreat," where whole families of visitors are often to be
found passing the day in rest or pleasure. These have brought with them an abundance of our national dish, the
wholesome poi and perhaps have added bread and butter and wine, and stores of other nice things; to these they
may now, if they wish, join the sweet and toothsome flying-fish. Oftentimes they make a further purchase of the
latter to carry home for the family supper. Political events have brought me leisure, and from the view through
the porticos of my pretty seaside cottage, called Kealohilani, I have derived much amusement, as well as
pleasure: for as the sun shines on the evil and the good, and the rain falls on the just and the unjust, I have not
felt called upon to limit the enjoyment of my beach and shade-trees to any party in politics; and my observation
convinces me that those who are most opposed to my system of government have not the least diffidence about
passing happy hours on domains which are certainly my private property. To watch the families of the Royalist
and the Provisionalist mingling together, sharing each the other's lunch-baskets, and spending the day in social
pleasures at the "Queen's Retreat," one would never suspect that racial or political jealousy had any place in the
breasts of the participants. While in exile it has ever been a pleasant thought to me that my people, in spite of
differences of opinion, are enjoying together the free use of my seashore home.
The king having resumed the executive office, affairs of state were no longer committed to my charge. But I
was in a position to observe that our industries were moving along on the high road to prosperity, and that with a
fair degree of harmony between the king and his ministers, our government was administered smoothly, and in a
manner conducive to the welfare of all his subjects, whether native or foreign born. But there are a few events of
the days of my regency which, ere I pass on to another era, may be worthy of mention.
During the king's absence, and while Mr. H. A. P. Carter was Minister of the Interior, he notified me one day
that there was a death-warrant awaiting my signature. This was the first time it had been forcibly brought to my
notice that the executive held the power of life and death, and it seemed to me a most terrible thing that I should
be obliged to sign an order which should deprive one of my fellow-mortals of life. I simply could not do it, and
so said to Mr. Carter. He regarded it as only an official act; but I asked the cabinet if they could not devise some
other method of punishing the culprit in order to spare me the pain of signing the death-warrant. Minister Carter
tried as best he could to convince me that in no event would I be held responsible, that any mistake or
culpability would rest on the shoulders of the cabinet, and I need not feel in the least degree responsible. But he
failed to convince me. I told him that I would take the matter into consideration, and notify him if, after thinking
it over, I could conform to his views. Two weeks, perhaps three, went by, and I had never felt that I would in this
case attend to my official duty. Finally Minister Carter again pressed the subject upon my attention; reminding
me of the fact that the matter had been considered and judged, that the cause of justice was delayed, the sentence
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unexecuted, and that it was absolutely my duty to sign the warrant, which I finally did, but with the greatest
reluctance.
In the month of July, while the king was absent, Chief Justice C.C. Harris, a man who in many ways had been
prominent, died; there were some elements of peculiar sadness in the death of Judge Harris. His wife, a daughter
of a former chief justice, Allen, was at the time under restraint in another room of the same house, being
hopelessly insane. His death made it necessary for me to appoint some person in his place. The first associate
was at that time Mr. Albert F. Judd, and the second Mr. L. McCully. At one of the public functions in the
government building at which I was expected to preside, there occurred an incident which will suggest the
eagerness for distinction and precedence manifested at the time by prominent representatives of the "Reform"
party. At such state occasions there were seats assigned to the ladies of the cabinet at the right of the king's dais.
The wives of ministers had the front row of seats. (In times of more ancient date the first seats of honor were
always taken by the native Hawaiian chieftesses; but by "Reform" regulations, especially in the reign of King
Kalakaua, his family were the only natives of rank present, so it became a very easy matter to provide for them.)
Directly behind the seats of the cabinet ladies were placed those intended for the ladies of the justices of the
supreme court. On this occasion, I being the regent, my sister Likelike stood at my right, my husband (who had
a right to the title of prince although he never assumed it, but preferred to be called governor or general),
accompanied by Hon. A. S. Cleghorn, father of the little Princess Kaiulani, were at my left.
As yet no appointment had been made by me to the vacant place on the bench of the supreme court, because I
had consulted my brother, the absent king, and was awaiting a reply. But Mr. A. F. Judd had instructed his wife
that she should occupy a seat with the cabinet ladies, and even to take the first seat, thus assuming precedence
over all. It was a surprise to Minister Carter on entering to find the seat which belonged to his wife occupied by
another person. After a little discussion betwixt them, the question was referred to me for decision. I
immediately said that the seat belonged to Minister Carter's wife, and suggested that Mrs. Judd resume the place
which belonged to her with the other ladies of the associate judges of the court, adding that she was no more at
present than the lady of the first associate justice. "But," expostulated her husband, "I am as good as chief justice
already, as I am to be appointed to that office;" and then he proceeded to demand of me if I had not already
received notice of his appointment. I replied that I had not, and that my decision of the question of precedence
was announced. Then, as the assembly was in readiness to proceed with its duties, although Mrs. Judd
obstinately refused to yield the place which belonged to the wife of Minister Carter, I turned my attention to
other and more important matters.
While I was a prisoner in Iolani Palace, now called Executive Building, it seems that the little comedy of
precedence was re-enacted under the "Republic" in the rooms beneath mine, at the assembling of the legislature.
Minister Cooper arrived with his wife; and to his astonishment and anger, there was Mrs. Judd again, seated in
the place which should have been reserved for Mrs. Cooper. In order to secure the coveted precedence, Mrs.
Judd had arrived very early, secured for herself the seat of honor, and, as before, absolutely refused to leave it.
Words passed between the chief justice and the minister. Mr. Judd claimed that he was the highest officer in the
islands. To which Minister Cooper retorted that he held no cabinet position, and was certainly out of place
among cabinet ministers; while he, Cooper, as the minister of foreign affairs, should be entitled to the first place
in the government after that held by the president himself. The disputants did not on this occasion send to me for
an opinion on this perplexing question. Had they done so I should have decided without a moment's hesitation
that the position of Mr. Cooper was the correct one, according to the usages of nations, whatever may be the
relative rank in republics as between the executive and judicial departments. But it would seem from this second
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occurrence that the passion for dignity and place is not confined to courts of royalty or to those who sustain
them.
[Page]

CHAPTER XVI
CORONATION CEREMONIES
IN the early part of the year 1883, preparations were made to formally ratify the accession of the new dynasty
to the Hawaiian throne by investing both His Majesty Kalakaua, and his queen, Kapiolani, with the crown and
other insignia of royalty. To this end all needful articles had been ordered from Europe, excepting such as could
be readily obtained in the nearer port of San Francisco, Cal. This was very properly intended by the king to be a
jubilee year with his people, and at the grand celebration nothing was to be left undone which could contribute
to the general enjoyment. All the people, high or low, rich or poor, from Hawaii to Kauai, were to be made
welcome at Honolulu; and elaborate preparations were made for their reception. The two crowns were made in
England, and were of gold studded with precious stones; from the same country came also the dresses of the
queen and those of her sisters, the Princess Poomaikalani and the Princess Kekaulike. My toilets were furnished
from Paris dressmaking establishments, and consisted of two complete costumes. The gown to be worn during
the day at the coronation ceremony was of gold and white brocaded silk; that intended for the soirée and the
royal ball was of crimson satin; each costume was perfect in itself, the lesser details being in harmony with the
dress; both were heavily embroidered, and were generally considered to have been the most elegant productions
of Parisian art ever seen in Hawaii on this or any other state occasion. My sister, the Princess Likelike, had sent
to San Francisco for her wardrobe, which, like mine, consisted of two complete costumes, one of which was of
white silk of figured brocade handsomely trimmed with pearls; her full evening dress was of silk, in color or
shade styled at that time "moonlight-on-the-lake," and, with head-dress to match, it was very effective.
Even in the early part of January, from all parts of the islands, crowds began to flock to Honolulu, impatient
for the promised ceremony; and from thence to the 12th day of February, 1883, the number of those visiting our
capital city was daily increasing. It was an unusually rainy winter, and our streets were very muddy; but the
good-natured multitude waded through the rain or mud to see what was going on, or to make their purchases at
the stores, without complaint. Money was spent lavishly by the visitors; all the stores were thronged from
morning to night by eager and easily satisfied purchasers. The principal establishments benefited by the money
of the people were those of John Thomas Waterhouse, who had two places of business, B. F. Ehlers & Co., H.
Hackfeld & Co., and T. H. Davies & Co. Besides these there were the jewelry shops, notably that of the
Wenners; even the Chinese merchants came in for their share in the circulation of the money of the people.
The day to which all had been looking with eager anticipation arrived. Iolani Palace, the new building of that
name, had been completed the previous year, and a large pavilion had been erected immediately in front of it for
the celebration of the coronation. This was exclusively for the accommodation of the royal family; but there was
adjacent thereto a sort of amphitheatre, capable of holding ten thousand persons, intended for the occupation of
the people. In this building there were assigned proper stations to all the principal officers of the government,
besides which the members of the diplomatic or consular bodies had their appropriate places; then there were
the nobles and the delegates to the legislative assembly, the chief justice, his associates, and other officers of the
court, while on the veranda of the palace on the one side were seated the officers of the vessels of war in the
port, and on the other persons of rank or position who had not been otherwise assigned to stations.
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Promptly at the appointed time His Majesty Kalakaua, King of the Hawaiian Islands, accompanied by Her
Majesty, Kapiolani, his queen, made their appearance. I give the order of the procession to the royal pavilion.
Princess Kekaulike, bearing the royal feather cloak, and with her the Princess Poomaikalani; then the Princess
Likelike, with the child-princess Kaiulani, and her father, Hon. A. S. Cleghorn; Governor Dominis, and myself;
we were all attended by our kahili bearers, and those ancient staffs of royalty were held aloft at our sides. Then
followed Prince Kaiwananakoa, bearing one of the crowns, and Prince Kalaniaanole bearing
[Facing Page]

IOLANI PALACE, FRONT VIEW
[Overleaf]
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the other crown, succeeded by two others of noble birth and lineage bearing insignia of royalty of either native
or traditional usage, the tabu sticks, the sceptre, and ring. Then came Their Majesties the King and Queen,
attended by their kahili bearers, who stationed themselves just inside the pavilion. As the royal party entered, the
queen was immediately attended by her ladies in waiting, eight in number, all attired in black velvet trimmed
with white satin. The long and handsome train of Her Majesty's robe was carried by two ladies high rank and of
noble lineage, Keano and Kekaulike.
The Ceremonies were opened with prayer by Rev. Mr. Mackintosh; and then followed one of those
coincidences which are so striking on any such occasion, and was certainly noticed as one of the most beautiful
incidents of the day. In the very act of prayer, just as he put forth his hand to lift the crown, before placing it on
the brow of the king; a mist, or cloud, such as may gather very quickly in our tropical climate, was seen to pass
over the sun, obscuring its light for a few minutes; then at the moment when the king was crowned there
appeared, shining so brilliantly as to attract general attention, a single star. It was noticed by the entire multitude
assembled to witness the pageant, and a murmur of wonder and admiration passed over the throng. The
ceremonies proceeded with due solemnity, and the whole scene was very impressive and not to be forgotten. At
its close the company retired to the palace in the same order as that in which it had come forth; and the day
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

49/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

ceremonies being over the crowd dispersed, retiring to rest from the fatigues and excitements of the day, so as to
be able to enter with zest into the festivities of the evening, as a grand ball was to be given at the palace. Indeed,
the entire grounds were given up to pleasure such as can only be fully imagined by those who have actually
mingled with a happy people in the festivities of a tropical night.
Throughout the week one diversion followed another; until, with citizens and visitors almost surfeited with
merrymaking, it came to an end, and Honolulu once more settled down to its every-day quiet and routine.
Certainly the coronation celebration had been a great success. The people from the country and from the other
islands went back to their homes with a renewed sense of the dignity and honor involved in their nationality, and
an added interest in the administration of their government. Honolulu had been benefited in the mean time
financially, the merchants and traders of every degree reaping a bountiful harvest from the free expenditure of
money by every class. The king has, however, been blamed for expending the public revenues for such a
purpose, and this festival is still cited as an instance of his "reckless extravagance." A considerable contingent of
the people of New England objected, if I have read correctly, to the building of the Bunker Hill Monument. In
my own view the expenditure in either case was quite justified by the end sought. The Saviour himself was once
accused of extravagance, or at least of permitting it, not, however, by a truly loyal disciple. The men who "carry
the bag" are not always the best judges of royal obligations. It was necessary to confirm the new family "Stirps"
– to use the words of our constitution – by a celebration of unusual impressiveness. There was a serious purpose
of national importance; the direct line of the "Kamahamehas" having become extinct, it was succeeded by the
"Keawe-a-Heulu" line, its founder having been first cousin to the father of Kamahameha I. It was wise and
patriotic to spend money to awaken in the people a national pride. Naturally, those among us who did not desire
to have Hawaii remain a nation would look on an expenditure of this kind as worse than wasted.
[Page]

CHAPTER XVII
PRINCESS RUTH AND MRS. BERNICE PAUAHI BISHOP
IN the Spring of 1884 the Princess Ruth completed a handsome residence on Emma Street, and gave a grand
luau to celebrate the event. This was followed by a splendid ball in the evening, which was attended by all the
best society of Honolulu, whether of native or foreign birth. But after this festivity the princess was taken
suddenly ill, and left for Kailua on Hawaii in hopes that the journey would restore her health. She was
accompanied by Mrs. Bernice Pauahi Bishop, her own cousin, and also by Mrs. Haalelea. She received every
attention, but notwithstanding this, did not recover; and on the twenty-forth day of May her remains were
brought back to Honolulu, and laid in state in the handsome new house, Keouahale, which she had just erected.
Keouahale has recently been purchased for school purposes by the present government of Hawaii. While lying
there in state, the usual native ceremonies attending the death and obsequies of a high chief were accorded to her
remains. There were the daily attendance of watchers, the waving of kahilis, and singing of the chants of the
departed. To explain the latter I might add, that whenever a child was born into one of the families of the high
chiefs, it was customary to compose a chant, not only in honor of the event, but further rehearsing the genealogy
of the infant, the deeds of its ancestors, and any daring acts of wonderful valor and prowess in which they had
participated. These chants were committed to memory, and passed along from mouth to mouth amongst the
retainers of that chief. At the death, as at the birth, they were intoned in honor of the one for whom they were
composed. I have my own chant, which has been sacred to me all my lifetime. Any child of noble birth who has
no such record, were it possible to suppose such a case, would be judged unworthy its rank. It was a further
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custom observed amongst us for all chiefs of rank parallel to that of the deceased to remain at the house which
contained the remains whilst the body was lying in state. So on this occasion Queen Emma, Mrs. Bishop, the
Princess Likelike, and myself, all took up our residence at the mansion so recently occupied by Princess Ruth.
The celebration of the last rites of interment did not take place until three weeks after her death. When all the
honors which her royal rank required had been accorded to her remains, and these had been laid in the
mausoleum, it was found that her sole heir was Mrs. Bishop, her nearest living relative, who not only inherited
the beautiful residence, but further, all the property of her cousin. Not long after these events it was found that
Mrs. Bishop was in failing health; and on consultation with Dr. Trousseau, she was told that the nature of her
malady was so grave that she should lose no time in taking advice from the best physicians in San Francisco, to
which city he counselled she should go at the earliest opportunity. She accordingly went. On her arrival, she was
informed by Dr. Lane that her disease was of the nature of cancer, and that immediate surgical treatment was the
best course. She submitted to an operation, and on her recovery from this, returned to the islands. My sister, the
Princess Likelike, was in San Francisco at the same time, and returned to Honolulu with her towards the end of
that summer. Mrs. Bishop went to her Waikiki residence; and when I called to see if there wasn anything I could
do for her, she besought me to come and stay with her, which I did until the day of her death. It was here that I
first noticed the great change which had come over the mind of Queen Emma, and which was more plainly
noticed at or just after Mrs. Bishop's decease. About two weeks before the close of her life, it was thought best
to remove Mrs. Bishop to Keouahale; but she failed rapidly from the day of the change until the 16th of October,
1884, when she was released from her painful experience. Then there followed a repetition of those rites and
ceremonies customary on the death and burial of the high chiefs, such as that house had but just witnessed in the
case of Princess Ruth. It was at this time more especially that Queen Emma showed plainly by her peculiar
actions that she was suffering from some malady. As time passed away the progress of physical disorder seemed
to go on; she grew nothing better, but rather worse, and in the month of April, 1885, she died. Then followed a
queer proceeding on the part of her agent. At first the remains were laid in state at her own house; but Mr.
Cartwright and a few of his friends took it into their heads to have the casket removed to Kawaiahao church, the
apology being that her house was not large enough to accommodate such a gathering as would come together on
the day of the funeral. This was accordingly done, much to the wonder and displeasure of those who had charge
of the church, and of the friends of the departed queen. Queen Emma was not an attendant there. On the
contrary, she had been chiefly instrumental in the founding of the Anglican Mission, and was an Episcopalian.
Why, then, supposing it had been at all necessary to select a church for her funeral, did they not select the
Episcopal church? That was her own church, and she should have been buried therefrom; for while living she
had shown strong attachment to it, and an equally strong feeling of opposition to other denominations. The
persons selected by her agent to guard her remains showed no regard for the sacredness of the place. They
smoked, feasted, and sang songs while awaiting the last solemn rites due to the dead. However, when the day of
the burial came, Bishop Willis of the English Church adapted himself to the circumstances, and officiated from
the Congregational pulpit with the ritual of his own church; after which, with all the pomp and splendor due to
her state as a queen amongst the sovereigns of the Hawaiian people, she was borne up the Nuuanu Valley, and
laid by the side of her husband, Alexander Liholiho, or Kamehameha IV.
When the will of Mrs. Bernice Pauahi Bishop was read, in which she disposed of her own estate, I did not
happen to be present; but her husband, Hon. Charles R. Bishop, informed me that I had been duly remembered,
that his wife had bequeathed me the lands of Kahala, island of Oahu, Lumahai on Kauai, Kealia in Kona,
Hawaii; besides which he sent me a pair of diamond wristlets, a diamond pin with crown which had once
belonged to the Princess Ruth, and a necklace of pearls beautifully chased and set in tigers' claws. But
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nevertheless I must own to one great disappointment. The estate which had been so dear to us both in my
childhood, the house built by my father, Paki, where I had lived as a girl, which was connected with many happy
memories of my early life, from whence I had been married to Governor Dominis, when he took me to
Washington Place, I could not help feeling ought to have been left to me. The estate was called Haleakala, or
House of the Sun, and the residence received the name of Aikupika; but both these are forgotten now in that of
the Arlington Hotel. This wish of my heart was not gratified, and at the present day strangers stroll through the
grounds or lounge on the piazzas of that home once so dear to me. Yet memories of my adopted parents still
cling to that homestead, and rise before me not only when I pass its walls, but as I recall in a foreign land the
days of my youth.
[Page]

CHAPTER XVIII
BENEVOLENT SOCIETIES
ANOTHER provision of the will of Mrs. Bishop may be noticed here. It was found that she had made ample
provision for the education of the people of her race; and an educational and industrial institute was to be
erected, specially limited in its mission to young Hawaiians. The privileges of this commendable charity were
likewise restricted by the benefactor to those of the Protestant faith. The Presbyterian churches in Hawaii may
profit by this devise; but those of the English Catholic or Roman Catholic Missions are excluded because of
their religion, which scarcely makes the institution a national benefit.
In the early part of the year 1886 His Majesty Kalakaua designed and established an organization for
benevolent work amongst his people; it was called the Hooululahui. The first meeting of the society having been
appointed at Kawaiahao Church, there was a good attendance of the first ladies of the city, not only those of
Hawaiian families, but also of foreign birth. It was my brother's intention that the society should have as its head
Her Majesty Kapiolani, his queen; but to make it more efficient and systematic in its work, the society was
divided into three departments. Of these, the first embraced the central part of the city of Honolulu, and this was
under the presidency of the queen. Next came the lower part of Honolulu, Kaumakapili, extending as far as
Maemae, and embracing all the district beyond Palama, which was assigned to my management and presidency.
In like manner the third division, Kawaiahao, extending through Waikiki and Manoa, Pauoa, and a certain
portion of the city, was assigned to my sister, the Princess Likelike. All denominations, including the Roman
Catholics, were invited to co-operate in the good work. The Princesses Poomaikalani and Kekaulike, neither of
whom is now living, gave their aid to the queen. The former was made governess of Hawaii, and the latter
governess of Kauai. These two ladies did all in their power to assist Queen Kapiolani in her work of charity, and
my sister and myself were equally interested to attend the needs of our departments; but the responsibility for
the general management was really upon the King, who not only had to assume the financial burden, but gave to
the work the weight of his official influence, and always responded cheerfully to our calls upon him for advice,
giving to us with liberality the advantage of his own good judgment. The people responded with good-will from
other parts of the islands, and the work has gone on for over ten years since it was first established by my
brother. Of those then interested, Queen Kapiolani and myself are the only two of the managers now living. At
Princess Likelike and the other two princesses died, their departments came more under the personal
management of the queen. Like many other enterprises of charity, the original intentions of the founders have
been improved upon; and the society is merged in other good works, or its purposes diverted to slightly different
ends. The organization is now consolidated in the Maternity Home; the charitable funds which used to be
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distributed amongst the poor, the amounts contributed by the people everywhere to carry out the designs of the
king, are still doing good through this institution, of which the Dowager Queen Kapiolani is the president,
assisted by a board of managers consisting of notable Hawaiian ladies, and by others of foreign descent.
In the year 1886 I organized an educational society, the intention of which was to interest the Hawaiian ladies
in the proper training of young girls of their own race whose parents would be unable to give them advantages
by which they would be prepared for the duties of life. As no such association had ever existed, although there
had been frequent cases of private benevolence, it seemed a good time to interest those who had the means in
this important work. Therefore I called a meeting, notifying all whom I thought would be likely to attend. The
response was very gratifying, and on the appointed afternoon a goodly number of our best ladies assembled in
the Kawaiahao church. The meeting was opened with prayer; after which I arose, made a short address, and
explained to the audience my purpose in requesting attention to the moral and intellectual needs of those of our
sex who were just beginning life. These remarks seemed to meet the approval of all present; but yet, in looking
around, it was evident to me that the society would be more prosperous in two divisions, as there were those in
attendance who could not work well together. My sister, the Princess Likelike, was of our number; so I
suggested that she should be the head or president of one division, and I would take the other. Names were then
taken, those who announced their willingness to work for the subject were enrolled, and the association was
called "The Liliuokalani Educational Society." At our second meeting a constitution was drawn, submitted for
approval, and adopted. Both branches then began their work, which went on with results that at one time
appeared to be most encouraging. But my sister did not live a year after this movement had begun, and on her
death circumstances operated to impair the efficiency of the society. However, her branch of it came under my
personal direction; and the object for which I had called the meeting was never forgotten, nor was the education
of the young girls of Hawaiian birth neglected either by myself or by those I had interested in its importance,
until the changed conditions of January, 1893, obliged me to live in retirement.
On the twenty-fourth day of September; 1886, by request from the king, a charter was granted by the privy
council to the Hale Naua, or Temple of Science. Probably some of its forms had been taken by my brother from
the Masonic ritual, and others may have been taken from the old and harmless ceremonies of the ancient people
of the Hawaiian Islands, which were then only known to the priests of the highest orders. Under the work of this
organization was embraced matters of science known to historians, and recognized by the priests of our ancient
times. The society further held some correspondence with similar scientific associations in foreign lands, to
whom it communicated its proceedings. The result was some correspondence with those bodies, who officially
accepted the theories propounded by the Hale Naua; and in recognition of this acceptance medals were sent
from abroad to the members highest in rank in the Hawaiian society. Unworthy and unkind reflections have
been made on the purposes of this society by those who knew nothing of it. Persons with mean and little minds
can readily assign false motives to actions intended for good, and attribute to lofty ideas a base purpose or
unholy intention. That some good has been done by this organization the members themselves could readily
certify. It had been the custom before the days of His Majesty Kalakaua (it is the usage even to the present day)
for the chiefs to support the destitute and to bury the dead. This society opened to them an organized method of
doing this; it cared for the sick, and it provided for the funerals of the dead. Had the king lived, more good
would have been done, and the society would have been in a more flourishing condition; yet the money
contributed for its purposes while he lived was invested in stocks, and many persons have drawn benefits from
the dividends. Although it was small, it was a beginning.
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CHAPTER XIX
QUEEN KAPIOLANI'S JOURNEY
ON the second day of February, 1887, died the Princess Miriam Likelike, wife of Hon. A. S. Cleghorn,
leaving one child, an interesting little girl of eleven years of age, to begin the serious business of life without a
mother. She is now the Princess Kaiulani, and has been receiving her education abroad since her fifteenth year. I
was tenderly attached to my sister, so much so that her decease had an unfavorable effect on my health. It was,
therefore, with satisfaction that I received from my brother, the king, a most unexpected proposition. This was
that I should accompany the queen to the grand jubilee at London, in honor of the fiftieth year of the reign of the
great and good Queen of Great Britain. It was on a Saturday night early in April that I received this invitation,
which I at once accepted. As I was at that time living at my Palama residence, early on Sunday morning I sent a
despatch to my husband, who was with his mother at Washington Palace, asking him to come to see me
immediately, which he did. I then told him of what had transpired between His Majesty and myself, and that it
was my wish and intention to accept. He cordially agreed with me, and said that he would like to be of the
[Facing Page]
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PRINCESS KAIULANI
Reproduced, by permission, from a photograph by Elmer Chickering, Boston
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party, of which I was very glad. But I was still better pleased when, acting under my advice, he consulted the
king, and returned as quickly as he could to tell me that it was settled that he should go with us. Only a few days
of necessary preparation were left to us; and by the 12th of April we were ready to embark on the steamship
Australia, by which we had taken passage for San Francisco.
But I could not think of leaving without saying farewell to some little girls, five in number, the charge of
whose education I had assumed, and who were at Kawaiahao seminary. So on the day of departure, at about
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eleven o'clock I stopped at the schoolhouse. At my coming all the pupils were gathered together into the large
room, where I made them an impromptu address, telling them of my intention to sail immediately for foreign
lands, encouraging them to be faithful to their duty to their teachers, and warning them that it would distress me
more than could be expressed should I ever hear that any of them had done other than right during my absence.
After these few farewell words I left the institution, I must confess with some fears in my heart, some
misgivings as to the future of some of the girls whom I had addressed. But these doubts were set at rest by their
letters, and it made me very happy while I was abroad to hear accounts of their progress and continued good
behavior.
The next call after my leaving the seminary was upon my mother-in-law, Mrs. Dominis, to whom, at her home
in Washington Place, I bade an affectionate adieu. Then, accompanied by my husband, I proceeded directly to
the steamer. Queen Kapiolani and her attendants were already on board; the king was awaiting us there to bid
the party farewell. When this was over, and His Majesty had gone ashore, the word was given to get under way,
and the steamer took her departure in the presence of one of those immense crowds which throng the wharves
on such occasions. On the seventh day out we were boarded by the pilot off the Golden Gate; it was early
morning, but by nine o'clock of the same day we were steaming toward our berth at the wharf. On the third day
at sea my husband was attacked with rheumatism, which rendered him perfectly helpless, so that he had to be
carried ashore on a stretcher. Kind friends succeeded in taking him to the Palace Hotel without occasioning him
severe pain, for which attentions they earned my gratitude.
We remained in the city of San Francisco about one week, during which the health of General Dominis
improved so that we took one of the northern routes for the city of Washington. While at San Francisco the
queen improved every moment to see what she could of the city, this being her first visit to any foreign country.
In this pleasure I was unable to participate, my husband's illness having rendered me a watcher by his bedside.
But I made the acquaintance of two very charming princesses from Tahiti. They were lovely ladies; one was the
Princess Moetia, the other the Arii Manihinihi.
From San Francisco our party pursued its journey across the continent. At Sacramento we received some
pleasant attentions, and there were peculiarities of nature in scenery and changing seasons which were most
interesting to those from a land of perpetual summer. When we arrived at Summit, for example, there were the
lofty peaks covered with their snowy mantles. This was similar, but more extensive, to what we could witness
on the tops of the highest mountains on Hawaii; but here it was universal, and the valleys were also filled with
snowbanks. Then, when we passed through the long snow-sheds the train came to a stop for a few minutes while
some members of our party got off to examine the snow, which blew through the cracks or crevices in the
boards to the railroad track. Taking it up and rolling it in their hands, they made snowballs, and pelted each other
with it, quite ordinary sport for cold climates, but a rare opportunity for those born in the Hawaiian Islands, and
to be always remembered as a novel experience. After coming forth from the sheds again into the light of day,
we descended gradually until we reached the Great Salt Lake; and at the city of the same name, the capital of
Utah, we stopped a few hours, meeting not only many of the prominent elders of the Mormon Church, but quite
a number of our own people who were living there. These were naturally much delighted to meet visitors of
their nation so far from home. After a short rest we resumed our eastward course.
The next principal place of which I have a vivid recollection is Denver, which was an infant city then,
comparatively just springing into being; there were but a few scattered houses, quite distant from the line of the
railway, and not very suggestive of such a thriving city as it is now, I hear, on the site of those humble
beginnings. But that which had interested us most along our line of travel was the trees without a sign of leaves
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or blossoms, since with us the verdure is perennial; and the sight of shrubs or bushes, or even lofty trees,
standing out bare of foliage or flower, struck us very strangely. We made no stop in Chicago, and the oil regions
of Pennsylvania were the next natural wonders to interest us as we passed through them on the train. Here there
were signs of the coming of the summer, the tree-tops being covered with opening foliage, and the grass
growing greener. There were some few spring flowers to be seen in bud or blossom by the waysides, and Nature
welcomed us with a display of her beauties akin to those of which we had taken farewell in our own beautiful
islands.
We arrived safely at Washington, and found comfortable quarters at the Arlington Hotel. Our party consisted
of the following individuals: Her Majesty Queen Kapiolani, wife of my brother, the reigning king; LieutenantGeneral J. O. Dominis, governor of the island of Oahu, and myself; Colonel C. P. Iaukea, Colonel J. H. Boyd;
besides which each of us had our attendants, the queen having four, and each of the others at least one attendant
or valet.
[Page]

CHAPTER XX
WASHINGTON – THE WHITE HOUSE – MOUNT VERNON
A FEW days after our arrival the Queen signified her wish to call on the President, so we all attended Her
Majesty to the White House. President Cleveland and his beautiful young bride most cordially received and
hospitably entertained us; and a more recent experience of my own would prove that neither one of them has
ever forgotten that their position required them to be really the first lady and the first gentleman of the land.
At two o'clock in the afternoon of the same day our call was returned by Mrs. Cleveland, accompanied by the
ladies of the cabinet. No person could have shown in her presence a fairer type of youth and loveliness than the
wife of the President, and her manner was graceful and dignified in a rare degree for so young a lady. She
impressed us with a conviction, since most abundantly justified, that she was well chosen for the duties and
responsibilities of an exalted position. On the day following her call we were invited to dine at the executive
mansion. The Queen occupied the seat of the guest of honor at the right of President Cleveland, the Secretary of
State, Mr. Endicott, attended me to my seat on the President's left; the Hawaiian Minister, Hon. H. A. P. Carter,
was assigned to a seat on Mrs. Cleveland's right; while General Dominis, my husband, waited upon Mrs.
Endicott, and was at Mrs. Cleveland's left. The remaining members of the Queen's party were disposed of in
proper order, and the dinner passed off with cheerfulness and in due form; it was a grand affair, and arranged
with the best of taste. The apartment where it was held had been decorated to do honor to the occasion. The
toilet of Her Majesty Queen Kapiolani was of white silk brocade of the choicest Japanese manufacture,
artistically embroidered with heavy raised and richly worked designs; it was cut in Hawaiian fashion, a loosely
flowing robe of a pattern or mode very becoming to our women, whether made of inexpensive calico or print, or
of the finest of silks or most lustrous of satins. A description of this dress was given by all the newspapers, and
attracted so much attention that on our arrival abroad the Queen was requested to wear the dress at court, with
which solicitation she was happy to comply.
Next to the courtesies extended by the President and the ladies of the executive, perhaps the consideration
shown to us by dignitaries of the Masonic order most deserves my notice. General Albert Pike, accompanied by
thirteen members of the Supreme Council, thirty-third degree, Scottish Rite, called on the Queen and myself. He
was a person of most impressive appearance, a venerable gentleman with long flowing beard and silky white
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hair resting on his square shoulders, and with the kind, benevolent character and charming manners so
appropriate to his official position as the head of
[Facing Page]

SCENERY ON THE ESTATE OF PRINCESS KAIULANI
THE FISH POND
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the order of fraternity and charity. He greeted us with dignity and cordiality, and left with Queen Kapiolani and
myself written evidences of the consideration with which we were regarded by his order. These were
certificates, of which mine is always carried with me, giving us the privilege of an appeal to the brethren of the
fraternity in any part of the world wherever or whenever they could be of use to us. Both General Pike and the
members of his staff were well acquainted with my husband, because General Dominis was of the same
Masonic rank, and had maintained frequent correspondence with them on subjects of interest to the world-wide
and useful society. While it has now been a joy to me to find my husband still remembered by the Masons of
Washington, and to receive from them on my own part evidences of continued interest, I have sorrowed to find
some places vacant in the number of those who greeted me so cordially ten years ago, notably that of General
Pike.
Many other visitors and social attentions caused the time to fly past most agreeably, several entertainments
where the Queen and her party were the guests of honor having been arranged for by the Minister of Hawaii to
the United States, the Hon. Henry A. P. Carter. On one of these we were taken to the barracks, and invited to a
careful inspection of the quarters for the officers and men. We were received with honors by the commanding
officers and their wives, and taken all over the buildings, while the numberless comforts and conveniences of
the establishment were exhibited and explained to us. After this an artillery drill was ordered for our special
benefit, and we had the pleasure of seeing how expeditiously both men and horses could work the great and
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destructive field-pieces. After a few hours pleasantly spent in this manner, we returned to our hotel, intending to
visit the great historic spot of the American Union on the day following.
So, at as early an hour as was convenient for Her Majesty to be ready, carriages were taken for the wharf,
where a boat was awaiting us, placed as our disposal by the courtesy of the United States government. A
number of prominent ladies and gentlemen were already on board to be our companions and entertainers,
amongst whom I recall the names of Mr. John Sherman, then senator, now Secretary of State; Mr. Evarts, the
celebrated lawyer; and many senators, whose names I do not now recall, with their wives. When we were all on
board, the lines were cast off, and the little steamer started on her way down the river. It was in the beautiful
month of May. The trees were out with their fresh green leaves, the early flowering shrubs were in blossom, and
the banks at the riverside were lined with verdure.
The different points of interest, forts, monuments, and public buildings, were pointed out to us, and places we
had often heard mentioned identified as we passed along. Near to the grounds, however, the band which had
accompanied us, discoursing the sweetest of music, changed to more solemn cadences; and, as the edifices
which mark the sacred spot came in sight, the American flag was lowered, the steamer's bell was tolled, the
gentlemen removed their hats, and the air of the "Star Spangled Banner" was rendered with impressive effect.
The steamer then came to a standstill, and boats were lowered. Into the first the Queen entered; and the whole
party disembarked, occupying in all five boats in their transportation ashore. There was but one vehicle at the
boat-landing, into which those of us who wished to ride entered, and the party was conveyed to the mansion
house.
On arriving we were requested to register our names in the book kept for the purpose in the great central hall;
from there we were conducted to the banquet-hall, passing through a smaller room where there was a little, oldfashioned square piano, said to have been the property of George Washington.
The rooms which had been used by General Washington, General Lafayette, and by Martha Washington were
opened to us; and we were permitted to enter, and, further, to pause in the lady's bedroom to listen to the story of
her constancy to the memory of her husband, whose grave she watched, as she sat daily at her window, from the
day of his interment to that of her own death. This story, with the scene of its happening around me as I listened,
was most touching to my heart; the simple four-posted, old-fashioned bedstead, with its chintz curtains, the armchair with valance and chintz-covering, the well-worn steps descending to a lower floor, – these homely
souvenirs all spoke to me of the sister woman who had sat and reflected over the loss of that heroic life which it
was her privilege to share, and rendered the visit almost too sadly interesting for the accompaniment of a
pleasure tour. Why is it, by the way, that she is now "Martha Washington," when even in that day she was
always mentioned as "Lady Washington"? Is it a part of the etiquette of the new woman's era, or of the
advancing democratic idea?
Another change I noticed in a recent visit was that bars are now placed at the doorways where then we were
allowed to enter with perfect liberty to examine everything in the rooms. As time has passed, and the means of
visiting the sacred shrine have become more available to the many, it has been found necessary to exclude the
crowds that go to Mount Vernon; for the relic-hunter shows no respect to that which is the common property and
the priceless heirloom of the people of the United States. So the ladies of the association having the care of this
estate are obliged to protect the antique furniture and ancient ornaments from too close inspection.
After spending many interesting moments in the examination of the house and its contents, we went out upon
the lawn, and had our photographs taken in a group, Mr. Sherman being the Queen's escort, and Mr. Evarts
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performing a like gallant duty for me. The next point of interest was the tomb where lie the mortal remains of
that great man who assisted at the birth of the nation which has grown to be so great. Although it is but an
humble resting-place for one so honored in the remembrance of mankind, yet the sight of the sarcophagus of the
general and his wife as they lay side by side, the fresh, warm sunlight streaming through the iron bars which
formed the gateway or entrance to the tomb, made a great impression on me; and although the Queen's party
were silent, and exchanged no comments, it seemed to me that we were one in our veneration of the sacred spot
and of the first President of his country. After this lull in the conversation, the party turned as if by common
consent to retrace their steps toward the river, where our boats awaited us. The wild-flowers were blooming
beside our footsteps, the birds were chirping in the budding trees, or chasing each other through the branches.
Mount Vernon was at its loveliest. There was more of the real face of nature there then than is found to-day, for
now the wild flowers are notably absent. We returned to the city with the consciousness of taking with us the
pleasantest of memories of our excursion, and a renewed appreciation of the hospitality of the nation whose
capital city we were visiting.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXI
BOSTON AND NEW YORK – EN ROUTE FOR ENGLAND
LEAVING Washington, we next visited the city of Boston, where on arrival we found that apartments had
been engaged for us at the Parker House. We considered these the pleasantest rooms we had seen, and enjoyed
excessively the liberality and good taste with which the city council had arranged for our comfort and pleasure.
A committee from that body waited upon us, and did everything possible to make our visit a success. Receptions
were given to us by His Excellency Governor Ames, and by His Honor Mayor O'Brien, to which cards of
invitation were sent to well-known and prominent citizens. But besides these there was a general reception held
at the Mechanics' Pavilion, an audience chamber capable of holding some twelve thousand persons; and it
seemed as though everybody came, for it was packed with dense masses of people of either sex, to its farthest
corner. We shook hands with multitudes. They seemed to enjoy it; and I know we took its fatigues most goodnaturedly, as a delightful experience of democratic good-will.
Many pleasant excursions were arranged for our party while in Boston; amongst these was one to the
Waltham Watch Factory, in which we were very much interested. To see each part of so delicate a piece of
mechanism as a watch made from its very beginning until the perfect timepiece was ready for the wearer,
afforded us much pleasure, and gave a new enjoyment to the possession of these indispensable articles.
We were shown the harbor or port of Boston, by means of a trip to Deer Island, and made visits to the city
institutions for the care of criminals and paupers, and to other localities of interest. A small steamer was
provided for our party and the invited guests of the city; refreshments were served on board, and everything was
done to make the afternoon pleasant for us. Queen Kapiolani was much interested in the quarters assigned to the
women at Deer Island, and went through them with careful inspection. There was one inmate with whom the
Queen spoke most kindly; she was a woman said to be over a hundred years old, and was yet in the possession
of her faculties.
Mr. and Mrs. Benjamin Keola Pitman, formerly residents of the Hawaiian Islands, accompanied us that day.
From Mr. Benjamin Pitman, Sr., we had already received a visit at the Parker House. Which sudden reversion to
personal friends leads me naturally to say, that, apart from the hospitalities received from the city of Boston, a
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day was reserved in which we received the relatives of my husband in a family gathering. At the hour appointed
we descended to the reception room, and I found myself indeed amongst friends. There were the Lees, the
Snellings, the Joneses, the Jabcobses, the Emersons, and others whose names I cannot at this moment recall. I
also remember one most welcome guest, not of our own family, Mr. George W. Armstrong.
There were a hundred or more, old and young, relatives of whom General Dominis had often spoken to me,
and even some whom he himself now met for the first time, but all cordially happy to recognize their relations
from those distant Sandwich Islands of which they had so often heard. There were kisses, affectionate embraces,
and many other expressions of regard which made me feel that I was at home with my own family rather than
with strangers in a foreign land. The day passed speedily and pleasantly away.
But the time arrived when we must bid adieu to our hospitable entertainers, and depart for the city of New
York. In New York we remained eleven days before sailing for England; but I was ill during this time,
apparently from a severe cold, and obliged to rest quietly in my rooms at the hotel. During my illness Mrs.
James B. Williams was very attentive to me, often calling to see me, accompanied by her husband and daughter.
She even sent her own family physician. The Queen and the rest of the party improved the time in the great
metropolis, seeing as much as possible of all there was to be seen, and receiving many attentions from
prominent individuals. Admiral Gherardi's ship was lying in port, to which Queen Kapiolani and her party made
a visit, being received by the gallant sailor with all the honors due to her rank and station. She was also much
interested in her visit to the Metropolitan Museum, the mummies exciting her curiosity and wonder, as speaking
of the people of a remote antiquity.
My interest was also aroused, and in spite of illness I accompanied the party. I recall a queer little mummy,
centuries old, of whose history we learned some most peculiar details. After yards and yards of linen cloth had
been unrolled, there was exhibited to us a prettily formed little hand; it was very lifelike, dark-colored, but
appearing as that of a person who had but recently died; we were told that the mummy was of a woman, and that
the writings with it signified she had been the mother of three children. It was very wonderful how perfectly
everything had been preserved by the embalmer's art, even the cloth in which the form had been wrapped being
in a perfect state of preservation. But the naturalness of the hand made the curiosity almost too startling for
enjoyment, and I turned away from the sight because it spoke too plainly of death and burial.
We met many pleasant people in the city of New York, yet it is natural that I should recall best those of whose
history I knew something in my own country. We visited Mrs. Kaikilani Graham, a lady of Hawaiian birth, who
had married a resident of this city. She and her husband received us very cordially in a convenient little suite of
rooms, or "flat," just cosey enough for the newly wedded pair. She took great pride in showing to us their child,
a pretty baby; and she was happy in the fact that it was born on American soil.
But our eleven days' visit was drawing to a close, and the steamer by which we were to embark for our
destination was ready for our reception. This was the City of Rome, the largest steamship I had ever seen, and at
that time about the largest afloat in the world. As we stood on the deck to bid farewell to the land, it was very
amusing to me to see the four little steamers plying about our slowly moving hull, pushing the bow this way and
that, so that our course might be directed towards the broad ocean; finally it would appear that their purpose was
accomplished, and drawing away from us, they allowed the huge ship to make her own way down the harbor
and off to sea.
She was crowded with passengers, at least a thousand souls being on board, all sorts and conditions of men
and women. There were a large number of musical people – well-known singers or musicians – going abroad for
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study, or leaving for their homes after professional engagements in America; the usual number of health seekers;
those tourists who may be found everywhere intent on seeing the world; then a few like ourselves, to whom the
Queen's Jubilee was the grand attraction abroad. A strange mixture of humanity, and just at the place where one
has little to occupy the mind save to study those by whom one is surrounded. It was interesting to see the
different methods by which each person sought to pass away the time; to me it was natural to turn to music, my
usual solace in either happy or sad moments, so I composed songs, one of which certainly was written in
anticipation of meeting in the person of the good queen all that was greatest and noblest in a woman or a
sovereign. These hopes were fully realized during our stay in London.
Many of the passengers had recourse to the ship's library, which was well supplied with books from the best
authors; and with these they beguiled the time away reading, while reclining in their steamer chairs on the
decks. Some with less of literary taste played games; while there were also the languid or lazy, who did nothing
but lounge about the decks and wish the time away. By the kindness of the musical part of our company, some
two or three concerts were given in the main saloon of our great ship, and were well attended. Through them
quite a sum was raised for sundry charitable objects. Although the names of the performers have passed from
my memory, yet I remember that it was asserted at the time that these voices, of which they made a gift to the
cause and a pleasure to us, were of great value in the musical or operatic world.
There was one purpose for which an entertainment was given which was peculiar to this ship and this voyage.
It was for the benefit of a shipwrecked crew we had on board. Just outside of the port of New York there had
been a frightful collision, and the City of Rome had been fortunate enough to rescue a goodly number of those
who otherwise might have found a watery grave. Their condition, however, was pitiable; for they had saved
nothing of their effects, and in the confusion of the wreck had lost husbands, wives, or travelling companions.
After their rescue some were lying in pain and suffering on board our ship, uncertain what had become of those
dear to them. Their desolate condition appealed to all hearts, and we were only too glad to attend the concert and
contribute our share to their relief. Then there was the regular concert which is held aboard all the steamships
which ply the Atlantic route, that for the British sailors, whose widows and orphans look to the multitude of
tourists for funds to aid them in the hour of need.
There was but one hindrance to our enjoyment of the passage across, and this was not to be avoided. For a
few days the weather was thick and misty, so that the dismal sound of the great fog-horn of the City of Rome
never ceased by day or night. But, after all, the delights and troubles of the trip were soon over. In about five
days we were told to prepare to see the coast of Ireland; in another twenty-four hours we had landed the mails at
Queenstown, and were on our way from thence to our port of destination, Liverpool.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXII
ARRIVAL – LIVERPOOL – SOME ENGLISH TOWNS
OUR earliest greeting came from Col. George W. Macfarlane, who sent off two magnificent bouquets, one for
Queen Kapiolani and one for myself. There were received in the stream, because our steamer was of such
immense size that she did not proceed immediately to the dock, but lay off a distance of about five miles. But
while we were at lunch a small steamer was seen approaching our vessel; and as we were told that this was
intended to transfer us to the shore, we at once made preparations to leave the City of Rome. But there was to be
quite a state reception before we were permitted by our friends to land. For by the "tender," or steam-tug, there
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came many passengers to greet us, and these had been conducted to the grand saloon. It was the intention of
Queen Kapiolani to go there in order to bid the captain of the ship farewell, but on our arrival we were met by
quite a company. Amongst these were the Hon. Theodore H. Davies, the British Consul to Hawaii; Mr. R. H.
Armstrong, the Hawaiian Consul at London; Rt. Rev. Bishop Staley, formerly Anglican Bishop of Honolulu;
Mr. Janion of the mercantile house of Janion, Greene, & Co., long in mercantile relations with the Hawaiian
Islands. These all bent the knee, kissed the hand of the queen, and saluted the rest of us with proper form; after
which the conversation became general, and some most pleasant moments passed in cordial greetings with these
our friends. Finally we were transferred to the little steamer, and started towards the shore. On our way we were
much interested in the great stone piers, the walls, the fortifications, – all of which were pointed out and
explained by those who welcomed us. On passing the forts we were told that the salutes to the royal party had
been fired, as was ordered the moment it was telegraphed that we were safely across the great oceans of the
Pacific and Atlantic.
A half-hour's sail brought us to the pier selected for our landing. The little steamer was made fast, and we
prepared to disembark. Looking up the wharves all along the piers, just as far as the eye could reach, on the right
or on the left, could be seen thousands of heads; the populace generally had heard of the expected landing of Her
Majesty the Queen of the far-off Sandwich Islands, and there had been a grand rush of the curious of the city to
meet her and her suite. As we landed from the steamer, directly on our left was a military escort which consisted
of about one hundred of the soldiers of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. These had arrived from Southampton that
very day, and were specially detailed to do us honor. They were a splendid body of men; and as we passed along
in front of them to our carriages, they presented arms and saluted the queen while the band which was with them
played the well-known strains of the British national anthem, "God Save the Queen." Then the party moved up
the dock, at the gateways of which, or entrance to the city, we were met by the lord mayor of Liverpool, with his
attendants. He was decorated with the insignia of his office, and welcomed us to the city of which he was the
official head.
Here our party was increased by the addition of a larger number of our friends, amongst whom I recollect
Mrs. Janion with two young nieces; Mr. John Macfie, son of Mr. R. A. Macfie; Mrs. R. H. Armstrong; and also
an official representative of Her Majesty Queen Victoria, who was assigned to us during our stay. This was Mr.
R. T. Synge, a gentleman of the Foreign Office, whom Lord Salisbury, then Premier of England, had intrusted
with the charge of our party. I think our retinue consisted of five carriages with outriders on each side. Queen
Kapiolani and I occupied the coach in which was the lord mayor. My husband, Colonel Iaukea, and Colonel
Boyd had a carriage to themselves, attended by one of the city officials. As I looked through the windows I
could not refrain from remarking on the splendid appearance of the cavalry by which we were escorted. The
men were all tall, square-shouldered, muscular looking fellows, of equal height and similar appearance. The
horses, too, were just as carefully matched, being alike in color, a rich brown, splendily caparisoned, and with
all their accoutrements of the neatest and most carefully burnished materials. They rode along proudly by our
sides; but, although it was scarcely the season for it, I remember noticing that the steam came from the nostrils
of the horses as if it were cold weather. I was told that the peculiar atmosphere of the city of Liverpool, damp to
saturation, made this phenomenon quite usual.
Arriving at the Northwestern Hotel, we were conducted from our carriages to the quarters which had been
reserved for us. After rest and dinner, the queen and most of the party went to the theatre; but I had not fully
recovered from the severe cold taken in New York, and did not consider it prudent to go out.
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About eleven that night the queen's party returned from the theatre, and the next morning there was an
elaborate breakfast given to us by the lord mayor; he himself escorted the queen. Lord Derby was assigned to
me; he was a most agreeable gentleman. There were many other persons of prominence present, and the
entertainment passed off very delightfully. Later we were taken to an organ recital given for our enjoyment by a
gentleman who was said to be the best organist in all England. On the day following we took a train, intending
to go to Norwich to visit a country gentleman by the name of Stewart. On our way we passed by fields covered
with the richest blossoms of yellow gold; the display extended over acres and acres of fertile lands, and was
indeed lovely to the sight, even had there not been an element of usefulness connected with it. We were told that
these were mustard fields, from whence the seed is raised that is ground and used so extensively on our tables
the world over. We also passed through pretty villages, their neat dwellings surrounding the parish church with
its tall steeple; in fact, we were charmed with our introduction to the country life of a land of which we had
always heard, Old England.
Finally, there was pointed out to us a picturesque castle which had been owned by some celebrated family
somewhere about the sixteenth century. But the family to whom it had descended becoming extinct, or unable to
maintain there a proper state, the estate had been purchased by Mr. Stewart, who was a man of great wealth, and
it had been made a most attractive country-seat. The grounds were extensive, and taken care of with the utmost
attention. The occupant had but one child, a son, heir to not less than a couple of millions on his attainment of
majority, and the probable successor of his father to this great and beautiful estate. Prior to our arrival at the
mansion, while we were at Ipswich, the mayor of the city came forth to welcome us; he was clothed with the
robes of office, and was attended by others bearing the insignia of power. He gave us a most cordial greeting;
and in his company we met our host, who, with his amiable wife and only son, did all that was possible to make
us at home in his magnificent castle.
A dinner was arranged for that evening, and all the prominent people of the immediate vicinity were invited to
be present to meet us. During the evening the mace of Queen Elizabeth was exhibited to us by the lady in whose
charge and keeping it was; her name has escaped me for the moment, but she fully realized the importance of
the trust. She told us that it had been handed down in her family from the time of Queen Elizabeth; that it had
been delivered to her by her father, whose proud privilege it had been to have especial care of it, and that since
he resigned the charge it had never been suffered to go out of her keeping. Others had aspired to its possession,
amongst them members of the royal family itself; but she had maintained that, as it was originally delivered to
her family, none had a better right than they to its care and custody. We were also conducted outside the house,
or castle, and shown its beautiful and spacious grounds. Here the queen was requested to plant a tree. A silver
spade with ebony handle was given to her, and she cheerfully complied with the request of our host. Near by
there was one of the most perfect trees that could have been imagined; it was a beech with dark brown glossy
leaves. It was celebrated far and near for its beauty, and was certainly one of the handsomest trees which it has
ever fallen to my lot to behold.
Bidding our genial hosts adieu, we passed on to the next town, where we were handsomely entertained at
another old castle to which the people of prominence in the neighborhood had been invited. Amongst these were
the dean and his wife from the neighboring cathedral, and Mr. Colman, the celebrated manufacturer of mustard;
he was also a member of parliament. The people of the district, hearing of our arrival, came in crowds to meet
us, and were much interested in all that was going on. Amongst the guests at the Castle was an elderly lady who
appeared to be particularly interested in the Anglican or Episcopal Church at Honolulu, and made special
inquiries in regard to Mr. Gowan, one of the preachers there, who then was one of the youngest of our
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clergymen and quite a favorite, but who has since married and settled at Victoria, Vancouver's Island. The next
place of interest visited was St. Peter's Church, the chimes of which were rung for our enjoyment. It was a new
harmonic experience, and very delightful; although I noticed that the men who rang seemed to do it with the
greatest effort, but in chiming one man is assigned to each bell-rope. The method of ringing the bells by playing
upon keys, very much as one would produce the tones from a piano or organ, may be less fatiguing, but a more
metallic sound is produced, and it is far less artistic and melodious to the lover of music.
After visiting many other points of interest, at all of which everything was done for our entertainment, we
prepared for our departure to London, arriving there a few days prior to the 20th, the day of the celebration,
which was also Monday. The whole city was in commotion in view of the coming great event, – the Jubilee of
the sovereign. Rooms were assigned to us at the Alexandra, where there were many other members of the royal
families of the distant world. Amongst these were Prince Komatzu of Japan; the Siamese Prince, brother of the
King of Siam; the Prince of India; and the Prince of Persia. At other leading public houses were quartered the
princes and princesses of the nations of Europe.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXIII
SOVEREIGN OF ENGLAND AND INDIA
IMMEDIATELY after our arrival Queen Kapiolani sent messages of congratulations to Her Majesty Victoria,
Queen of Great Britain and Empress of India; and arrangements were made for us to present our felicitations in
person at Buckingham Palace on Monday at one o'clock in the afternoon. At twelve precisely of that day, Queen
Victoria and her suite entered London, coming from Scotland where she had been residing for some time. The
streets were thronged with people anxious to catch a glimpse of their beloved sovereign. Strange it seemed to
me at the time to learn that many who had grown from youth to age in London during a whole lifetime had
never seen their queen. Accompanied by her favorite daughter Beatrice and her husband, Prince Henry of
Battenberg, the queen was driven to Buckingham Palace, preceded by a detachment of her celebrated Life
Guards, outriders from the same regiment being detailed for each side of Her Majesty's carriage.
When the hour approached for us to go and meet her, an officer came from the palace; and Queen Kapiolani
and I, attended by Colonel Iuakea and Mr. Synge, took our departure for the hall of the reception. We
[Facing Page]
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HER MAJESTY QUEEN KAPIOLANI
[Overleaf]
[Page]
were shown into a large room, where some of the princes had already arrived; and our first greeting came from
the Premier, Lord Salisbury. He was then a fine-looking gentleman of imposing presence. He seemed to me to
be some sixty-eight years of age, tall and large, with a slight stoop at the shoulders, but with fire and brilliancy
in his eyes which spoke of an active mind. I could not help being impressed with the man, the scope of whose
mind must command the vast widely spread problems of the government of the empire of Great Britain. Mr.
Gladstone has been called "The Grand Old Man," yet this thought was strongly emphasized to me also in the
presence of Lord Salisbury. He has always appeared to me to be the greater man of the two. If his rule has been
less popular and more conservative, it has required no less devoted patriotism and lofty abilities. I attribute the
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present prosperity of the British Empire very largely to the consummate wisdom and stanch loyalty of Lord
Salisbury.
While Lord Salisbury was entertaining with his conversation the royal guests, two ladies entered the room
where we were, and courtesying to me, stood by my side a little in the rear of my chair. I hinted to them that the
queen was sitting at my side; but they pleasantly acknowledged the information with a bow, and said that they
were sent in to attend me, to which I responded with a salutation. While this was going on we saw a trifling
occurrence, which, however, proved to us that human nature is about the same in the palace as in the cottage.
Several of the ladies of the royal household passed through the hall, and stopped just long enough, as they went
by the door, to get a peep at the strangers from over the sea. So it would appear that even royalty can forget strict
etiquette under the impulse of feminine curiosity.
We were not kept waiting much longer; for Lord Lathom, accompanied by the Honorable Secretary Ponsonby,
appeared, and led the way to the audience chamber. They carried their batons of office. Queen Kapiolani arose,
greeted, and, with her suite, followed them. We were perhaps twenty-five feet apart as we entered the reception
room, the queen attended by Colonel Iaukea, and I by the Hon. Mr. Synge, the two ladies-in-waiting following
me. At the end of the hall there was an official whose business it was to open and shut the door of the audience
chamber. As it was now open, he held his baton of office across it, but at the approach of Queen Kapiolani and
Colonel Iaukea he removed it, and allowed them to pass in; then I entered alone, and our party stood in the
presence of the British Queen.
The room was of very moderate size, with a sofa at one end on which Her Majesty sat; besides this there were
only two chairs, all the other furniture, if ever there were any, having been removed. At a farther window stood
H. R. H. the Duke of Connaught and T. R. H. the Prince and Princess Henry of Battenberg. Her Majesty Victoria
greeted her sister sovereign, Kapiolani, with a kiss on each cheek, and then, turning to me, she kissed me once
on the forehead; we were asked to be seated, the two queens sitting together on the sofa and engaging in
conversation, which was translated by Colonel Iaukea. In the mean time I occupied one of the chairs. Queen
Kapiolani expressed her congratulations on the great event of the day, and her gladness that the Jubilee found
Her Majesty in good health, and added her expressions of hope that she might live many years to be a blessing
to her subjects. The Queen received her good wishes with a like spirit of cordiality, thanking her for coming so
far to see her, and then went on to speak with enthusiasm of the pleasure she had taken in meeting her husband,
my brother, King Kalakaua. She said she had been much pleased with him, and had never forgotten his
agreeable visit. In the mean time the Duke of Connaught was at my side, and we exchanged a few pleasant
words. Next came the Princess Beatrice, who, after an expression of kindly interest, returned to her former
station. Queen Victoria then entered into a little conversation with me, confining her remarks chiefly to
educational matters, and asked me with some detail about the schools of the Hawaiian Islands. We then rose to
make our adieus.
The two queens exchanged kisses as before, and the Queen of England again kissed me on the forehead; then
she took my hand, as though she had just thought of something which she had been in danger of forgetting, and
said, "I want to introduce to you my children;" and one by one they came forward and were introduced. After
this I hesitated a moment to see if she had anything further to say to me, and finding that she had not, I
courtesied to her and withdrew. By the time I had reached the door of the audience chamber, Queen Kapiolani
had arrived at the farther end of the hall, and thinking I was alone, I hastened my steps to rejoin her; but soon I
was conscious of the presence of the ladies-in-waiting by hearing the whispered words, "Their Majesties." On
looking about me I saw at the door to my left two very fine-looking gentlemen standing side by side in the
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doorway, one in a gray suit and the other in black, both carrying canes. They acknowledged my presence by a
most gallant salutation, as I slightly bowed to them in passing; then they resumed the subject of their
conversation. These were His Majesty the King of Denmark, and His Imperial Highness the Crown Prince,
father of the present Emperor of Germany. On finding myself again with my sister-in-law, we prepared to enter
our carriage and return to our hotel. Thus terminated my first interview with one of the best of women and
greatest of monarchs.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXIV
THE RECEPTION AT THE FOREIGN OFFICE
THAT evening an entertainment was given at the Foreign Office at which we were expected to be present. I
expressed a wish on leaving the hotel to go in a carriage with my husband, which naturally placed the duty of
escort to Queen Kapiolani on Colonel Iaukea and Hon. Mr. Synge. According to etiquette, by taking this step I
was obliged to ride in one of the carriages belonging to the legation of Hawaii; and, as only the royal carriages
could go to the principal entrance, the carriage in which I was would be obliged to present itself at the side
entrance. But when we got there, and Colonel Boyd, our attendant, was asked whose carriage it was, he replied,
"It is the carriage of the Crown Princess of Hawaii." Then the officer said that we had made a mistake by
coming to that entrance. However, we passed in, and I was conducted to the waiting-room which had been
assigned to the royal ladies for their exclusive use, while my husband and Colonel Boyd were taken to the room
assigned to the use of the generals.
In the room I entered, what was my surprise to see my sister-in-law, Queen Kapiolani, standing almost alone
and unattended, as though she were at a loss what to do next. Near me was a fine lady, a Grand Duchess from
one of the small German principalities. She had entered the room about the same moment with me; and
comprehending the situation at once, and knowing that I spoke English, while the queen did not, she turned to
me and said; "Why does not the queen sit down, so that we may all be seated?" Upon receiving from me a hint
in our native language, the queen complied with this wish, and we were all soon at our ease. Then there entered
several gentlemen of royal blood, – the King of Hanover, and princes and princesses of European countries, –
and we adjourned to the grand reception room. We were ushered into a large hall, well filled with ladies of rank,
and all of them most magnificently dressed to do honor to the occasion.
It would seem that each of these had brought out the family heirlooms in precious stones. There were
duchesses with shining tiaras, marchionesses with coronets of flashing stones, noble ladies with costly necklaces
or emerald ear-drops, little women who seemed almost bowed down under lofty circlets of diamonds over their
brows, tall women bearing proudly off their adornment of stones of priceless value. I have never seen such a
grand display of valuable gems in my life. There was such a profusion of brilliant and handsome jewels before
my eyes, that to compute its worth would be to lose one's self in a maze of confusing calculation. Yet there was
amidst the shining throng one young lady, tall and of commanding presence, whose sole ornament was a single
glittering star fixed in her hair. It shone forth more brightly, attracted my gaze more quickly, and its elegant
simplicity excited my admiration above all others. She was a lady of high rank, and it is a matter of regret to me
that I did not learn her name.
While conversing with some of the duchesses who advanced to speak with me, Lord Salisbury made his
appearance; and approaching Queen Kapiolani, offered her his arm, leading the way to the centre of the room,
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my husband and I following. Very soon we were joined by H. R. H. the Duke of Connaught, with Lady
Salisbury. As this couple came up I waited a moment with my husband that they might pass in front of us; but
the prince motioned to me to assume the precedence, and seeing him pause for us, we passed on, while he and
his fair companion followed in our wake. Passing thus through the crowds, who made way as we approached,
we were conducted to a side room, where refreshments were served. Here Lord Salisbury placed the queen on
his right, and I was notified to be seated on his left, my husband standing behind my chair. The Duke of
Connaught addressed him, and asked him to be seated, using as the form of salutation the title of governor. At
first Governor Dominis declined, but on being urged by the prince, complied with his polite invitation. This is
worthy of mention, because on this occasion the position of honor in the very centre of the room was assigned to
our party. On the left of my husband was Lady Salisbury, and by her side the Duke of Connaught; then the
Maharajah, Prince of Indore; and so on. The moments sped by very agreeably in general conversation; but as the
Duke of Connaught glanced across the apartment, his eye caught sight of Lady Aylesbury, who was at one of the
more remote tables. The prince very politely arose, went across the room, and greeted her most gallantly,
informing us as he did so, that she was the only one of the ladies of rank now living who had been present at the
coronation of his royal mother, whose Jubilee we were then celebrating. She was an elderly lady, with little curls
each side of her brow; and this act of courtesy and gallantry to her impressed me as one of the prettiest and
pleasantest things seen that evening. From her cordiality to the prince, I doubt not that it was highly appreciated
by Lady Aylesbury. After we rose from the tables, we mingled in social conversation with the guests of the
evening for a few minutes, and then retiring from the rooms returned to the hotel.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXV
THE JUBILEE – AT THE ABBEY – AT THE PALACE
ON the following, or great day of the Jubilee, we were to be present in the morning at the historic church of
Westminster Abbey; and the hour of half-past ten had been appointed for General Dominis and Colonel Boyd to
take their positions there. Our party, consisting of the members of royal families, left at eleven o'clock, the
procession being led by the Japanese Prince; then followed the Prince of Persia, the Prince of Siam, and then the
Indian Prince.
Succeeding these came the Queen of the Hawaiian Islands with myself, and to us was accorded the most
unusual honor of an escort drawn from the Life Guards of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. This was scarcely
expected, but we were told that it had been especially granted to the Queen and Crown Princess of Hawaii.
When we spoke of the high appreciation we felt of this and all the attentions we had received, we were assured
in response, that, as we had come such a long distance to do honor to the occasion, Her Majesty had thought that
the least she could do was to provide for us special honors. We were given one of the queen's own carriages,
with horses and drivers, during our stay in London. Our drive to Westminster Abbey was a short one. We passed
through crowds and crowds of people, both sides of the street being thronged, but there was perfect order;
besides which, the Life Guardsmen were on each side of our carriages. Detachments from the British navy, and
members of the metropolitan police, were stationed at every point. But it was a happy, good-natured crowd
(eleven millions, so I heard it estimated), assembled in the great city of London to congratulate the sovereign on
her semi-centennial anniversary. As we passed from the Alexandra to the beautiful Abbey, cheering could be
heard on every side; the fronts of the houses were a living mass of humanity. Benches were placed along their
fronts, on which the people stood or sat, and every party that passed received enthusiastic salutations.
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On reaching the doors of the Abbey, our party was met by Lord Lathom and Sir Henry Ponsonby, as
representatives of Queen Victoria; and by them we were conducted to the seats reserved for our use. Colonel
Iaukea and Hon. Mr. Synge disappeared at once as though swallowed up in the vast crowd which had been
gathering in the place since the early hours of the morning. As the people arrived, they were arranged by the
ushers in charge according to their rank. As delegation after delegation came in, each was quietly and properly
assigned to its appropriate station.
In the centre of the great edifice, there was a raised platform or dais, to which we were conducted. Soon after
us a most prominent party arrived, and were also seated on the dais. We found them to be the kings, queens,
princes, and princesses from several of the European countries. There was a little lady who made her appearance
accompanied by her husband, who was blind; she seated him on a bench back of that we occupied; then she
proceeded to adjust his necktie, she pulled down his coat and smoothed it out, and arranged other parts of his
uniform to suit her own taste. Finally, when his appearance seemed to her satisfactory, she left him, and coming
towards us took a seat directly between Queen Kapiolani and myself. This lady was none other than the Grand
Duchess of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, whose royal cousin, Queen Victoria, was celebrating the Jubilee of the day.
On the left of my sister-in-law sat the Queen of the Belgians.
While we were awaiting the opening ceremonies, the grand duchess turned to me and said, "Parlez vous
Français?" Upon my response in the negative, she addressed to me a similar question, only this time asking if I
spoke English; to which I replied, "Yes, a little." Then, much to my amusement, she motioned to the princesses
opposite to us that her companion understood English, and we were very soon in a most agreeable and animated
conversation on the topics of the day. Soon the band began the grand and solemn strains of "God Save the
Queen," and all but a few arose under the impression that it announced the entrance of Her Majesty Queen
Victoria. The little duchess inquired of me why I was rising, and without awaiting a reply volunteered the
information, that the anthem was probably in honor of the arrival of some members of the royal family. And this
proved to be the fact; for almost immediately there appeared a company of ladies, these being the daughters,
granddaughters, and daughters-in-law of Queen Victoria. They advanced, and took their seats on the left side of
the dais.
Their entrance was followed by another blast from the bugles and a further measure of the national anthem, to
which there responded a company of the sons and grandsons of the reigning sovereign, led by His Royal
Highness the Prince of Wales. These took their seats on the right of the dais, and thus we were surrounded by
the royal household. After all was tranquil, there followed a final flourish of the trumpets; and for the third time
the band gave us "God Save the Queen," and at this salutation there appeared Her Majesty Queen Victoria,
preceded by the Archbishop of Canterbury and four other bishops. Slowly they proceeded to the stations which
had been reserved for them, in the centre of the great church at the end farthest from the people, but quite near to
where I sat, so that I could watch them to my perfect satisfaction.
Queen Victoria ascended the dais, and advanced to her seat at its very centre, where there was a plain-looking,
old-fashioned armchair, said to have once belonged to St. Peter himself. She stood at a spot just opposite to this
seat. All the rest of us had risen, and remained standing during her approach. Before seating herself, she made a
little courtesy, which salutation was returned by all those who had awaited her coming from the opposite dais or
platform. She was simply attired in a neat, black dress, wearing a bonnet very small and unobtrusive, while
about her neck she wore a handsome necklace composed of single stone diamonds. After she was in her seat,
and the rest of us had followed her example, the religious services were begun, and most impressive they
seemed.
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The Archbishop of Canterbury opened the ceremony with prayer. Then followed the Te Deum; and the music
must have had an especial charm of tender regret for the queen, for it was the composition of the Prince Consort,
her deceased husband. Thus the grand pageant of religious worship proceeded; and while uprose the prayers of
the vast assembly, involving the blessing of the Almighty upon the head of the great British Empire, a gleam of
God's sunshine penetrated through one of the windows, and finding its way from the casement across the grand
temple, illuminated with its radiance the bowed head of the royal worshipper. It was a beautiful emblem of
divine favor, and reminded me of the coincidence of which mention has been made that occurred at the moment
of the coronation of my brother in Hawaii.
The inspiring anthems, as they were so grandly and harmoniously rendered by the great choir, lifted all hearts
up to the Ruler of the Universe, and the solemn tones of the great organ hushed every thought inconsistent with
the devout worship of the occasion. When this part of the ceremony came to a close, Her Gracious Majesty
received the homage of her daughters and granddaughters, tenderly kissing each one in turn. They responded by
a respectful kiss on the royal hand. The sons and grandsons next went through a similar manifestation of
affection and respect, after which the procession began to form for leaving the Abbey. Its order in departing was
exactly the reverse of that at the entrance, those preceding who had been last to arrive; finally, the last of the
lords and ladies, dukes and duchesses, princes and princesses, kings and queens, were out of doors and on the
way back to Buckingham Palace. The crowds had never left the streets and sidewalks, but had remained in
position so as to get another view as we passed along. The sea of heads on both sides of the royal party had not
diminished perceptibly by so much as one individual, the gay decorations were all in place, and flags and
streamers floated from every point. Never could there have been a day when London was more lavish of its
holiday attire.
When we arrived at Buckingham Palace, I was waited on by the Duke of Edinburgh, whilst Queen Kapiolani
was under the escort of the heir to the British throne, the Prince of Wales. In the banquet hall was a long table
through the centre, which took up the entire length of the room; this was assigned exclusively to the visiting
kings and queens from every part of the world, many of whom had travelled long distances to be present at this
Jubilee. Two smaller tables were attached at each end of the long one, and these were set apart for the princes
and princesses who were also the guests of the nation. To one of these tables, and towards its centre, my escort,
H. R. H. Prince Alfred, Duke of Edinburgh, and now of Saxe-Coburg, conducted me, and gave me a seat; on my
right was the present Emperor of Germany, who proved to be a most sociable neighbor, and an agreeable
conversationalist, so that we kept up quite an animated flow of words. Truthfully speaking, I think the Duke of
Edinburgh was not quite easy in his mind. He was the Lord High Admiral, and was naturally thinking of the
long line of officers and men which had been drawn up to do honor to the royal visitors, and who could only be
relieved from guard duty by his order. He excused himself to us a few minutes, probably to give some
preliminary command to this effect, but soon returned, and still appeared as though he were anxious that the
lunch and its ceremonies should be over. I suppose it was the natural uneasiness of the sailor, and a sense of the
responsibility he felt for the comfort, and release from duty, of those under his authority.
During the course of the lunch, Prince William of Prussia asked me if I recognized a gentleman sitting
opposite to us. I responded that I thought I did, and went on to say, that, to my remembrance it was Prince Henry
of Prussia. He said that I was correct, and complimented me warmly on my strength of memory. This was the
same prince who had once visited our Islands many years before this date, and whose delightful visit was
unexpectedly shortened by the death of his brother Waldemar.
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The naval forces were drawn up in a line a short distance from the palace, and as soon as possible after the
repast they received the thanks of their royal commander; the officers and the men were assured of the queen's
appreciation of their loyalty and devotion, and then all were permitted to retire, each body to its own vessel. I
am confident that not a man there was more relieved at the change than the sailor-prince himself, who then
became more animated, and more like the duke of whom I had such delightful reminiscences when he visited
me in Hawaii, – as I have said in a previous chapter of these memoirs.
From the banquet hall Her Majesty, followed by her royal guests, adjourned to a larger room in the palace,
commanding a fine view of the streets and squares about us. Here from the windows we watched the marines
and the naval forces as they filed past on their way back to the ships from whence they had come. They were a
superb body of men, of whom their royal commander, and indeed all England, might well be proud.
After they had marched away, we were shown into a side room where were displayed the presents which had
been sent to the queen in recognition of this her jubilee year. They were too many and too varied for me to
attempt anything like an enumeration; yet there were one or two pieces which I will mention. Hawaii had sent a
unique frame placed on an easel, in the centre of which was an embroidered piece, with the letters "V. R."
worked in the rare royal feathers, while the frame itself was studded with diamonds. Then there was a very
perfect representation of St. George and the Dragon in the traditional form, but wrought of gold. This had been
presented by the Crown Prince of Prussia, husband to the Princess Royal of England, the daughter of Queen
Victoria, who was soon after this epoch left a widow by her husband's untimely death. At present she is the
Dowager Empress of Germany. I now learn that her afflictions have been increased by a loss sustained in the
recent conflagration at the Paris charitable bazaar, a calamity which put more than one household in Europe of
royal connections into deepest mourning. After spending some time with us in the examination of her presents,
Her Majesty Victoria retired. This was the signal for us to do likewise, so one by one we withdrew to our
respective hotels.
As we drove homeward, and passed over the route by which we had come, scarcely a man or woman of all
that vast crowd which had congregated there so recently was to be seen; the avenues of travel seemed to have
been deserted. Yet the throng had dispersed in so orderly a manner that there had been no confusion, and no
accidents were ever reported to mar the joy of the Jubilee.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXVI
THE PRINCE OF WALES, "GRAND MASTER" MASON
WE were all too much fatigued to think of going out again that evening. Entertainment after entertainment
followed in an endless variety, and on too grand a scale to think of enumerating them all, or even of mentioning
the many ways in which the royal family of England showed its hospitality towards us. Amongst those who
attended me personally, besides the Duke of Edinburgh, I must not forget to notice attentions from Prince Louis
of Battenberg and the Grand Duke Sergius of Russia. One evening, after a grand reception, a ball was given at
the palace, to which all royalty went to pay their respects to the first gentleman of England, the Prince of Wales,
and his amiable wife.
Queen Kapiolani and I were conducted to seats on the dais, where the Princess of Wales, Princess Louise of
Lorne, and other members of Her Majesty's household, were seated. It was an excellent point from which to see
the dancing, which soon began. While watching the dance, I happened to glance down to the farther end of the
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hall, and saw the Marquis of Lorne bend his arm cordially about that of my husband, Governor Dominis, and
pace to and fro with him about the hall, the two gentlemen seemingly much interested in each other as they
engaged in prolonged and pleasant conversation. The entertainment went gayly on until a late hour, and as usual
the first movement to retire was made on the part of the royal family; after which the guests began to take leave
of each other, and we returned to our hotel.
There was one day set apart during the Jubilee for a Masonic Celebration; and from the grand crowd of
visitors assembled in London to do honor to the occasion, invitations were sent to all members of that fraternity.
The response was general, and at eleven o'clock of the day appointed the visiting brethren met at Prince Albert
Hall. The arrangements were carried to such perfection that each person was conducted without the least
confusion to a seat which had been assigned to him. My husband, Governor Dominis, wearing the regalia to
which his rank as a Mason of the thirty-third degree entitled him, upon reaching the entrance indicated by the
terms of the invitation he had received, found an usher in attendance to escort him to his place. After exchanging
the signs and tokens of mutual recognition, he passed into the hall, and his guide conducted him through the vast
assembly of the brotherhood. He had not the least idea as to what part of the chamber he was assigned, but
followed in the footsteps of the gentleman in whose care he had been intrusted.
Soon they passed in front of the dais, or raised platform, commanding a view of the noble audience. On this
was seated the Grand Master of the assembled representatives of the Freemasonry of the world, none other than
H. R. H., the Prince Royal, Albert Edward of Wales. As Governor Dominis passed in front of the Grand Master,
still ignorant of his own position, Masonic salutations were exchanged; and much to his surprise my husband
found himself conducted up to the platform, where on the right of the Prince of Wales the third seat had been
assigned to him. His astonishment was succeeded by emotions of pride. Governor Dominis was always a most
unassuming man; not at all eager to put himself forward, never presuming in the least to encroach on the rights
or privileges of others. But when he found himself thus placed in one of the highest and most honorable
positions, it was undoubtedly enough to make his bosom glow. But he valued the honor as a Mason more than as
a man; for it was the recognition of his place in an organization whose bond of union was that of brotherly love,
and whose ancient and noble rites these high-born or royally connected persons from every part of the globe had
assembled to celebrate.
In that great assembly over which the royal prince presided, and into whose upturned faces my husband had
the joy of looking, were more than ten thousand men of the different degrees of the order. Prayer was offered by
one of the grand chaplains; and the princely Grand Master then rose and initiated the ceremonies by giving out
the national anthem, "God Save the Queen", which was sung by all present with an ardor and fervor seldom
excelled. United in their bond of affection and brotherly kindness, their hearts were also filled with the spirit of
the Jubilee which had allowed them to meet in this grand assembly. It was an occasion to fill all present with a
sense of its grandeur and importance; and when my husband returned to me his feelings and sentiments were too
profound for expression, too lasting to allow him ever to forget. The usual forms and ceremonies of a Masonic
gathering, known and understood only by those of the fraternity itself, had been, I was told, most impressively
rendered, and gave great satisfaction to all.
My husband was always a most conscientious Mason, and fulfilled to the letter his duties as a friend and a
brother to his order. Many a charitable deed towards the poor of the fraternity was done by him of which no one
ever spoke, because no one knew anything about them at the time. Large sums of money have been contributed
by him for the purpose of extricating brethren of the Masonic order from financial or other difficulties. These
amounts were rarely returned to him; perhaps he had not expected that they would be paid. At any rate, nothing
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was said of them; but when his papers fell into my hands for examination at his death, they were disclosed to
me, and I recognized what a great amount of good had been done, and what a true and faithful Free Mason
Governor Dominis had been his life long. At this time the parties he had assisted had left Hawaii, and possibly
had retained no thought of him or their obligation; yet a good action is never lost, and his many and beautiful
deeds of generosity are precious to my remembrance, and remain a source of consolation to me to this day.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXVII
ENGLAND'S HOMES AND HOSPITALITY
ON one of the days when we were free of other engagements, the party of Queen Kapiolani took carriages,
and drove out to the residence of Lady Aberdeen, where Mr. Gladstone was staying for a few days. We were
received most cordially by himself and his good wife out under the trees on the ground. The weather was
favorable, it was a lovely afternoon for social pleasure, and everything was done to make us feel at home in the
society of the "Grand Old Man". As I remember his appearance, he was a tall, large-framed man, with broad,
high forehead, dark piercing eyes, and a nose which was the most prominent feature of a striking and intellectual
face, – certainly a countenance and a presence, once seen, not easily to be forgotten. When he spoke, there was a
serious thoughtfulness in his remarks, and words of world-wide significance seemed as ready with him as those
of common import are with any other. There were a number of visitors claiming the honor of an interview; he
listened patiently to any one's questions, but directed his replies to all those by whom he was surrounded. Mrs.
Gladstone was a tall, stylish woman of rather advanced years, of dignified mien and intelligent countenance; she
stood by her husband's side during most of the time while he was conversing with his visitors, and from her
attentive manner one could not but receive the thought that in the eventful life of the great statesman she must
have been a valuable counsellor and a sympathetic confidant.
One Sunday soon after this interview, Mr. And Mrs. R. H. Armstrong called at our hotel, and took Governor
Dominis and myself, attended by Colonel Boyd, on a little outing in their good company. Mrs. Newman, and her
daughter, now Mrs. John Fowler, were also with us. Arriving at the railroad station, we entered the train, by
which we were conveyed some distance out of town to a pleasant place called Richmond, situated on the banks
of the river Thames.
There we were conducted to a house exhibited to us as the type of an English inn. I was much interested in the
edifice; for I had always read from my earliest days glorious descriptions of English inns, where the pleasures of
the chase culminated, and to whose doors the trophies of the hunters were brought. But on entering this house
there was a little bit of disappointment, or at least wonder, as I surveyed its contracted quarters. The rooms were
low-studded and of small size, so that probably no more than fifteen persons could have found accommodations
therein. I could have almost reached the ceiling, had I stretched forth my arm and pointed it upward. Then,
where were the banquet halls? Surely the inns of which the English novelists had told me must have been on a
grander scale than this one to which I was conducted!
From the inn we went on board a steamer, which the forethought of Mr. Armstrong had secured for our
comfort, and started out on an excursion which was to introduce a novel experience; for, after steaming up the
river a short distance, we came to a lock; to pass it there were in waiting many other water-craft of all kinds,
steamers and tow-boats, little vessels propelled by sails, or even small boats by oars and poles. When the gates
of the lock were opened, that, and that only, was the moment when these could pass through; so there was such a
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scrambling in the water about us, such a jostling, such a pushing ahead to see who would get within the lock
first, or, more important, that their boat should not be left in the outer waters when the gates closed. It was a
lively contest, and often it appeared as though some of the craft would be hopelessly swamped; but the affair
passed without accident, for indeed, with all their rivalry, everybody was good-natured, and the occupants of the
boats took the matter very cheerfully when passed by a competitor.
But there was one phase of the exhibition which excited my attention, not to say surprise and wonder. This
was the indifference of the men in the smaller boats, who lounged in the stern, cigar in mouth, book or paper in
hand, while the poor girls with poles exerted their strength to the utmost to shove their boats along into the
waters of the lock. Men smoking or reading while the women were doing all the work! Taking their ease, while
from those called the weaker sex came the exertions necessary to get the boat into her place amongst the crowd
of others. It was not a pleasant picture, nor did it speak of gallantry. I had never seen anything like it.
We all finally got through the gates of the lock, and steamed up the river until we came to a landing, where
our attention was attracted by a very pretty sight; this was a house-boat, very nice in appearance, with an upper
and a lower veranda, the upper being trimmed with curtains of a red material edged with white. Through the
convenient folding-doors, which were opened above, we caught view of a large apartment, which I took to be
the reception-room, and the lower room, also thrown open, was probably the dining-room. As we watched this
neat home upon the water, there appeared a small skiff rowed by a man, but on the seat in the stern was another
occupant, – a pretty little lady clad entirely in one prevailing color. On her head she wore a red hat; the parasol
she held over it was red; she wore also red gloves and red shoes; but her fair face and golden hair made a
contrast most lovely and striking with the tints of her costume and surroundings; and as she turned to look at us,
the laughing blue eyes, which peeped out from under her rosy ensemble, made her indeed the picture of a
charming Witch of the Thames. We watched her until she reached her house-boat, and disappeared from our
gaze.
On landing, our party wended its way to another of the English inns. It had attracted our admiration from the
water as it nestled prettily under the trees by which it was surrounded. On arriving we found a charming place.
The long and well-kept walks of gravel and pebbles encouraging us to stray into its grounds; and one by one we
followed this inclination, while Mrs. Newman and some others, impressed with the same desire, climbed a
neighboring hill. It was not a very difficult one, nor at all high; but it was a conspicuous object, because covered
with tempting verdure and dotted with flowers, chiefly of the species of the rhododendron, whose vari-colored
blossoms stretched out, all over the hillsides, in charming profusion.
But the wanderers were soon called to return, and the party reunited, because an omnibus had driven up by
which we were to be taken to Clifton House, an estate owned by the Duke of Westminster. A short drive brought
us to its doors, where we were welcomed, and shown through the apartments. This was nearer to my ideal of an
English country-house; for here were lofty ceilings, and a spacious banquet hall, opening out on a lawn of
richest and most luxuriant green. Looking out over this verdant foreground could be seen far away in the
distance the blue line of the River Thames, winding in and out through the forest trees which rose along its
border. The view was most beautiful, and I could well believe that in the past it had been the lordly estate of the
Duke of Buckingham. With the aid of a lifelike portrait of a noble lady, which from its place on the walls of the
manor looked silently down, I could picture to myself the days in which she had been the charming hostess of
the reception-room in which we stood. I could see her doing the honors of this beautiful residence, and making
guests welcome to her handsome estate, receiving the grand lords and lovely ladies who met there after the
fatigues and excitements of the chase. The element of sport, and the thirst for pleasure, largely influenced the
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customs of that former epoch in English country life; and yet, with all their gayety, they were able to provide for
the sustenance and happiness of a large number of retainers and tenantry without enormous expense. For these,
their people, lived under their lords and mistresses with loving submission and loyal devotion, understanding the
duties of their station in life, and therewith content; they looked to them for their maintenance and kind
consideration, and asked for no more. The relation between master and retainer was one of love on both sides, of
pure affection for a trusted and faithful vassal, of devotion and desire to please from the man to the master.
But at the present day all this has gone, the changes introduced by an entirely different civilization have made
the former life impossible; the laws of trade, the demands of mercantile life, the advancement of commerce, of
which London is the grand centre, have effected a revolution, which has entirely overthrown the relationship
existing at other times between the country gentleman and his retainers. Now the lord of the manor rises early,
and hurries away to the city, where important matters at the bank, or the shipping-office, or the lawyer's desk,
are waiting for him; the places on his old-time estate, which long ago were filled with trusty retainers, are
desolate, and often large halls stand permanently vacant. Walls are bare of ornament or picture because there is
no one to keep up the establishment. Is England better and happier for the extinction of a style of life read of in
history but not to-day existing? At least, by such souvenirs as this manor house, are pictures brought back to
one's mind of a past, that had much in it of sufficient worth to awaken emotions of sadness that it has gone
forever.
We again boarded the little steamer which had awaited our return to her decks; and when we were
comfortably settled, she steamed away up the river. On the picturesque banks of the Thames we saw, as we
passed, many pretty pictures of modern life. The water, too, was alive with moving craft, pleasure-boats and
toiling steamers, while at several points were stationed bands of music, the strains of which came softly over the
waters to our ears. All these sights and sounds added to the pleasure of our outing; and yet most of the actors in
this vivid pageant were, doubtless, only intent on the business of making a livelihood. We went about as far as
the depth of the water allowed the steamer to ascend, and then turning, steamed back to the landing. I must not
forget to notice that our enjoyment and understanding of the places we passed was increased by the presence of
two entertaining young men of leisure invited as guests. They were strangers to us, but contributed much to our
pleasure and information. One was a Mr. Skinner, but the name of his associate has for the moment escaped my
memory. Disembarking from our steamer, we entered the cars, and were soon again at our hotel, and with the
added happiness of having stored away the memory of a most delightful day on the celebrated River Thames, as
well as of Mr. And Mrs. Armstrong's charming hospitality.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXVIII
ILL NEWS FROM HAWAII – OUR RETURN
THE final entertainment, given to the party of royal visitors from all quarters of the globe, was a garden party,
tendered by Her Majesty Queen Victoria, at which she herself and all her good and beautiful children were
present. Punctually at the appointed hour the Queen of England, attended by the heir apparent to the throne, H.
R. H, the Prince of Wales, accompanied by the princess, his lovely wife, made their appearance; following them
came the other members of the royal family. The procession moved along the gravelled walks of the palace
garden, led by the great and good lady whose jubilee year we were celebrating. It was made up of kings and
queens, princes and princesses, from most of the reigning families of the world; on each side of us as we passed
stood the crowds of eager and respectful observers; the greensward in the gardens at each side of the walk was a
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solid mass of people. These were of many ranks and conditions in life, and principally persons of note. Among
them were well-known actors and celebrated actresses; naval officers, and other holders of official positions;
representatives of almost every class over whom the good queen rules. Here and there, as we advanced, were
heard strains of music, tents having been erected for the accommodation of the bands which were in service for
the day. I think there were four of these at different points in our march, each composed of the best and most
skilful musicians that could be enlisted for the occasion.
We finally paused before two tents which had been assigned to the party. Into one of these entered Her
Majesty Victoria, no one going into her tent, excepting only the Prince of Wales. Even the princess, his wife,
accompanied the other ladies into the tent which had been provided for our reception. Queen Kapiolani and I
had the honor of being directly with this accomplished lady, while her husband, with a son's devotion such as he
has always so commendably shown, had gone to attend his royal mother. Close to us was a table sumptuously
furnished with all that taste could desire; but however attractive to the eye, I noticed its viands were not liberally
consumed.
As we had passed along in the light of day, I had had an opportunity to impress upon my mind the appearance
of the Queen of England, and to look at her as a woman, under circumstances far more favorable for permanent
impression than in some of the pageants where she had officially appeared. She was sixty-eight years of age at
this time, and seemed to be in the best of health. In walking she carried a little ebony cane on which she scarcely
leaned. She had been represented to me as short, stout, and fat, and not at all graceful in appearance; but I did
not at all agree with the truth of this representation. She was a well-proportioned, gracious, queenly woman. I
would not call her handsome; yet she had a kind, winning expression on her face which gave evidence of the
gentle spirit within. This was to be our final interview, and the afternoon with its pleasures soon passed away;
we bade adieu to our royal hostess, wishing her with all our hearts many, many more years of prosperity as a
sovereign, and content and peace as the woman whose name is respected and loved wherever the sun shines
throughout the wide, wide world.
Returning to our hotel, we received news which changed at once the current of our thoughts. This was of the
revolutionary movement, inaugurated by those of foreign blood, or American birth, in the Hawaiian Islands
during our absence. It was indeed a case of marked ingratitude; for this rebellion against constituted authority
had been brought about by the very persons for whose prosperity His Majesty Kalakaua had made such
exertions, and by those to whom he had shown the greatest favors. On receipt of the intelligence, we decided
that, instead of continuing our proposed tour, and visiting the continent of Europe, we would return at once to
Honolulu. Mr. and Mrs. Armstrong proved themselves faithful friends, and through their kindness all was
speedily arranged for the return voyage. They were ably assisted in their hospitable work by Mr. and Mrs.
Sigismond Hoffnung and their son, Mr. Sidney Hoffnung. The last-named had been chargé d'affaires at Hawaii
at one time in place of Mr. Abraham Hoffnung, who left him in that office during his own absence in Australia.
The Hoffnungs while we were in London gave a grand entertainment and dinner in honor of the visit of Queen
Kapiolani, and we then had the pleasure of meeting Lord Roseberry and his wife. This lady was a daughter of
one of the Rothschilds, a large woman of fine appearance and commanding presence, and of a style which made
her noticeable in company. Then she wore around her neck a string of single pearls which was a wonder in
itself, for I was told that its value was about three hundred thousand dollars. We had the pleasure of meeting her
again at an afternoon tea, which passed off very charmingly, given to us at her residence, at which there were
many interesting people.
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But after the news we received from home, our minds would not be at rest to further enjoy the kind attentions
which had been tendered us during the month of our stay; so we bade adieu to the beautiful city of London, and
took our departure from Liverpool. There we parted with Mr. and Mrs. Armstrong, and went on board the
Servia, Captain McKay, of the Cunard Line, by which steamer we made a pleasant passage of nine days to New
York. Resting only enough to get our accommodations on the overland train, in six days more we were in San
Francisco; and six days' farther travel, this time by water, found us nearing our home. The weather on our
westward way had been excessively hot; for it was midsummer, and we had suffered some inconvenience from
the heat in crossing the continent. Our own climate is so equal in temperature that we feel extremes of heat even
more than excessive cold.
As our vessel was entering the harbor of Honolulu, a smaller steamer came off to meet us; and being made
fast alongside, we were transferred, and at once made for the shore. Here we found the people assembled to give
us a royal welcome. The wharves were lined with throngs of men and women. The shipping, too, had been
utilized for points of observation, and the decks and rigging of all the vessels were filled with those eager to
watch the coming of the royal party. And yet, mingled with all the joy felt at our safe return, there was an
undercurrent of sadness as of a people who had known with us a crushing sorrow. There were traces of tears on
the cheeks of many of our faithful retainers, which we noticed, and of which we knew the meaning, as we
passed by. They knew, and we knew, although no word was spoken, the changes which had been forced upon
the king.
We were received by the members of the new cabinet of the king, by name Mr. Godfrey Brown, Minister of
Foreign Affairs; Mr. L. A. Thurston, Minister of the Interior; Mr. W. I. Green, Minister of Finance; Mr. C. W.
Ashford, Attorney-General, – all men of foreign birth; while of the ministry directly preceding, three members
had been native Hawaiians.
Mr. Brown shook us warmly by the hands, and attended us to the royal carriage which had been waiting; and
then, accompanied by the royal staff of His Majesty, we were quickly driven past the assembled multitudes to
Iolani Palace, where King Kalakaua – my brother and the husband of Queen Kapiolani – was prepared to
receive us. He appeared bright, and glad to welcome us back; yet we could see on his countenance traces of the
terrible strain through which he had passed, and evidences of the anxiety over the perilous position, although
this was only the commencement of the troubles preparing for our family and nation.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXIX
"THE BAYONET CONSTITUTION"
IT is necessary now to briefly review the events which had taken place in our absence of about three months
abroad. We arrived in Honolulu on the twenty-sixth day of July, 1887. A conspiracy against the peace of the
Hawaiian Kingdom had been taking shape since early spring. By the 15th of June, prior to our return, it had
assumed a no less definite shape than the overthrow of the monarchy.
For many years our sovereigns had welcomed the advice of, and given full representations in their
government and councils to, American residents who had cast in their lot with our people, and established
industries on the Islands. As they became wealthy, and acquired titles to lands through the simplicity of our
people and their ignorance of values and of the new land laws, their greed and their love of power
proportionately increased; and schemes for aggrandizing themselves still further, or for avoiding the obligations
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which they had incurred to us, began to occupy their minds. So the mercantile element, as embodied in the
Chamber of Commerce, the sugar planters, and the proprietors of the "missionary" stores, formed a distinct
political party, called the "down-town" party, whose purpose was to minimize or entirely subvert other interests,
and especially the prerogatives of the crown, which, based upon ancient custom and the authority of the island
chiefs, were the sole guaranty of our nationality. Although settled among us, and drawing their wealth from our
resources, they were alien to us in their customs and ideas respecting government, and desired above all things
the extension of their power, and to carry out their own special plans of advancement, and to secure their own
personal benefit. It may be true that they really believed us unfit to be trusted to administer the growing wealth
of the Islands in a safe and proper way. But if we manifested any incompetency, it was in not foreseeing that
they would be bound by no obligations, by honor, or by oath of allegiance, should an opportunity arise for
seizing our country, and bringing it under the authority of the United States.
Kalakaua valued the commercial and industrial prosperity of his kingdom highly. He sought honestly to
secure it for every class of people, alien or native, in his dominions, making it second only to the advancement
of morals and education. If he believed in the divine right of kings, and the distinctions of hereditary nobility, it
was not alone from the prejudices of birth and native custom, but because he was able to perceive that even the
most enlightened nations of the earth have not as yet been able to replace them with a ruling class equally able,
patriotic, or disinterested. I say this with all reverence for the form of government and the social order existing
in the United States, whose workings have, for more than a century, excited the interest of the world; not the
interest of the common people only, but of nobles, rulers, and kings. Kalakaua's highest and most earnest desire
was to be a true sovereign, the chief servant of a happy, prosperous, and progressive people. He regarded
himself as the responsible arbiter of clashing interests, and his own breast as the ordained meeting-place of the
spears of political contention. He was rightly jealous of his prerogatives, because they were responsibilities
which no civic body in his kingdom could safely undertake to administer. He freely gave his personal efforts to
the securing of a reciprocity treaty with the United States, and sought the co-operation of that great and powerful
nation, because he was persuaded it would enrich, or benefit, not one class, but, in a greater or less degree, all
his subjects.
His interviews with General Grant, his investigations into the labor problems, which the success of the
Hawaiian plantations demanded, were all means to the same end, – an increase of domestic prosperity. He
succeeded, and the joy of the majority was great. The planters were elated, the merchants were encouraged,
money flowed into their pockets, bankrupt firms became wealthy, sugar companies declared fabulous dividends;
the prosperity for which my brother had so faithfully worked he most abundantly secured for his people,
especially for those of foreign birth, or missionary ancestry, who had become permanent residents of Hawaii.
The king did not accomplish these things without some native opposition; although it was respectful and
deferent to his decision, as the ideas and customs of our people require. Some foresaw that this treaty with the
United States might become the entering wedge for the loss of our independence. What would be the
consequences should the Islands acquire too great a commercial attraction, too large a foreign population and
interests? would not these interests demand the protection of flag backed by a great military or naval power? But
Kalakaua, aware that under the provisions of international law no nation could attack us without cause, and
relying on the established policy of our great ally, the United States, fully assured that no colonial scheme would
find acceptation there, boldly adventured upon the effort which so greatly increased the wealth and importance
of his kingdom, – a wealth which has, however, owing to circumstances which he could not then foresee, and
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which none of his loyal counsellors even dreamed of, now gone almost wholly into the pockets of aliens and
foes.
For years the "missionary party" had, by means of controlling the cabinets appointed by the king, kept itself in
power. Its leaders were constantly intriguing to make the ministry their tool, or to have in its organization a
power for carrying out their own special plans, and securing their own personal benefit. And now, without any
provocation on the part of the king, having matured their plans in secret, the men of foreign birth rose one day
en masse, called a public meeting, and forced the king, without any appeal to the suffrages of the people, to sign
a constitution of their own preparation, a document which deprived the sovereign of all power, made him a mere
tool in their hands, and practically took away the franchise from the Hawaiian race. This constitution was never
in any way ratified, either by the people, or by their representatives, even after violence had procured the king's
signature to it. Contrary entirely to the intent of the prior constitution drawn by a Hawaiian monarch (under
which for twenty-three years the nation had been conducted to prosperity), this draft of 1887 took all power
from the ruler, and meant that from that day the "missionary party" took the law into its own hands. 1
It may be asked, "Why did the king give them his signature?" I answer without hesitation, because he had
discovered traitors among his most trusted friends, and knew not in whom he could trust; and because he had
every assurance, short of actual demonstration, that the conspirators were ripe for revolution, and had taken
measures to have him assassinated if he refused. His movements of late had been watched, and his steps dogged,
as though he had been a fugitive from justice. Whenever he attempted to go out in the evening, either to call at
the hotel, or visit any one of his friends' houses, he was conscious of the presence of enemies who were
following stealthily on his track. But, happily, Providence watched over him, and thus he was guarded from
personal harm.
He signed that constitution under absolute compulsion. Details of the conspiracy have come to me since from
sources upon which I can rely, which lead to the conviction that but for the repugnance or timidity of one of the
executive committee, since risen very high in the counsels of the so-called republic, he would have been
assassinated 2. Then they had planned for the immediate abrogation of the monarchy, the declaration of a
republic, and a proposal for annexation to be made to the United States. The constitution of the republic was
actually framed and agreed upon; but the plot was not fully carried out – more moderate counsels prevailed.
They therefore took the very constitution of which I have spoken, the one which had been drafted for a republic,
hastily rewrote it so as to answer their ends, and forced Kalakaua to affix thereto his official signature.
It has been known ever since that day as "The Bayonet Constitution," and the name is well chosen; for the
cruel treatment received by the king from the military companies, which had been organized by his enemies
under other pretences, but really to give them the power of coercion, was the chief measure used to enforce his
submission. They had illegally come out against him, bearing arms; and it is openly stated that they had
prepared measures to be a law unto themselves 3. Whatever the faults of Mr. Gibson, so long prime minister of
Kalakaua, he was an able man, and his only public crime was his loyalty to his king. And it was for this reason
that he, and his son-in-law, Mr. Fred H. Hayselden of Lanai, were seized by a mob composed of the "missionary
party" armed with rifles, and marched down the public streets to the wharves; not an atom of respect being
shown to the gray hairs of the old man who had occupied for years the highest position in the king's cabinet.
Who was the man, and where is he now, who knocked off the hat, and struck the loyal old man, as he silently
accepted his changed position?
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So these two citizens were forced along into a small structure on the wharf, where hung two ropes with
nooses already prepared, and a man of widely known missionary ancestry, led the outcry, vociferating loudly
and lustily, "Hang them! Hang them!" Could it be possible, I thought, that a son of one of my early instructors,
the child of such a lovely and amiable Christian mother, could so far forget the spirit of that religion his parents
taught, and be so carried away with political passion, as to be guilty of murder?
Yet he was not the only one, by any means, who seemed to have forgotten those principles of our Lord, to
teach which their parents had come to our shores. For while this was going on in the city, another missionary
boy rode out to the country residence of Mr. Gibson, at Kapiolani Park, and entering abruptly into the presence
of his daughter, Mrs. Hayselden, threw a lasso over her head, as though the gentle woman had been a wild
animal, and avowed his intention of dragging her into town. While he held her, those with him searched the
house, hoping that they might discover arms or some other evidence by which Mr. Gibson and the members of
his family could be convicted and hung, but they were disappointed. After subjecting her to this brutality, which
she bore most bravely, the ruffians left her to await the return from Honolulu of her natural protectors. But, alas!
instead of their presence, what sorrow was to be hers! She received news of the manner in which they had been
treated, and how doubtful it was whether they would ever be allowed to meet again this side of the grave; for
after keeping their victims some days in terror of life, on the fifth day of July, 1887, the two men, against whom
no charge, political nor criminal, was ever made, were placed on board a sailing-vessel and landed at San
Francisco. The treatment received was too much for the elder sufferer; and although the conspirators had not
directly assassinated him, he died soon after. His son returned to Hawaii, and became sheriff of Lanai during my
reign. He was one of the first persons selected for dismissal by the present government; he had taken no part in
public manifestations, but was informed by the attorney-general, Mr. W. O. Smith, that he was removed from
office, "simply because you are a friend of the queen."
[Page]

CHAPTER XXX
INVITED TO CONSPIRE AGAINST THE KING
TURNING from this narration of the events which had transpired before the return of the queen's party from
abroad, I will resume the thread of my personal narrative from the moment of meeting with my brother. After
exchanging a few words of salutation and family greeting, we left the queen to listen to her husband's account of
what had taken place during their three months' separation and returned to our home, very glad indeed to be
again settled at Washington Place.
There we found the good mother of my husband delighted to meet us, and filled with gratitude at our safe
return. Her expressions of joy at once more meeting her son were but natural, for had he not always been
devoted to her comfort? There was a little English lady who had been staying with Mrs. Dominis during our
absence, and both my husband and I were glad to have the opportunity of expressing to her our sense of
obligation for all she had done for his mother's needs while we were gone. She had been very attentive and
considerate. Her name was Miss Davis, and she was a sister of Rector Davis of South Kona.
At this time, nearly a month after the revolution and change of constitution, everything seemed to settle down
into quiet again; but appearance are deceptive, and "the devil never sleeps." So, having achieved so much of
their desires, the conspirators worked day and night to keep the city in a ferment. Plans were made, and
committees were formed; the extreme views of some of the members caused others, more scrupulous, to retire,
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and to say that they could not willingly consent to be tools in the hands of wicked men, instruments of evil to
their fellows. So these committees were organized over and over again, without fixed purpose, without stability,
until finally all other elements had withdrawn from connection with the conspirators, save a small number of
agitators whose sole rallying-point was annexation to the United States.
During the session to the legislature for the year 1888, Mr. James I. Dowsett, Jr., a young man, came to my
house at Muulaulani, Palama, to inform me that he had been commissioned by those members who belonged to
the missionary party to inquire if I would accept the throne in case my brother should be dethroned. To my
indignation at the proposition was added astonishment that the request should come from a mere boy eighteen
years of age; and I responded at once to his remark by saying, with some emphasis, that such a proposal was not
to be considered. My answer would be "No," and this final. He then, with an air of apology, added, that he
hoped I would not be offended with him personally, because he had only been the bearer of the message. Then
he volunteered the intimation that, since his errand had been unsuccessful, I might receive a repetition of the
same proposition in the course of a
[Facing Page]

GOVERNMENT BUILDING, HONOLULU
[Overleaf]
[Page]
few days. I then asked him what was the intention of the missionary party? what did they propose to do to my
brother? how was he to be dethroned? were they going to murder him? To these interrogatories he replied that
he knew nothing more about it, and bade me adieu.
But, in conformity with his words, about a week from that day my telephone was rung by Mr. W. R. Castle,
who wished to know if I would be at home that morning; if so, he would like to call and see me on an important
matter, and would arrive in about half an hour. He was told that I would see him, and at the appointed time he
appeared. He indicated that our conference should be held in some place selected for its privacy, where we
would not be overheard nor interrupted. I chose a side room, or corner, where I generally attended to my
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correspondence or did my literary work. But in a room adjoining there happened to be, at the moment of his
visit, a party of girls who had met to consult on a little social matter, – the arrangements for a picnic. Just as
soon as they heard me enter my writing-room, and recognized from the conversation that some one was with
me, their voices hushed, and they remained as still as mice; and so listened to every word which passed between
myself and Mr. Castle.
He announced to me that he had come to propose that I should accept the throne, to which I should at once
ascend, and receive the support of the missionary party. I demanded of him how my brother could be dethroned.
Did they mean harm to his person? He denied that there was any such intent, but declared that King Kalakaua
must retire, and that I should assume his position as the reigning sovereign. Perhaps they imagined at this time
that I would be a willing tool to carry out all of their projects. It was true that I was always an active member of
all the associated plans for carrying on missionary works, and was never appealed to in vain by the missionaries
to give money or sympathy to all that was to be done in the name of Christianity. Whatever was to be
undertaken by their church, or by any of their societies, had received my hearty co-operation from my earliest
womanhood. I was about the first one to whom they went for subscriptions, nor did they ever go empty away. I
was a member of the Fort-street Benevolent Society, also of the Strangers' Friend Society; and at the very time
of the landing of the United States troops to overthrow my government, was a member of the Woman's Board of
Missions. In fact, I was concerned with the missionary party all my lifetime, in more measures of organized
benevolent work than I have the space to mention here. Perhaps it was because I had gone hand in hand with
them in all good works that they thought I would cast in my lot with them now for evil, – give my consent to
their plans, so frankly avowed, of conspiracy for my brother's overthrow, and thus profit by their rebellion
against his lawful authority. If so, they found themselves much mistaken. I allowed Mr. Castle to explain as fully
as he pleased their designs, and then I told him with firmness and decision that I would have nothing to do with
them in this matter. Seeing that I firmly declined the proposal, Mr. Castle retired; and as that was the last I heard
about it, I infer that, having made their plots, they lacked the courage, or the heart, to put their plans into
execution. I will do the missionary party the justice to state, that their confidence in my aid for every good word
and work was not destroyed by my refusal to join in their conspiracies. About the time that the old Fort-street
congregation was getting settled in their new and beautiful building, now called the Central Union Church,
which is directly opposite my residence known as Washington Place, I received from my former instructor, Rev.
E. G. Beckwith, a most flattering letter; and Mr. Charles Cook asked me to take a pew there at five hundred
dollars a year. I was pleased to know that the reverend gentleman, who had known me throughout my whole
life, – and at this time I was some years past my fiftieth birthday, – should entertain so favorable an opinion of
his ancient pupil. Although I was at this time quite a regular attendant at the Kawaiahao church, yet I had this
proposal of Mr. Cook under consideration. Just what I might have done I cannot now say; for the political
events, which ultimately led to the overthrow of my government by his friends and his party, came upon me so
thick and fast, that I had little time for the consideration of anything but the most important matters.
In the month of April, 1889, Mrs. Dominis became very ill; and one day the candle of life, which had been
flickering in the socket, went gently out. But the troubled political atmosphere was such, that even my domestic
sorrow was not respected.
For it had been proposed that the king should take a trip to San Francisco, in regard to some commercial
matter. It was a new scheme; some novel proposal to be made for closer relations with the United States, by
which, of course, the missionary party was to be benefited, and of the terms of which my long-suffering brother
was to be the bearer and the promoter. On Sunday, when my husband's mother was borne up the Nuuanu Valley
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to her last resting-place, the cabinet, notwithstanding the sacredness of the day, was in session, making plans and
discussing the means for the projected trip of His Majesty to America.
In the midst of our sorrow a message arrived directed to me. It was from Mr. Jonathan Austin, the Minster of
Foreign Affairs, asking me if I would be one of a council of regency to take charge of the government during the
expected absence of the king. I immediately sent my husband, Governor Dominis, to inform His Majesty and his
cabinet that I would accept the regency, but only to be sole regent in the king's place and stead; that the cabinet
had full power to act upon all measures relating to the administration of government; that were I one of a
council of regency there would be no executive; and that this was the second time I had been obliged to state my
position and decline such an arrangement. While my husband was delivering this message; the funeral
ceremonies of his mother were suspended; and on his return the last sad rites of respect to her remains were
rendered, and the procession wended its way up the valley to her place of burial.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXI
AFTER all, the anticipated trip was never taken. I am at a loss to explain the causes of its failure, but I
understood that there was some friction in the cabinet. That body was now the absolute monarch of the kingdom
of the Hawaiian Islands. Its members, Messrs. Austin, Damon, C. W. Ashford, with L. A. Thurston as its chief,
defied the king to his face, and openly insulted him in his own palace. In one of their official documents they
use to him the following language: –
"The government in all its departments must be conducted by the cabinet. Your Majesty shall, in future, sign
all documents and do all acts which, under the laws of the constitution, require the signature or act of the
sovereign, when advised so to do by the cabinet, the cabinet being solely and absolutely responsible for any
signature of any document or act so done or performed by their advice."
As His Majesty very naturally demurred to such construction of even their own constitution, the cabinet
appealed to the supreme court, who to the number of five justices, the first named being Albert F. Judd, and the
last Sanford B. Dole, very consistently with the public record of these gentlemen, declared that the king was
wrong, and that all power was placed in the hands of the cabinet. It was by such acts as this that the missionary
party sought to humiliate my brother in the estimation of his own people; so that it has well been said by those
conversant with the history of these days, that His Majesty Kalakaua died in reality of a broken heart, – broken
by the base ingratitude of the very persons whose fortunes he had made.
On the 10th of May, 1889, the Princess Kaiulani, being then in her fourteenth year, left Honolulu under the
charge of Mrs. Thomas Rain Walker, wife of the British vice-counsul, for England. It was the intention of her
father, Hon. A. S. Cleghorn, that she should remain abroad a short time for educational advantages; but owing to
the changes which have taken place since her departure, she is still living with him in Europe.
In June, 1889, grand preparations were made for the celebration, on the eleventh, of Kamehameha Day. All
who were interested in the races turned their steps in the direction of Kapiolani Park. Twelve o'clock was the
hour appointed for the salutes to be fired, and all was to be done to make the day one of enjoyment. But a
special invitation had been sent to me by the committee of the Sunday-school of the Congregational church to
attend a picnic of the Sunday-school children, who were to assemble at the house and grounds of Mr. John
Thomas Waterhouse, Jr., up the Nuuanu Valley; so after the salute, or soon after twelve, I left the gay company
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at Kapiolani Park, and with two lady companions went up to the picnic, where I found myself most cordially
welcomed, and made the guest of honor of the pleasant occasion. Young and old seemed to be very much
gratified that I had willingly excused myself from other scenes of social enjoyment, to be present at the reunion
of these interesting classes of children; and as for myself, I enjoyed the company, as I always take pleasure with
children and in educational gatherings.
In the early part of July, 1889, I made a trip to Kauai; but before speaking of this journey, on which I was
absent about a fortnight, I find it is necessary to go back a little, and give an account of my connection with Mr.
Robert W. Wilcox.
Mr. Wilcox, in early youth, was sent abroad by King Kalakaua to be educated for future service to the state.
But the revolution of 1887 compelled the king to cut off his income; and so he was recalled, arriving at
Honolulu about the date of our return from the Victorian Jubilee. During his absence, however, he had met and
married an Italian lady, the Countess Sobrero; and the young wife accompanied him on his return. For a while
they were domiciled at the Arlington Hotel; but their means were nearly exhausted, and the party in power
resolved to do nothing for them. Aware of the facts, in pity for their situation I offered them quarters under my
roof until they could provide for themselves.
They were very glad to accept my proposal, and I gave them comfortable rooms in the long building attached
to the main house at my Palama residence. I tried to make it as pleasant for them as I could, and devoted my
attention especially to the newly married wife. She was excessively homesick, and was constantly making
efforts to get together money sufficient to enable them to leave the Islands. Through the kind assistance of Mr. F.
A. Schaefer, the Italian consul, and a few others, after residing with me for two months, they were at last able to
leave Honolulu, and reached the city of San Francisco. From thence I heard from her that they were comfortably
settled, that she had found pupils in foreign languages, and that her husband had also secured employment as a
surveyor of lands. But early in the year 1889 I received word from Mr. Wilcox that he was again making up his
mind to come to Honolulu; that he intended to enter the political arena, and run as a candidate for the legislature.
I wrote him at once, using all my influence to dissuade him from the very thought of it, telling him plainly
that he was far better off where he was. I trusted that he had listened to my advice, but what was my
astonishment when he appeared at Honolulu. As the rooms formerly occupied by him and Mrs. Wilcox were not
at that time used, and I was then living in Washington Place, I told him that he was welcome to go to Palama,
and remain there until such time as he should be able to provide for himself elsewhere. I could not foresee that
my kindness and hospitality to these persons in need would be used by suspicious parties to connect my name
with a foolish and ill-organized attempt subsequently made by Mr. Wilcox to restore some part of the authority
of which the missionary party had deprived the king. All unconscious of any such scheme, I started on my
journey to visit friends in Kauai.
It was midsummer in 1889 when I arrived at the island of Kauai, and at first took up my residence with
Governor Kanoa. He was one of the few chiefs of the olden times and earlier manners who had not yet passed
away from earth. Although of lesser grade than some of those mentioned in these memoirs, yet he was
conversant with all forms of his duty, and observant of that etiquette handed down from ancient days towards
the chiefs of rank superior to his own. It was, therefore, natural to him to open his house to me, and to receive
my suite with that generous hospitality and cordiality typical of the Hawaiian of high birth. After spending a few
days at his estate, he provided horses and carriages for my party, and accompanied by his wife, a good Hawaiian
lady, we proceeded to "Eleele," where I had received an invitation from a young couple to be their guest. From a
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brief but pleasant visit there, we went on to Waimea, and took up our abode with Mr. and Mrs. Levi Kauai.
When it was known that the heir to the throne was at their house, many people of that district called, and during
my stay we received numerous pleasant attentions. From here we made preparations for retracing our steps, but
stopped on our return to visit at a pretty little estate, situated in a quiet valley just outside of Waimea, where
resided Mrs. Gay and her daughters. Mr. Robinson and Mr. Francis Gay also made their home with this amiable
lady. All of these had ever been noted for their patriotic attentions to any of the chiefs who from time to time
visited the district. This reputation was ably sustained, and I retain the most pleasing recollections of their
courtesy and kindness on this occasion. My regard for this family extended even one generation farther back,
their grandmother, Mrs. Sinclair of the island of Niihau, being also one of my warm friends.
On this visit I made careful inquiries as to the success of Mr. Gay's efforts to raise the "Oo" bird on this
island. This is a bird about the size of a robin, under whose wings may be found the choice yellow feathers used
in the manufacture of cloaks or collars exclusively pertaining to the Hawaiian chiefs of high rank. It is not the
mamo bird, from which also feather capes and cloaks are made.
I had succeeded in getting from Hawaii, the largest island, some specimens expressly for their island. Twenty
pairs had been brought as far as the island of Oahu. Of these, three pairs originally were sent to Kauai, but on
making inquiry I found that only one pair was now known to be living there. These seemed to be thriving.
Perhaps one cause of their content was a shrub or bush of the mimosa family growing near to the house, which
bore fragrant blossoms very similar to those of the lehua, from which, in its own native island, this bird sucks
the honey on which it subsists. They are true Hawaiians; flowers are necessary for their very life. This single
pair of birds kept near to the house, and were often seen on this fragrant mimosa-tree. Ten years have flown by
since I had the pleasure of looking at them there; but it is to be trusted that they have been thriving, laying their
eggs year by year, and have by this time a flourishing colony. There is a bird on Kauai very similar in some
points to the Oo, but they have a white feather under the wing instead of the much-prized yellow tip from which
the celebrated leis and cloaks are made.
After the parting with this agreeable family we turned our steps toward Niumalu, the residence of the
governor; and having also exchanged with him our greetings and farewells, we took passage on the schooner
James Makee for Honolulu. I arrived in due time, refreshed by the journey, and with my party also delighted
with the manifestations of kindly interest and loyal love which we had received throughout our trip.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXII
ATTEMPTED REVOLUTION
ON returning to Washington Place, greatly to my regret I found my husband suffering much from the attacks
of his old enemy, the rheumatism. But he bore his sufferings patiently, and was pleased to know that I had had
so pleasant a journey. On the day following my return, I went to my out-of-town residence at Palama, in order to
look over my garden, in which I have never ceased to take a keen interest. After satisfying myself that the
faithful old gardener had given everything proper care, I turned my attention toward the house itself, and found
matters there also satisfactory.
I had finished my examinations, and was just on the point of leaving, when I heard steps on the front
staircase; and knowing that some person was without, I advanced to the door, which I did not open, but drew
down the grating, and met the gaze of a young man with haggard, anxious countenance. It was Mr. Robert W.
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

86/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

Wilcox who was standing before me, trying with all his self-control to appear calm, but evidently much excited.
He told me in a few words that he was ready to release the king from that hated thraldom under which he had
been oppressed, and that measures had already been taken. I asked him at once if he had made mention of so
important a matter to His Majesty. He replied that he had not.
I then charged him to do nothing unless with the full knowledge and consent of the king. To this he responded
that he had counted the cost, and would most gladly lay down his life for my brother's sake. He then proceeded
to inform me that it was on this very night that the step would be taken; that every preparation had been made,
and the signal for decisive action would soon be given. This was the first intimation of any kind which had been
brought to my knowledge of the initiation of the movement. At the time he was speaking with me I had not the
least idea of the use which subsequent events proved had been made of my Palama residence, and my old
gardener had been kept in equal ignorance. Our lack of suspicion is easily explained; for the entire building can
be traversed when the shutters are kept closed, and no observer on the outside would be any the wiser, whatever
his position. Knowing this as well as I, Mr. Wilcox and his associates had held their secret meetings there; and
always observing due caution, their occupancy or manner of using the place was known only to themselves.
It turned out just as I had been warned by my visitor; and on the very night of the disclosure the outbreak
occurred, and Mr. Wilcox made his unsuccessful attempt to overthrow the missionary party. The king that night
was not at the palace, but at his boat-house. I was in Washington Place. As I have always been in the habit of
rising early, I awoke at my usual time, and saw that my husband was quietly sleeping, and having a respite from
his pain. I dressed without disturbing him, and strolled out into the garden, where I was in the habit of taking a
morning walk before breakfasting.
I was not long there before I noticed that something unusual was transpiring. Members of the rifle companies
were to be seen hastening from every direction; some of them fully dressed and carrying their arms in proper
form, but some appeared to have left their homes in haste, so that they did not have the various parts of their
uniform adjusted, but were dressing themselves as they ran past. They were all going in the direction of the
armory on Punch-Bowl Street. Young Harry Auld, who was employed in the custom-house, went by while I
stood near the gate to my grounds; and I asked him at once what was the meaning of the commotion at this early
hour.
He informed me that Mr. Wilcox had taken possession of the palace, and was supported there by a company
of soldiers. Naturally I connected this information with what I had heard the night before, and all became clear
to me. Towards ten o'clock in the forenoon firing began, and soon shots went whizzing past our house. There
were occasional outbursts of musketry throughout the day; but towards evening all became tranquil again, or
nearly so. We heard that Mr. Wilcox had been deserted by his men, and had therefore surrendered. The rifle
companies were stationed at the music hall opposite the palace; but their gallant commander kept out of harm's
way at the Hawaiian Hotel, from whence he sent his orders by an orderly to his executive officer. Late in the
afternoon Mr. Hay Wodehouse, and the purser of the steamer Australia, climbed onto the roof of the hotel
stables to have their share of the fun, taking with them a small mortar or other contrivance for firing bombs.
They discharged these missiles into the palace grounds, aiming at the bungalow with such effect as to shatter the
furniture of the Princess Poomaikalani, and do much other damage. This was the time when Mr. Wilcox sent
word to Colonel Ashford that he would lay down his arms; and being arrested for the useless riot, he was led to
the station-house. His punishment was a moderate imprisonment, and it has been said that he was released from
the consequences of his act because he had in his power certain persons who would have been much terrified
had he been inclined to tell all he knew. However this may be, it is evident that out of gratitude he had perhaps
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some plans or purposes for being of service to my brother, because the king had tried in the past to do something
for him. His enthusiasm was great, but was not supported by good judgment or proper discretion. His efforts
failed; and indeed, it is not easy to see how under the circumstances it could have been otherwise.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXIII
THE KING'S DEPARTURE – AGAIN REGENT
I HAVE spoken of the pleasant Sunday-school picnic of the 11th of June, 1889. My entertainers, it seemed,
were sufficiently gratified with my presence not to forget me in their next invitations; and the year following I
was invited out to Punahou, where the Sunday-schools of all the Congregational societies were to assemble. I
first drove out to Kapiolani Park to see the races. These went on finely. The assembled multitude cheered on the
winning horse, the sweet strains of the band floated out on the air of the beautiful day, and the people seemed
inspired by their surroundings to forget all their political troubles or their domestic necessities. After I heard the
salute denoting the noon hour, again, as on the previous occasion, accompanied by two lady companions, I
proceeded to the picnic at Punahou. For some reason as yet not explained, the assembled worthies of the
Congregational church did not seem as cordial as they were a year earlier. However, I did not allow any to know
that I noticed the change; and besides, there were many sincere friends present who treated me most hospitably
and kindly. While engaged in conversation with some of these, Mr. Albert F. Judd, the chief justice, approached
me, and inquired if I could descry a vessel which was making her way slowly out of the port and gaining an
offing. I replied that I saw the one to which he referred. Then he went on to volunteer the information that on
board that craft was Colonel Ashford, who had escaped from prison, and was secretly taking his departure.
A few days prior to this celebration, in one of those turns of the tide of politics by which the Ashfords have
more than once found themselves in strange company, Mr. V. V. Ashford, on some charge of seditious conduct
toward the governing party, found himself in prison.
I mention this as but one amongst many instances I might recall where those charged with political, or, indeed
any other offence, have, for reasons best known to the missionary party, been allowed or even constrained to
leave the Islands. Of some of these, nothing more has ever been heard.
The 18th of November of that same year was celebrated with much display and many congratulations as the
birthday of His Majesty Kalakaua. During the afternoon a reception took place at the palace, in which the
societies organized by the king, the queen, or by myself had a general reunion. These were the Hooulu Lahui,
the Liliuokalani Educational Society, and the Naua Society, the last named under the special patronage of the
king. After paying their respects to His Majesty and the queen, the whole company adjourned to the wharves.
As usual there was a fine regatta, in which many pretty water-craft took part. We are always favored with fresh
and regular breezes, and the little white-sailed yachts made a neat and inspiriting picture as they contested for
the prizes. Those who won went home happy in their trophies of victory; those who did not had, at any rate, a
delightful sail. The boat-houses were turned into places of entertainment, and fine lunches were given at that of
the king as well as at many others. My riding society had been specially invited to take their refreshments at the
boat-house of Dr. Trousseau.
As we were all gayly going to lunch after viewing the sport, general attention was attracted to a balloon which
was at the moment ascending from the foot of Punch-Bowl Hill. Scarcely had the light globular object reached
the upper currents of the atmosphere, when it was whirled away with fearful speed, for it was a very windy day.
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On watching the car under the balloon, we noticed that the man had cut himself adrift, and was descending from
mid-air in a parachute. He was coming down bravely; but what was the horror of all of the spectators to observe
that instead of landing on the wharf, or even in the port, he was being carried far out to sea, beyond the breakers,
where the waters were alive with sharks. Steamers and boats were immediately got under way to effect his
rescue, but he was never seen again. The balloon from which he had made his fatal leap also disappeared, and
no trace of either was ever discovered. The poor man probably met his fate from the jaws of the monsters of the
deep the moment he touched the water.
In the evening there was a grand display of fireworks, and a procession of the fire companies of the city.
There was also a new organization which paraded this evening, called the "Sons of Hawaii," at whose head was
Mr. John Cummins. It was to be reviewed by His Majesty Kalakaua. The men were mounted on the finest horses
which could be found in the city, and were manly fellows and good riders. At eight in the evening Their
Majesties, the king and queen, the members of the cabinet, with many who held office under the government,
assembled in front of the palace to receive the organization.
I was not at that hour present, because I was making a tour of the city in order to inspect the decorations and
see the fireworks. But just as I finished my drive, and entered the palace yard, the "Sons of Hawaii" came up the
avenue with their horses on the full gallop, making a most inspiriting display. How well they sat their steeds,
and how gracefully they rode! Each man held aloft a lighted torch, adding much to the effect of the cavalcade.
They drew up in front of the king, and were most profound in their salutations. I paid particular attention to their
behavior, because amongst them were a number of the missionary boys, who seemed to act as though they
would outdo those of native birth in their manifestations of loyalty and respect. There was a sad interest to me
afterwards in recalling this evening, because it was about the last celebration in which my brother made a public
appearance.
The fatigues of this day, several sources of worry, and the responsibilities which I felt were approaching,
brought on a slight fever; and for three weeks I was confined to my rooms, at times not leaving my sick-bed.
Three days before his departure the king came to see me, and told me of his intention to visit the United
States. I did all I could to dissuade him from the journey. I reminded him of his failing health, and informed him
that I was not in my usual vigor. Cold weather, too, to which he was unaccustomed, was fast approaching; and if
anything should happen to him, how would I, with my feeble health, be able to meet the increasing burdens of
my station. He replied that he would leave those behind who would look out for the government. His only
errand at this moment was to notify me that I was to be appointed regent during his absence. He really did need
change, after what he had borne in recent years; and this consideration doubtless entered into his resolution.
But the principal motive of his journey was to have an interview with Mr. H. A. P. Carter, the Hawaiian
minister at Washington, in order to give him instructions in view of the McKinley Bill, which had just passed
the American Congress, the influence of which was supposed to be dangerous to the interest of the foreign
element at Honolulu, and destructive to the profits of the sugar planters. So the king went cheerfully and
patiently to work for the cause of those who had been and were his enemies. He sacrificed himself in the
interests of the very people who had done him so much wrong, and given him such constant suffering. With an
ever-forgiving heart he forgot his own sorrows, set aside all feelings of animosity, and to the last breath of his
life he did all that lay in his power for those who had abused and injured him.
If ever there was a man who was pure in spirit, if ever there was a mortal who had perfect charity, he was that
man. In spite of all the revilings uttered against him, he never once opened his lips to speak against another,
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whomsoever it might be. And so my poor brother said good-by to us all, and bade farewell to his beautiful
Islands, which he was never to look on again.
Just before he sailed I went to the palace. There he called together his cabinet, and addressing to the
gentlemen a few pleasant words, he placed me in their charge, hoping for the best, and expressing the wish that
under our care the burden of the government might be lighter than it had proved to him since he had been the
reigning sovereign. At eleven o'clock he exchanged his last words with Queen Kapiolani and myself, and then
hastened rapidly away to the wharf, where a boat from the United States man-of-war Charleston was in waiting
to convey him on board that vessel. Crowds witnessed his departure, all the shipping was gay, the vessels
saluted the out-going ship, a royal salute was fired, and he was gone.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXIV
THE KING'S RETURN – MY ACCESSION
THUS again began my regency. With only twenty-five soldiers to guard the palace, a feeling of uncertainty in
the mercantile world, and many signs of domestic unrest, my husband thought it best for me to return to
Washington Place every night; but each morning at nine o'clock I went to my official duties, and part of these
was always the examination of some alarm or rumor which had come to the palace doors. Now it was the report
of a secret meeting at some house up the Nuuanu Valley to debate upon an overthrow of my government, again
the account of an assembling out on the plains for conspiracy. Often, even after I returned to my home, would
come a telephonic message announcing that the palace was to be attacked, and the military must be called out.
On tracing these rumors, whenever there was any basis of truth in them, it was found that the agitation was
always the work of that same clique who were never satisfied, always conspiring, always determined that they
would either rule or ruin. Such men, having no covenant with their own consciences, suspicious even of their
own shadows, in power or out of power, are always a menace to the peace of the community.
Nothing worthy of record transpired during the closing days of 1890, and the opening weeks of 1891, until in
the city it was reported that the ship Charleston was in sight with yards cock-billed, in token of mourning. My
ministers were assembled in the Blue Room of the palace; and as I entered I could see on each countenance
apprehension of the fate which we feared must have befallen the king, and to which we soon gave expression in
words. On the arrival of the Charleston in port, we were officially notified. One of the cabinet went to the wharf
to inquire what plans were made for the reception of the king's remains.
He brought back word that at five o'clock of that afternoon the admiral himself would come to the palace at
the head of the party which was to escort the body of the deceased sovereign. Not wishing to leave the palace, I
immediately wrote to my husband, who was at home suffering from rheumatism, to inform him of all that had
been brought to my knowledge. On learning of my brother's death, in spite of his indisposition he came at once
to the palace, so as to be near me at this critical moment. I was so overcome by the death of my dear brother, so
dazed with the suddenness of the news which had come upon us in a moment, that I hardly realized what was
going on about me, nor did I at all appreciate for the moment my situation. Before I had time to collect myself,
before my brother's remains were buried, a trap was sprung upon me by those who stood waiting as a wild beast
watches for his prey.
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The ministers, who were apparently of one mind with the justices of the supreme court, called together the
members of the council, and when all had taken their seats, sent for me. I turned to Governor Dominis before
entering the chamber, and inquired of him, "What is the object of this meeting?" He said that they had come
together to witness my taking of the oath of office. I told him at once that I did not wish to take the oath just
then, and asked why such proceedings could not be deferred until after my brother's funeral. He said that others
had decided that I must take my official oath then and there.
Few persons have ever been placed without a word of warning in such a trying situation, and I doubt if there
was any other woman in the city who could have borne with passable equanimity what I had to endure that day.
I will scarcely limit the comparison to my sex; I doubt if many men could have passed successfully through
such an ordeal. Ere I realized what was involved, I was compelled to take the oath to the constitution, the
adoption of which had led to my brother's death.
After taking the oath of office administered to me by the chief justice, Albert Francis Judd, the meeting
dissolved, and we adjourned to the Blue Room, where all the members of the privy council came to pay to me
their mournful congratulations. Of these the chief justice was the first; and as he shook my hand he said to me,
"Should any of the members of your cabinet propose anything to you, say yes;" and left me quite at a loss to
know what his words might portend. But it soon became apparent. After the members of the privy council
departed, the cabinet remained. Mr. Cum[Facing Page]

FUNERAL PROCESSION OF KING KALAKAUA
[Overleaf]
[Page]
mins, Minister of Foreign Affairs, said that they wished to notify me that they would have to continue in office;
and then went on with a lecture, or apology, which I could not understand, and the argument of which I do not
believe he had quite mastered himself. Mr. Godfrey Brown, the Minister of Finance, came to his relief by
offering the suggestion that no changes could be made in the cabinet except by the legislature. The only notice I
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took of their discussion was to say that I could not understand the necessity of mentioning the matter at all at
such a moment. To this Mr. Petersen, the Attorney-General, rejoined that I ought to understand the situation and
accept it. I replied that I had no intention of discussing situations or other political matters at all at this time, and
I would defer all further notice of the matter until after the king's burial.
At five o'clock the afternoon of the 29th of January, 1891, the solemn procession began at the boat-landing,
where the men from the Charleston had landed with the king's remains, and from whence they took up the line
of their mournful march to Iolani Palace. It was a gloomy, cloudy afternoon. As they moved slowly up to the
gates of the palace, there was a moment's pause; and just then a triple rainbow was seen to span with its arch the
entire structure, stretching from one end to the other, and, as it were, embracing the palace. Crowds of people
thronged in, respectfully following the king's remains, with hearts too full of grief to speak of the deceased
sovereign even to each other. When the cortége arrived at the palace steps, the casket was placed on the
shoulders of the stoutest and best-picked men of the ship, and borne to a bier in the centre of the Red Chamber,
which had always been the royal reception-room, where it was to lie in state.
The kind-hearted and ever-friendly officer who commanded the Charleston, Admiral George Brown, paid his
respects to the widowed queen, and then, in company with his officers, returned to his ship. He had taken my
brother as a guest of honor to San Francisco; he had shown to him the greatest courtesy and the most unaffected
kindness during the passage; then, after the final scene, to him had belonged the sad office of conveying the
remains of his late companion back over the same route, a silent passenger going to his final resting-place. The
Hawaiian people are always grateful for tokens of respect shown to their chiefs, so on the proposed departure of
the Charleston there was a general wish for a day to be given to the contributions of tokens of friendship to the
admiral. On the day set apart for this grand expression of gratitude, men, women, and children crowded on
board, each bearing some memento of Aloha to the gallant sailor. These consisted of curiosities of all kinds, –
old-fashioned spears, calabashes, shells, necklaces, and countless other articles of native use or manufacture,
each telling its own little story of our people, recalling to whoever might see it in any part of the world some
tender memory of Hawaii.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXV
THE LAST SLEEP – LYING IN STATE
IN the meantime proper preparations were made for the funeral of His Majesty Kalakaua, than whom no king
was ever more beloved by his people. The usual ceremonies were carried out as customary for the lying in state
of a sovereign, or chief of the royal family. The casket was laid on a cloth of the royal feathers, which was
spread over a table in the centre of the Red Chamber in the Iolani Palace, and guards were detailed for duty by
day and by night. For this service twenty men are always selected, whose office it is to bear aloft the royal
kahilis, which are never lowered during the course of the whole twenty-four hours. The attendants are divided
into four watches of three hours each. Those relieving form a line, and take their positions as the stations are
vacated by their predecessors, who, on resigning the plumes of state, return to their homes. The watchers are
generally selected from men who can claim ancestry from the chiefs; of these there are quite a number still
living, of well-known families, although now generally poor in worldly possessions. While in attendance at the
side of the royal casket, some sang the death-wail or old-time mèlès or chants belonging solely to the family of
the deceased chieftain; and in the meantime attendants of a younger race composed dirges which were more in
accord with the lyrics of the present day. There was also detailed for my brother a guard of honor from the
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Masonic fraternity; two Masons always remained with the other watchers, and were relieved in a similar
manner.
Three weeks constitute the period devoted to the obsequies before the burial, or the "lying in state," of the
remains of a high chief of the Hawaiians. During this delay the cabinet and the privy council carried out the
plans made for the details of the royal funeral. The death and burial of a sovereign is not a trivial matter in
Hawaii. The people come from all parts of the islands to the funeral of the one whom they have known and
loved as the head of the nation.
At last the morning for the final ceremonies arrived, and early in the day the sad exercises began with one of
the most interesting and impressive ceremonies I ever witnessed. This was the honor rendered by the secret
society of the Hale Naua to their head and founder. Prayers were offered, and they went through the different
ceremonies, as is the custom with the Masonic or other similar fraternal organizations. The high priest, Mr.
William Auld, officiated, two lay priests assisting during these parts of the ritual. Then entered twelve women
with lighted candles in their hands; each one of these, bearing aloft her taper, offered a short prayer, the first
words at the head, next at the shoulders, then at the elbows, then the hands, and so on to the thighs, the knees,
the ankles, and the feet. There were six of the torch-bearers on each side; and after these forms they surrounded
the remains, and all repeated in unison prayers appropriate to the burial of the dead. They then withdrew in the
most solemn manner. This service, so far from being, as has been alleged, idolatrous, had no more suggestion of
paganism than can be found in the Masonic or other worship. An excellent opportunity was given me to contrast
the two on this occasion, and each seemed to me to be a most beautiful and impressive method of rendering
honor to the memory of a deceased member.
At the hour appointed for the state services, each dignitary, according to his rank, took the place which had
been indicated to him in the great Red Room. His Lordship the Bishop of Honolulu, wearing the robes of his
office, then appeared, and began the service laid down in the Anglican ritual for the burial of the dead. At the
proper time each person moved to the position which had been assigned for him in the procession which was to
proceed from Iolani Palace to the royal mausoleum. And just at this point there was a slight hitch; for the
diplomatic corps declared that their members should be first after the carriages of the royal family, while the
members of the cabinet claimed this position of precedence for themselves. After a brief discussion over the
question, it was finally settled that the cabinet might take the first position, the diplomatic corps following, and
in this order the procession moved onward. On each side of the bier were the kahili bearers; and these plumes,
some large, some small, of various colors, were borne aloft above the heads of the moving throng, who marched
with slow step up the Nuuanu Valley towards the royal mausoleum. On arrival at Kawananakoa, the casket was
placed in the centre of the tomb, and the final prayers were offered by the bishop and the clergy assisting his
lordship, after which they retired. Then the Masonic brethren, embracing nearly all the members of the lodges in
the city, who had marched in a body, filed in with slow and solemn step, and surrounded his bier. Clothed in the
insignia of their order, they stood in saddest silence about the casket, on which was placed the regalia lately
worn by my brother and their brother, and also a roll on which were the records of his rank as a Mason. Then the
brethren marched around the casket, and each laid thereon a little sprig or branch of green pine as a final and
personal token of his grief at parting with a brother Mason. When all had done this, they retired, leaving the
members of the royal family alone with their grief in the silent recesses of the tomb. Lastly, the guns of the
military escort gave the final salute to the departed, three volleys of musketry being successively fired above the
grave; and the line of return was formed in proper order, the kahili bearers still waving aloft the plumes, those
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traditional accompaniments of royalty, and which now became the insignia of office appertaining to the former
heir-apparent, who had now become the sovereign of the Hawaiian Islands.
[Facing Page]

BODY OF KING KALAKAUA LYING IN STATE
[Overleaf]
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXVI
MY CABINET – PRINCESS KAIULANI
ON the day following the final ceremonies of the royal funeral my cabinet was called together; and one hour
before the ministers were to arrive, Mr. J. A. Cummins, who was the Minister of Foreign Affairs, made his
appearance, and asked if I had any plans or purposes in regard to the approaching meeting. In reply to this I
advised him of my wish that he should resign from the cabinet, and accept the appointment of governor of
Oahu, to which office I thought he would be better suited, as his duties would call him out amongst the people.
I felt sure he would enjoy visiting the outside districts; while the life of a minister in the cabinet bound him to
official matters of a burdensome and responsible nature not so well adapted to his character and abilities. But to
this offer of consideration for him, I was told by Mr. Cummins that he preferred to remain in the ministry. "But,"
I suggested, "the question is, will the ministry remain?" To this he replied that he had no doubt of that; in fact,
he was sure that they would not be dismissed. I did not argue the matter with him, but simply said, "Are you,
then, decided, and do you decline the appointment of governor of Oahu?" "Yes," he repeated; "my determination
is made, besides which I may be of use here to the down-town party."
The hour of ten arrived and the cabinet met. I inquired at the opening of the cabinet meeting what was the
business of the day; to which reply was made that it was necessary that I should sign without any delay their
commissions, that thus they might proceed to the discharge of their duties. "But, gentlemen," said I, "I expect
you to send in your resignations before I can act." My reasoning was, that, if they were now cabinet ministers,
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why should they appeal to me to appoint them to the places which they already filled? They hesitated, and
regarded each other. "No," I continued, "if you do not resign, I do not see how I can issue to you new
commissions." This was a point to which they did not think I would call attention, a suggestion which they had
not foreseen might come from me, and they scarcely knew which way to turn. They thought that, while holding
their former commissions, I ought to issue to them new ones over my royal signature. As this did not agree with
my views of the matter, I stated to them definitely that it must be a question for future consideration, and that it
would be best to refer the point for decision to the Supreme Court. After a lengthy period of the greatest anxiety
to me, it was announced by Chief Justice Judd that the decision was in my favor, and that the commissions of
the present members of the cabinet expired with the death of the king.
The ground on which the ministers had based their scheme was, that the constitution distinctly stated that no
change of ministry should take place except by a vote of "want of confidence" passed by the majority of the
legislature. But while this was true, the document did not provide in any article for the continuance of the
cabinet after the decease of the sovereign. It was, therefore, held by the chief justice that the ancient custom in
this respect remained in force, and that commissions held under the deceased monarch gave no authority under
his successor. Messrs. Cummins, Spencer, Brown, and Peterson, accordingly tendered their resignations, which I
accepted, and then appointed: Mr. Samuel Parker, Minister of Foreign Affairs; Mr. C. N. Spencer, Minister of
the Interior; Mr. H. A. Widemann, Minister of Finance; Mr. W. A. Whiting, Attorney-General; their
commissions all bearing date of the 26th of February, 1891. Besides these appointments the position of
chamberlain, being vacant by the absence of Hon. George W. Macfarlane, was filled by Mr. J. W. Robertson,
who had been his assistant, and who subsequently proved to be a most efficient officer. Mr. Charles B. Wilson
was appointed marshal.
While the matter was pending, arrangements were made for the meeting of the members of the House of
Nobles for receiving the nominations of an heir apparent to the throne. On the ninth day of March, 1891,
Princess Victoria Kaiulani, Kalaninuiahilapalapa Kawekiu i Lunalilo, daughter of my sister, Princess Miriam
Kekauluohi Likelike and Hon. A. S. Cleghorn, was duly proclaimed heir apparent, and her nomination
recognized by the United States ship-of-war Mohican by a salute of twenty-one guns.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXVII
MY HUSBAND MADE PRINCE CONSORT – HIS DEATH
IN July I made the usual royal tour of the islands. I was accompanied by my husband, Governor Dominis, and
by Hon. Samuel Parker and Hon. W. A. Whiting of my cabinet. I visited Hawaii, Maui, and Molokai. At all the
places in these islands where we stopped we were most cordially greeted and royally entertained by the people.
Returning to Honolulu, we started out again for Kauai, but with a larger party than on the previous portion of the
royal tour. I was now accompanied by Prince Kalanianaole, Hon. Samuel Parker, Mrs. C. A. Brown, Mrs. W. A.
Aldrich, Mrs. C. H. Clark, Mrs. P. P. Kanoa, attended by her husband, Mrs. C. B. Wilson and her son, J. H.
Wilson, Hon. E. K. Lilikalani, Hon. John K. Richardson, Mrs. Ulumaheihei, Hon. W. P. Kanealii, Hon. D. W.
Pua, Mr. J. Kekipi, and Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Heleluhe. Greatly to our mutual regret, illness prevented my
husband from being one of the party.
At Kauai we were most hospitably received and royally entertained by Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Rice. They took us
to their handsome private residence at Lihue, to which there came all the principal people of the islands to pay
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respects. It was a great pleasure to me to receive these greetings, because up to this visit I had never seen so
large an assembly of the principal people of that island. There were the Eisenbergs, the McBrides, the Wilcoxes,
the Rices, the Smiths, some of these the living representatives of the oldest and best known of the missionary
families. It seemed to me to be more like an assembling together of our societies in the city of Honolulu.
Everything was done to make my arrival a most happy occasion to me by Mr. and Mrs. Rice, whose personal
friends became my friends, and added their welcome to that of my genial hosts. My visit to Hanalei was made
comfortable through the energy and kindness of Mr. Rice. In crossing from Hanalei through the sands of
Hoohila, it was by reason of his personal guidance that the passage was made in safety, and that we reached the
top of a high hill without accident.
Under the hospitable roof of Mr. and Mrs. Titcomb we spent a restful night; and on the morning following,
boarding the steamer James Makee, our party bade farewell to all the kind friends at Lihue. From thence we
proceeded to the island of Niihau, and landing, spent a very pleasant day on shore. Every attention was rendered
to us by the manager who had charge of the island under appointment from the Gays. Horses and carriages were
placed at our disposal, with which we rode through the country, and on our return found that we had been
provided, by the forethought of this gentleman, with a luncheon of nice fat mutton; and as we returned with
excellent appetites and were a large company, it soon disappeared. When evening came on we returned by the
steamer to Kalapaki, where Mrs. Rice had preceded us and had a surprise in readiness. A grand sea-bath was
proposed, to which we all gladly assented; and with scarcely an exception we refreshed ourselves in the cooling
waters.
Then came the surprise, for under a grove of Hau trees growing back of their mansion-house was spread a
most tempting table of good things. It was literally covered with the best of all that is produced in the whole
extent of these islands. Nothing seemed lacking that could gratify the taste or tempt the appetite. Can it be
possible that our genial host is the same man of whom, in narrating the events of the revolution of 1887, and the
political troubles of Mr. Gibson, I have had occasion to speak, as showing later traits of an almost savage
character? It is sad, but only too true. Moments sped quickly by, and time for departure came ere we were
aware; so, bidding farewell to our entertainers and their numerous friends, we went on our way to Honolulu,
where we arrived in the early part of the day following.
I found my husband somewhat better, but not yet able to leave his bed. He had not forgotten me during my
absence, and had planned some surprises for me at our Waialua residence, which he desired to show to me
himself. But he was too ill to undertake the journey. I was loth to leave him, and so hurriedly made the trip
around the island of Oahu. Accompanied by Hon. Samuel Parker, Hon. J. A. Cummins, and others, we spent one
night at the Kaneohe plantations, two nights at the residence of Mr. W. C. Lane, and passed only a little more
time at Mr. Cecil Brown's.
[Facing Page]
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HANALEI VALLEY ON THE ISLAND OF KAUAI
[Overleaf]
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At all of these places the people who came to receive us were delighted to have the opportunity to show their
loyalty and manifest their love. We stopped at Kahuku, at Laie, amongst the residents of the Mormon faith, and
then rode on to Waialua, where I found that my husband had indeed executed a great surprise for me. A large
wooden lanai, or outer room, had been built, capacious enough to accommodate some one hundred and fifty or
more persons. He had thought what a pleasure it would be to have this cool and pleasant resort, where, after the
heat of the day or a row up the stream of Anahulu, I might take my comfort in sitting under the grateful shade,
with all the friends I might select and invite to meet and rest with me there. It proved to be all that his kindness
foresaw and desired, and also served as a reception-room for pleasant dances and other festivities.
After staying at Waialua a few days, where Mrs. Halstead and her husband, a well-known planter of that
locality, entertained us, and also visiting some other prominent people of the district, we turned our steps toward
Ewa, where Mrs. Kahelelaukoa Brown gave a grand luau in our honor. From thence our party returned to the
city, making, as we entered its streets, quite an imposing cavalcade. At Washington Place I found my husband
delighted to meet me, but I noticed with solicitude that he seemed to be very feeble. He grew weaker and
weaker from this time until the morning of his death.
I was not expecting the immediate event, but watching in the room, when he motioned to me to approach his
bedside, – I complied with the wish. Hon. Samuel Parker and Major W. T. Seaward entered about the same
moment, and remained a few minutes with us. Out on the broad piazza at the farther end of the house were
seated a few of my young lady friends, his faithful valet, Mainalulu, and the attendants, Mary Kamiki, Keamalu,
and Kawelo. Dr. Trousseau, the physician in charge of the case, soon entered, and after a brief examination said
that he thought the patient needed rest, and motioned to those who were present that they would be excused
from the chamber. Accordingly they retired to the veranda, leaving me alone by my husband's bedside. This was
at about one o'clock. I drew near to the foot of the bed, and stood where I could easily watch him while he was
apparently sleeping. I had been thus standing but a few minutes when, noticing a slight quivering motion pass
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over his frame, I immediately went to his side, and then hastily called the friends in attendance and summoned
the doctor. He examined the patient, and said that all was over. Just a few minutes before my husband passed
away he made a peculiar motion of his hand which I have seen brethren of the Masonic fraternity use in the act
of prayer. Was this the moment at which his spirit was taking its flight from earth, to enter that larger and
grander brotherhood beyond the things which are seen?
The attending physician was quite affected by the death of Governor Dominis; for his friendship with my
husband was one of many years standing, and they had the warmest esteem for each other. By this simple
statement of fact, it will be noticed that I was entirely alone by the side of my husband when he died; but there
have been words of the cruelest import uttered by those who were not there, and could have known nothing of
the facts. May they be forgiven for the wrong done to me and to my husband's memory.
There was an immediate meeting of the ministers of my cabinet to decide what was to be done in regard to the
obsequies of Governor Dominis. That evening the remains were removed to Iolani Palace, and were laid in state.
This was on the twenty-seventh day of August, 1891. It was the general wish, and the decision of the cabinet
ministers, that the honors customarily granted to the deceased sovereigns should be accorded to my husband.
Consequently, the lying in state, the military guards, the watchers from the Masonic fraternity, the ladies in
attendance bringing their leis, their garlands, their floral decorations, the kahili bearers with the plumes of
office, all were employed in manner and detail as I have already described it in speaking of the funeral of my
brother, His Majesty King Kalakaua. The day appointed for the final ceremonies arrived; and Governor Dominis
was borne, with all the honors accorded to his brother the king, to his final resting-place, followed by many
sincere mourners, who had, by the kind offices of which I have only made mention now, done all that could be
done to soften my grief, and for whose sympathetic attentions I shall never cease to be grateful.
[Page]

CHAPTER XXXVIII
HAWAIIANS PLEAD FOR A NEW CONSTITUTION
AFTER my husband's death, my retainers at Waikiki (to each of whom I had set apart a lot of land, so that
each family might have its own home, and, further, that these might be handed down for the use of their children
and children's children), proposed to come and stay with me in the city. So I accorded to each family one week,
that all might have a share in this kindly office. This rule was laid down by me, and carefully observed from the
date of my husband's death.
This will be, perhaps, the place to mention a matter which has been made use of in an evil way by certain of
my enemies. On my accession to the throne my husband had been made prince consort, and after my brother's
burial I had proposed to him that he should move to the palace; but in his feeble health he dreaded the long stairs
there, which he would be obliged to climb, so I proposed to have the bungalow put in repair, and that the entire
house should be placed at his service.
With this proposition he was much pleased, and hopefully looked forward to the time when, recovering from
his illness, he would be able to take possession of his new home. He asked that there might be a small gate
opened near the bungalow, so that he might easily come and go without being obliged to go through the form of
offering to the sentry the password required for entrance by the front gate. His wish was immediately granted,
and instructions given to the Minister of the Interior to that effect. The bungalow was handsomely fitted up, and
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all things were made ready for his occupation; but owing to his continued and increasing ill-health he never
moved into it.
Mr. C. B. Wilson and his wife (seeing that she was one of my beneficiaries, and in her younger days one for
whom my husband and I had great consideration) asked if they might come and be near me. In response, I told
them that they might take the room that had been occupied by the Princess Poomaikalani in the bungalow. That
was all that passed between us about the matter. Mrs. Wilson and Mrs. Clark were in constant attendance upon
me as ladies in waiting.
Mrs. Eveline Wilson from her childhood had professed a great fondness and love for me, and with two other
young ladies, Lizzie Kapoli and Sophie Sheldon, had made my home theirs. Bright young girls, with happy
hearts, and free from care and trouble, they made that part of my life a most delightful epoch to me. It was then
that Mr. Wilson first sought the hand of pretty little Kittie Townsend. Thus we had known Mr. Wilson quite well
as a young man when he was courting his wife. My husband and myself had warmly favored his suit; and, with
his wife, he naturally became a retainer of the household, and from time to time they took up their residence
with us. But one cannot always tell what a young man of promise may be when he arrives at full manhood.
Mr. Samuel Parker called on me one day, and, after discussing some cabinet affairs, asked me directly, if there
was any truth in the report that I had called in the advice or sought the assistance of Mr. C. B. Wilson in public
affairs. To this I very naturally demanded the reasons why he should ask such questions. He replied that Mr.
Wilson had told persons down town that he knew of matters which were connected with the cabinet, and that it
was through his advice that certain measures had been carried through. On the strength of these remarks,
occasion had been taken by Mr. J. E. Bush and Mr. R. W. Wilcox to publish in their newspapers articles
calculated to prove injurious to my reputation. I answered Mr. Parker that I consulted no one outside of my
cabinet, and that no measures had ever been consummated excepting such as had been advised by the ministers.
He recognized the truth of this statement, and communicated the substance of our conversation to his
colleagues.
Mr. Bush and Mr. Wilcox at the very commencement of my regency had openly asked for billets of office; a
favor I had scarcely the power, and certainly not the intention, to grant, because all the offices were then filled
by men whom I thought were good, loyal, and true to the crown. Mr. Bush had further published articles in his
paper which did not meet with my approval, for they were attacks upon my brother, the king. Was he at work
with the opposition party at the time he solicited office? Whether this was so or not, his subsequent actions
showed at least the deepest ingratitude towards myself, who had showered favors on him and on his family,
educated his children, and kept them all from poverty. Mr. R. W. Wilcox I have spoken of elsewhere. It will be
seen that he had also become one of my enemies.
I was recently told that Mr. Wilson, at the time of Mr. Wilcox's attempt in 1889, would enter the meetings
which were held at the king's barracks, and then, leaving the assembly, would stealthily go around to the house
of Mr. A. F. Judd, and report all that had transpired. I have had no experiences more painful than the evidences
of ingratitude among those I have had reason to think my friends; and I sincerely hope that in this case I have
been misinformed.
One evening, shortly after Mr. and Mrs. Wilson had moved into the bungalow, he presented himself at the
Blue Room of the palace, and then first mentioned the idea that a new constitution should be promulgated.
About two days after this suggestion I received a call from Mr. Samuel Nowlein, who alluded to the same
matter. A few days after Mr. Joseph Nawahi, with Mr. William White, had an interview with me by their request,
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and called my attention to the same public need. Until these conversations, it had not occurred to me as possible
to take such a step in the interest of the native people; but after these parties had spoken to me, I began to give
the subject my careful consideration. Twice Mr. White spoke to me on the matter before I told him that I would
like to have a conference with all, to listen to an expression of their views.
Accordingly a meeting was called to be held at Muolaulani Palace, at which there was to be an opportunity
for them to compare their opinions and discuss them in my presence. I heard what the opinions of the gentlemen
were, but gave them no intimation of my own ideas or intentions, for I had really come to no definite
conclusion. When the assembly was opened, I noticed that Mr. Wilson was not present, nor did he attend any of
the meetings which were held for the consideration of the matter of constitutional reform, but came singly and
alone to speak to me on the subject. But it seems that all this time, while I was simply reflecting on the situation,
each of them was going forward and engaging in the preparation or draft of a new constitution.
When completed, I was handed by one party a copy of that it proposed, and by Mr. Wilson I was given a copy
of the one on which he had been engaged. After reading both over, I employed a young man, simply because he
was a very neat penman, to make copies; his name was W. F. Kaae, but he was usually called Kaiu. This is
worthy of mention, because I subsequently discovered that, while upon this work for me, he took copies to Mr.
A. F. Judd for the examination of that gentleman. It can readily be seen by what kind of persons I was
surrounded; it must be remembered that I now write with a knowledge of recent events, but that then I had the
fullest confidence in the loyalty of those who professed to be my friends.
The election of 1892 arrived, and with it the usual excitement of such occasions. Petitions poured in from
every part of the Islands for a new constitution; these were addressed to myself as the reigning sovereign. They
were supported by petitions addressed to the Hui Kalaaina, who in turn indorsed and forwarded them to me. It
was estimated by those in position to know, that out of a possible nine thousand five hundred registered voters,
six thousand five hundred, or two-thirds, had signed these petitions. To have ignored or disregarded so general a
request I must have been deaf to the voice of the people, which tradition tells us is the voice of God. No true
Hawaiian chief would have done other than to promise a consideration of their wishes.
My first movement was to inquire of the parties active in the matter what they had to propose. I asked the Hui
Kalaaina if they had any draft of a constitution prepared for my examination. The committee replied that they
had not. After leaving my presence, they applied to Mr. W. R. Castle, and requested him to draw one out for
them. Soon after the committee again entered my presence, this time bearing a neatly written document; but
whether it had been drawn by Mr. Castle or by others, it is difficult for me to say. This I handed back to the
committee, telling them to keep it until some future day, when I would ask them for it; because I did not intend
at that moment to make any announcement of my purposes.
September 1st, 1892, witnessed the opening of the legislative assembly. There was nothing lacking of that
pomp and display which had been first inaugurated in the days of Kanikeaouli, the third of the Kamehamehas.
These forms and ceremonies were suggested and taught to the Hawaiian people by Dr. G. P. Judd, Mr. W.
Richards, and Mr. R. Armstrong, men who originally came to Hawaii with no other avowed object than that of
teaching the religion of Jesus Christ; but they soon resigned their meagre salaries from the American Board of
Commissioners for Foreign Missions, and found positions in the councils or cabinets of the Kamehamehas more
lucrative and presumably more satisfactory to them.
Lunalilo had an official staff, and many of his aids-de-camp were white men, as also happened with
Kamehameha V., Kalakaua, and all the recent Hawaiian sovereigns. Dr. E. Hoffman, Mr. W. F. Allen, Mr. M. T.
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Monserrat, Mr. Prendergast, and many others whose names I might mention, have been perfectly willing to wear
the uniform of the crown, to display their gilt lace and brass buttons on state occasions, and to ride richly
caparisoned horses with shining accoutrements through our streets; and as long as the missionary party chose
the men that were to be thus decked out, honored, and exhibited, it was never alleged that the Hawaiian kings
loved display, and sought pomp and fuss and feathers. Yet what had our earlier monarchs ever done for the
public good? Individually, nothing. They had acquiesced in the course laid down for them by the missionaries.
The government established by these pious adventurers was the government of the day.
Those of their number who were able to get into government service drew their salaries faithfully, and spent
or saved as they saw fit, but observed a truly "religious" silence as to the folly of spending money on public
displays. This is the more remarkable, because there were other ways, even then, of securing treas[Facing Page]

KING STREET, WITH GOVERNMENT BUILDING AND OPERA HOUSE
[Overleaf]
[Page]
ury deficiencies. I remember that when G. P. Judd, W. Richards, and R. Armstrong were cabinet ministers, a
deficiency so inexplicable occurred that the cabinet was required to resign immediately, and to one of the
retiring members the popular appellation "kauka-kope-kala" subsequently adhered pretty tenaciously. I refrain
from translating, as the title is not one of honor; but it still clings to the family as an heirloom.
It is more to the point that Kalakaua's reign was, in a material sense, the golden age of Hawaiian history. The
wealth and importance of the Islands enormously increased, and always as a direct consequence of the king's
acts. It has been currently supposed that the policy and foresight of the "missionary party" is to be credited with
all that he accomplished, since they succeded in abrogating so many of his prerogatives, and absorbing the lion's
share of the benefits derived from it. It should, however, be only necessary to remember that the measures which
brought about our accession of wealth were not at all in line with a policy of annexation to the United States,
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which was the very essence of the dominant "missionary" idea. In fact, his progressive foreign policy was well
calculated to discourage it.
And for this reason, probably, they could not be satisfied even with the splendid results which our continued
nationality offered them. They were not grateful for a prosperity which must sooner or later, while enriching
them, also elevate the masses of the Hawaiian people into a self-governing class, and depose them from that
primacy in our political affairs which they chiefly valued. They became fiercely jealous of every measure which
promised to benefit the native people, or to stimulate their national pride. Every possible embarrassment and
humiliation were heaped upon my brother. And because I was suspected of having the welfare of the whole
people also at heart (and what sovereign with a grain of wisdom could be otherwise minded?), I must be made to
feel yet more severely that my kingdom was but the assured prey of these "conquistadores."
As I have said, the legislature was opened, and began its daily sessions. The usual measures were brought in,
one after another, for consideration by the representatives of the people. But all other matters were persistently
thrust aside in order to give time for the repeated dismissals of cabinets. By the account given by me of the
revolution of 1887, it will be noticed that the constitution forced upon my brother at that date made the
sovereign inferior to the cabinet. The ministry must be appointed by the monarch, but once appointed had
absolute control over every measure, nor could the monarch dismiss them, and only a vote of the legislature
could deprive them of their portfolios. That provision made the cabinet, as I have shown in previous pages, a
perpetual foot-ball in the hands of political parties.
Therefore, this session of the legislature, instead of giving attention to measures required for the good of the
country, devoted its energies to the making and unmaking of cabinets. I think there were four rapidly
commissioned by me and voted out. But at this point I call attention to the statement which I made to Hon.
James H. Blount, the commissioner charged with the work of investigating the circumstances of the over-throw
of the constitutional government of the Hawaiian Islands. In that statement will be found the matter which
properly supplements this chapter, and need not be again detailed in this memoir. It naturally, together with
some review of events already related, forms the connecting link between the opening ceremonies of the
legislature and the enforced abdication of my authority.
Selected by reason of his perfect impartiality and long acquaintance with foreign affairs, this gentleman was
sent out by His Excellency Grover Cleveland, President of the United States, and arrived in Honolulu on the
twenty-ninth day of March, 1893. In July Mr. Blount made his final report, to which I need only allude to say
that, as is well known, after digesting a mass of testimony on both sides, he decided that I was the constitutional
ruler of the Hawaiian Islands. It was at this time that I made to him the statement which will be found in the
closing pages of this volume. 4
Of the manner in which Hon. J. H. Blount conducted the investigation, I must speak in the terms of the
highest praise. He first met the parties opposed to my government, and took down their statements, which were
freely given, because they had imagined that he could be easily turned in their favor. So they gave him the truth,
and some important facts in admission of their revolutionary intentions, dating from several years back. Mr.
Blount afterwards took the statements of the government, or royalist side. These were simply given,
straightforward, and easily understood. Compare the two statements, and it is not difficult to explain the final
report of Mr. Blount. All the evidence can be reviewed by any person who may wish to do so, and a judgment
formed of the men who caused this revolution, as it has been bound in volumes, and can be seen at the Library
of Congress in the Capitol at Washington.
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CHAPTER XXXIX
THE "CRIMES I AM CHARGED WITHAL."
THE three "intolerable" measures with which my government stands charged by those who succeeded in
enlisting the aid of so powerful an ally as the United States in this revolution are as follows: –
First, – That I proposed to promulgate a new constitution. I have already shown that two-thirds of my people
declared their dissatisfaction with the old one; as well they might, for it was a document originally designed for
a republic, hastily altered when the conspirators found that they had not the courage to assassinate the king. It is
alleged that my proposed constitution was to make such changes as to give to the sovereign more power, and to
the cabinet or legislature less, and that only subjects, in distinction from temporary residents, could exercise
suffrage. In other words, that I was to restore some of the ancient rights of my people. I had listened to whatever
had been advised, had examined whatever drafts of constitutions others had brought me, and promised but little.
But, supposing I had thought it wise to limit the exercise of suffrage to those who owed allegiance to no other
country; is that different from the usage in all other civilized nations on earth? Is there another country where a
man would be allowed to vote, to seek for office, to hold the most responsible of positions, without becoming
naturalized, and reserving to himself the privilege of protection under the guns of a foreign man-of-war at any
moment when he should quarrel with the government under which he lived? Yet this is exactly what the quasi
Americans, who call themselves Hawaiians now and Americans when it suits them, claimed the right to do at
Honolulu.
The right to grant a constitution to the nation has been, since the very first one was granted, a prerogative of
the Hawaiian sovereigns. The constitution of 1840 was drawn at Lahaina by a council aided by missionary
graduates, but promulgated by the king without any appeal to other authority. That of 1852 was drawn by Dr.
Judd, John II., and Chief Justice Lee. It was submitted to the legislature, not to the people, and, as amended by
the members, became the law of the land. In 1864 there was an attempt to hold a constitutional convention: but,
as I have shown in this history, Prince Lot, or, as he then was, Kamehameha V., dissolved the convention,
because dissatisfied with its inaction, and in a week's time declared the former constitution abrogated; and,
without asking a vote from anybody, gave the land a new and ably drawn constitution, under which the country
was prosperously ruled for twenty-three years, or until it was overthrown by aliens determined to coerce my
brother. Then followed their own draft of 1887, which also was never ratified by any deliberative assembly.
Such, in brief, is the history of constitution making in Hawaii; and from this mere statement of the facts it will
be seen that of all the rulers of the Hawaiian Islands for the last half-century, I was the only one who assented to
a modification of the existing constitution on the expressed wishes, not only of my own advisers, but of twothirds of the popular vote, and, I may say it without fear of contradiction, of the entire population of native or
half-native birth. Yet, with the above historical record before them in a book written and printed by one of their
own number, the missionary party have had the impudence to announce to the world that I was unworthy longer
to rule, because on my sole will and wish I had proposed to overthrow "the constitution."
Second, – I am charged by my opposers with signing a lottery bill. I have already shown, in the
communication of the cabinet to my brother, and the ruling of the Supreme Court supporting their view, that,
according to the "bayonet" constitution, made and enforced by the missionary party, the sovereign shall and
must sign such measures as the cabinet presents for signature. This is, in another form, an absolute denial of the
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power of the veto. But even had I held veto power, it may be noted here that on many accounts the bill was
popular. No one would have been more benefited than my accusers. The government of Hawaii was to take no
part in the lottery, but was to receive a fixed and openly stated sum of money for its charter. Among the
advantages guaranteed was that the projectors should build a railroad around the large island of Hawaii, thus
employing the people and benefiting land-holders.
We were petitioned and besought to grant it by most of the mercantile class of the city, – shopkeepers,
mechanics, manufacturers, – in fact, all the middle class of the people. Nor is the reason at all difficult to state
by any one who knows our community. When the people of native and part native birth prosper, business is
good and the community is prosperous. The prosperity brought by the reciprocity treaty and the sugar
plantations had disappointed our expectations. The money went into the hands of the few, who safely invested in
foreign interests and enterprises every dollar of it, save the amount of wages paid to foreign and Mongolian
labor. But the advantages to be received from the charter of this, which in some American localities is called a
"gift enterprise," would be immediately put in circulation among our own people, because spent on muchneeded public works, and thus would bring some little prosperity to them parallel to that enjoyed by foreigners.
I am not defending lotteries. They are not native productions of my country, but introduced into our "heathen"
land by so-called Christians, from a Christian nation, who have erected monuments, universities, and legislative
halls by that method. I am simply explaining what this bill intended, because, by the reports sent to their
correspondents in the United States, the missionary party represented me as a grand vender of lottery tickets, by
which I was to become rich and powerful; whereas the scheme, be it good or bad, would not have been to my
individual profit, but to that of my native people.
Third, – I proposed to issue licenses for the importation and sale of opium. I did think it would be wise to
adopt measures for restricting and controlling a trade which it is impossible to suppress. With a Chinese
population of over twenty thousand persons, it is absolutely impossible to prevent smuggling, unlawful trade,
bribery, corruption, and every abuse. There were more scandals connected with the opium traffic than I have the
time to notice here. Some of the most prominent citizens have been connected with these affairs, and frauds
have been unearthed even in the custom-house itself. The names of Mr. Parks, of Mr. W. F. Allen, and more
recently of Mr. Henry Waterhouse, have been associated with some very questionable dealings in this drug; and
it may be doubted whether the practice of hushing up such matters is favorable to good morals in any
community. The Provisional Government seems to have had no scruples in the matter; for the sons of the
missionaries exported a large quantity of confiscated opium, and sold it for fifty thousand dollars in British
Columbia.
The British government has long since adopted license instead of prohibition, and the statute proposed among
the final acts of my government was drawn from one in use in the British colonies; yet I have still to learn that
there has been any proposition on the part of the pious people of London to dethrone Her Majesty Queen
Victoria for issuing such licenses.
I have thus, for the first and only time, reviewed the position of my opponents in regard to the only public
charges which they made against my administration of government; and the reader can judge if all or any of
them are of a nature to justify revolt against authority, and the summoning of aid of a foreign vessel of war, as
they outrageously stated at the time, – "to protect American life and property!"
My appointments of cabinet officers were never given the test of experience; because the ministry was
invariably voted out by the legislature "for want of confidence" without just cause, and in one notable instance
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within an hour or so from the time when I sent in the names. It is a matter of great satisfaction to me when I look
back at the actions of that legislature, to reflect that none of the ministers of my selection have ever been voted
out for any crime, for any defalcation in their accounts, or for failure in the exercise of their duties in public
office. But it is a source of sincere regret to me that the members of that legislative assembly should have so
forgotten themselves, the dignity of their position, and the responsibility with which the people had intrusted
them as representatives, as to permit themselves to behave in such an unpatriotic manner.
The Macfarlane cabinet was one of the greatest popularity amongst the Hawaiian people on account of the
stand Mr. Macfarlane took in the House, and his courage in replying to the false and uncalled-for speeches of J.
L. Stevens, the American Minister resident.
[Page]

CHAPTER XL
OVERTHROW OF THE MONARCHY
AFTER the so-called Provisional Government had been recognized by Minister Stevens, and I had referred in
writing my case to the United States, there was no more for me to do but retire in peace to my private residence,
there to await the decision of the United States government. This I did, and cautioned the leaders of my people
to avoid riot or resistance, and to await tranquilly, as I was doing, the result of my appeal to the power to whom
alone I had yielded my authority. While in Washington in 1897, I had prepared for me as brief a statement as
possible from official documents there of the reference of my case to the decision of the United States
government as arbitrator in the matter. 5
It has been my endeavor, in these recollections, to avoid speaking evil of any person, unless absolutely
demanded by the exigencies of my case before the public. I simply state facts, and let others form their own
judgment of the individuals. But of Minister John L. Stevens it must be said that he was either mentally
incapable of recognizing what is to be expected of a gentleman, to say nothing of a diplomatist, or he was
decidedly in league with those persons who had conspired against the peace of Hawaii from the date of the
"Queen's Jubilee" in 1887. Several times in my presence, to which he had access by virtue of his official
position, he conducted himself with such a disregard of good manners as to excite the comment of my friends.
His official dispatches to his own government, from the very first days of his landing, abound in statements to
prove (according to his view) the great advantage of an overthrow of the monarchy, and a cession of my
domains to the rule of the United States. His own daughter went as a messenger to the largest one of the islands
of my kingdom to secure names for a petition for the annexation of the Hawaiian Islands to the American
Union, and by an accident lost her life, with the roll containing the few names she had secured. All this took
place while he was presumed to be a friendly minister to a friendly power, and when my minister was under the
same relation to his government. Of his remarks regarding myself personally I will take no notice, further than
to say that, by his invitation, I attended a very delightful lunch party at his house a few months before the United
States troops were landed.
Mr. Albert F. Willis arrived in Honolulu on Saturday, the fourth day of November, 1893. He came from San
Francisco on the same steamer with Rev. Dr. C. M. Hyde, the local representative or agent of the American
Board of Missions. By this gentleman Mr. Willis was approached and informed, until he became imbued with
Dr. Hyde's own prejudices against the native people of the Hawaiian Islands and against their queen. That
clergyman's propensity to speak evil of his neighbor may be recalled by those who read his remarks about the
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late lamented Father Damien. One of the first acts of Mr. Willis was to send for me to come to his residence,
which I did, accompanied by my chamberlain, Mr. Robertson. Was it the place of the lady to go to the house of
the gentleman, or for the latter to call on the lady? I leave it for others to decide. As for myself, I simply felt that
I would undertake anything for the benefit of my people.
At this time men were going about town with firearms; shots were at times flying about the city, whistling
through the air, or penetrating houses to the great danger of the occupants; and no one was responsible for the
local disorder. Words of harm towards my person had been openly spoken by the revolutionists; spies were in
my household, and surrounded my house by day and by night; spies were also stationed at the steps of the
Congregational church opposite my residence, to take note of those who entered my gates, how long they
remained, and when they went out. My respect for true religion prevents my stating the active part one of the
preachers of God's Word took in this espionage. It was under these circumstances that I prepared to visit Mr.
Willis in accordance with his request.
On entering the house of Mr. Willis, Mr. Mills directed me into the parlor, while he and Mr. Robertson entered
the opposite room. A Japanese screen divided the apartments. I was seated on the sofa when Mr. Willis,
entering, took a chair, and sat down just in front of me, near the screen. He informed me that he was the bearer
of the kindest greetings from President Cleveland, and that the President would do all in his power to undo the
wrong which had been done. He then asked if I would consent to sign a proclamation of general amnesty, stating
that I would grant complete protection and pardon to those who had overthrown my government. I told him that
I would consult my ministers on that matter. The suggestion did not seem to meet with his approval.
I well knew, and it has been conclusively shown in this history, that my actions could not be binding or in any
way recognized unless supported by the ministers in cabinet meeting. This was according to law, and according
to the constitution these very persons had forced upon the nation. Perhaps Mr. Willis thought that all he had to
do was to propose, and then that my place was to acquiesce. But he asked again for my judgment in the matter
as it stood, and seemed determined to obtain an expression of opinion from me. I told him that, as to granting
amnesty, it was beyond my powers as a constitutional sovereign. That it was a matter for the privy council and
for the cabinet. That our laws read that those who are guilty of treason should suffer the penalty of death.
He then wished to know if I would carry out that law. I said that I would be more inclined personally to
punish them by banishment, and confiscation of their property to the government. He inquired again if such was
my decision. I regarded the interview as an informal conversation between two persons as to the best thing for
the future of my country, but I repeated to him my wish to consult my ministers before deciding on any definite
action. This terminated the consultation, excepting that Mr. Willis specially requested me not to mention
anything concerning the matter to any person whomsoever, and assured me he would write home to the
government he represented.
He did so. It was a long month before he could receive any reply; but when it came he communicated the fact
to me, and asked for another interview at his house. This time he also inquired if there was any other person I
would like to have with me. I suggested the name of Mr. J. O. Carter, at which the American minister seemed to
be highly pleased. So at the stated hour we met. This time Mr. Willis had present as his stenographer Mr. Ellis C.
Mills, afterward American consul-general at Honolulu. He first read me what he said were some notes of our
former interview. From whence did these come? By Mr. Willis's own proposition we were to be entirely alone
during that interview, and to all appearance we were so. Was there a stenographer behind that Japanese screen?
Whatever the paper was, Mr. Willis finished the reading of it, and asked me if it was correct. I replied, "Yes."
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

106/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

Doubtless, had I held the document in my hand, and had I been permitted to read and examine it, for the eye
perceives words that fall unheeded on the ear, I should then have noticed that there was a clause which declared
that I was to have my opponents beheaded. That is a form of punishment which has never been used in the
Hawaiian Islands, either before or since the coming of foreigners. Mr. Willis then asked me if my views were
the same as when we met the first time; and I again said "Yes," or words to that effect. Mr. Carter inquired if I
rescinded so much of Mr. Willis's report as related to the execution of the death penalty upon those in revolt. To
this I replied, "I do in that respect."
Yet, notwithstanding the fact was officially reported in the despatches of Mr. Willis, that I especially declared
that my enemies should not suffer the death penalty, I found to my horror, when the newspapers came to
Honolulu from the United States, that the President and the American people had been told that I was about to
behead them all! There is an old proverb which says that "a lie can travel around the world while the truth is
putting on its boots." That offensive charge was repeated to my hurt as often as possible; although I immediately
send my protest that I had not used the words attributed to me by Mr. Willis in our informal conversation, and
that at my first official interview with him I had modified (so far as my influence would go) the law of all
countries regarding treason.
At the interview held Saturday, Dec. 16, I did decline to promise executive clemency, and gave as my reason
that, this being the second offence of these individuals, they were regarded as dangerous to the community. That
their very residence would be a constant menace; that there never would be peace in my country, or harmony
amongst the people of different nations residing with us, as long as such a disturbing element remained,
especially after they had once been successful in seizing the reins of government. But on Monday, Dec. 18, Mr.
Willis came to Washington Place; and again acting under the advice of Hon. J. O. Carter, I gave to him a
document recognizing the high sense of justice which had prompted the action of Mr. Cleveland, and agreeing
that, in view of his wishes, the individuals setting up or supporting the Provisional Government should have full
amnesty in their persons and their property, if they would work together with me in trying to restore peace and
prosperity to our beautiful and once happy islands.
It was most unfortunate that the American minister should have so misrepresented me, or that I should have
so misunderstood him, or that his stenographer (if there was one concealed at that interview) should have
blundered, or that I should have been so overburdened by the many aspects of the painful situation as to be
ignorant or unconscious of the importance of the precise words read in my presence. The only official
communication made by me was to the effect that there should be perfect amnesty, and this was made in
recognition of President Cleveland's courtesy and justice.
Events proved that it would not have made the least difference what I had said or what I had not said; for
these people, having once gained the power, were determined never to relinquish it. Mr. Dole wrote to the
American minister charging him with being in correspondence with me, and demanded of Mr. Willis if he was
acting in any way hostile to his, that is, the Provisional Government. The very next day Mr. Willis sent word to
Mr. Dole that he had a communication to make to him. So, Dec. 20, Mr. Willis went to President Dole, and
delivered his message from President Cleveland, in which Mr. Dole was asked to resign that power which he
had only obtained through the acts of Minister Stevens and the United States troops. Mr. Willis's speech is a full
and explicit confession of the ground taken by my government, that it was overthrown by a conspiracy to which
the United States, through its minister, was a party; and after assuring Mr. Dole that I had granted full amnesty
to all parties, asked him to resign and restore the old order of things. Mr. Willis says in his latest utterance on the
subject: –
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"It becomes my duty to advise you of the President's determination of the question which your action and that
of the queen devolved upon him, and that you are expected to relinquish to her her constitutional authority. In
the name of and by the authority of the United States of America, I submit to you the question, 'Are you willing
to abide by the decision of the President?'"
Could there be any plainer recognition than this that I was the constitutional ruler of my people?
And yet I cannot help calling attention to the difference in the treatment accorded to the two parties, and their
reference to the United States. Three days were given to Mr. Dole to consider Mr. Cleveland's decision, as
announced by Mr. Willis. The documents were placed in his hands to study over; and were he disposed he could
call together his associates, compare their opinions, and then return a carefully written and diplomatic answer.
This he did, under the date of the 23rd of December, at midnight, when he himself delivered his response to Mr.
Willis. In contrast, I, a lone woman, was sent an order to go to the residence of a gentleman until that moment a
stranger to me. Without the least warning of the nature of the communication to be made to me, and without a
moment's deliberation or consultation with friendly counsellors, I was urged to give my opinion as to matters
which in any government should be decided only after careful consideration; and then my first immature
impressions of the claims of my people and of justice were telegraphed broadcast, while my official and
subsequent proclamation of the entire amnesty was hardly noticed. And yet, all this time, by Mr. Willis's own
words, I was recognized by the United States as the constitutional sovereign of the Hawaiian Islands.
The Hawaiian people almost worship the name of President Cleveland; for he has tried to do what was right,
and it was only because he was not supported by Congress that his efforts were not successful. Mr. Dole's
answer, as could have been predicted by any who know the men composing the missionary party, was a refusal
to comply with the request of President Cleveland. But, none the less, my grateful people will always remember
that, in his message to Congress and in his official acts, Mr. Cleveland showed the greatest anxiety to do that
which was just, and that which was for the honor of the nation over which he had been elected chief ruler. He
has always had from me the utmost respect and esteem.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLI
SOME IMPORTANT INQUIRIES
THE first annexation commission was sent to Washington by the parties who had been prominent in the
overthrow of the monarchy during the closing days of the administration of President Harrison. When Mr.
Carter and his fellow-commissioners, Messrs. Thurston, Wilder, Castle, and Marsden, arrived in Washington,
President Harrison and Secretary Foster had received my letter of protest, so that they had ample time to
consider the situation before the so-called commissioners were presented at the executive mansion. Yet, after
having been fully warned by the statements in my letter, these men were received diplomatically.
I was the constitutional ruler the last time the Department of State had heard from the Islands.
The minister bearing my commission and seal was at that moment residing at the national capital.
I had informed President Harrison and his Secretary of State of the unjust and fraudulent actions of the
revolutionists, of the well-known aid and counsel they had received from Mr. John L. Stevens, the American
minister, and the substantial assistance given by the forces of the United States ship Boston, under command of
Captain Wiltse, through which agencies, and those alone, my government had been overthrown.
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PALACE SQUARE IN FRONT OF IOLANI PALACE
ADMIRAL SKERRETT REVIEWING THE MEN OF THE U.S.S. "BOSTON"
[Overleaf]
[Page]
I had asked that justice should be done, and that the rights of my people should be restored.
President Harrison chose to set aside my statement and petition, and give audience to these irresponsible
commissioners, sending to the Senate a treaty which, without the least authority, they offered to him.
These commissioners were self-chosen; but even allowing that they had been selected by the missionary
party, with whom they were in sympathy, yet that was a mere petty minority, – only 637 voters against 9,500 of
Hawaiian birth and nationality. Yet their proposition was certainly sent to the Senate, while no action whatever
was ever taken upon mine, although in this I did not represent myself individually, but the constitutional
government and the real people of Hawaii. I have been informed, since I visited Washington in 1897, that the
Senate decided that these acts of President Harrison amounted to a recognition of the Provisional Government.
Why should this be so, when it was a mere proposal placed before the President, and by him transmitted as such
to the Senate? It was there simply for their consideration. No vote was taken on the question up to the day when
it was withdrawn by his successor, President Cleveland. The pretence of recognition to these irresponsible
commissioners was unjust to me, as well as a wrong to the Hawaiian people.
In contrast to this, the wise step taken by President Cleveland in sending a commissioner to investigate the
situation was fair to both sides, and carried out by the man of his choice in a thoroughly impartial manner. When
Mr. Cleveland was finally forced into some kind of recognition of the missionary party, he used these words,
that he recognized "the right of the Hawaiian people to choose their own form of government." My people have
had no choice since the Provisional Government came into power.
Nothing of importance seems to have transpired during the early part of the year 1894. All this time, however,
the Hawaiian people were waiting with patience to hear from the American continent that justice was to be
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

109/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

done, and their constitutional rights restored by the great power to which they had trusted.
No messages or communications of any kind were made to me all this time by the American minister, and
none were sent to me from Washington by the Department of State. Why was this? By Mr. Cleveland's decision,
by Mr. Gresham's despatches to Mr. Willis, by the declarations of that gentleman publicly made to Mr. Dole, I,
Liliuokalani, was the constitutional sovereign of the Hawaiian Islands; why should I have been kept in complete
ignorance of all that was taking place at Washington, while the petty minority of alien residents, who had been
summoned by the American minister "in the name of the United States of America to resign power and
authority," should receive official despatches which ought to have been delivered to me?
Just before he left the Islands, Mr. Blount impressed upon me with great solemnity the importance of the
continuance of the peaceful attitude of the Hawaiian people, assuring me that if any disturbance should take
place on our part it would prompt the United States to send vessels of war to the port, men would again be
landed, and the result would be the loss of the independence of our country. Believing that he spoke by
authority, and that the day of release from the oppression of the stranger was near, I continued from the day of
my retirement at Washington Place to impress upon all the necessity for abstaining from riot or disturbance.
The people listened to my voice, and obeyed my will with a submission that kept the community free from
disorder far more than any law or restraint of that which has called itself a government. Many a time I have
heard that the Hawaiians would no longer submit to their oppressors, that they were about to appeal to fire and
the sword; but I have always dissuaded them from commencing any such measures. This discontent was not
confined to the people of native or even part native birth. Those of foreign ancestry not in sympathy with the
revolutionists, those whose daily comfort had been disturbed or whose business had been made unprofitable or
ruined by the rich and powerful missionary party, appealed to me and my friends to restore the old order of
things, that prosperity might again smile on the majority, instead of being locked up in the bank accounts of a
very few.
It subsequently became known to me through other sources, although not until long after the date about which
I now write, that the Senate had taken matters out of the hands of President Cleveland, and had conducted an
independent investigation in the city of Washington, at which O. P. Emerson, Peter C. Jones, Z. S. Spalding, W.
D. Alexander, Lieutenant Lucien Young, Mr. E. K. Moore, L. G. Hobbs, W. T. Swinburne, Lieutenant Laird, Mr.
A. F. Judd, W. C. Wilder, J. H. Soper, A. S. Wilcox, C. Bolte, Geo. N. Wilcox, John Emmeluth, C. L. Carter, F.
W. McChesney, W. B. Oleson, J. A. McCandless, Minister John L. Stevens, James F. Morgan, William R.
Castle, L. A. Thurston, Dewitt Coffman, M. Stelker, William S. Bowen, P. W. Reeder, Charles L. Macarthur,
Admiral George Belknap, N. B. Dalameter, Francis R. Day, Rev. R. R. Hoes, W. E. Simpson, N. Ludlow, and S.
N. Castle, gave either by affidavit or in person their testimony against me.
So far as the above individuals knew anything whatever about the affairs of Hawaii, they were conspirators
against my government; the obscurely known amongst the number were from those who had been, as one of
them stated, simply rusticating at the Islands a while, and had been poisoned against the native people by my
enemies. Not a single witness on the side of constitutional government was examined by the committee, if I
except Hon. James H. Blount, who was called, and courageously repeated all the statements of his report to Mr.
Cleveland.
Yet on such ex parte testimony as this, the Senate made a lengthy and partisan report, which I never had an
opportunity to examine until my residence in Washington during the winter of 1897. It is altogether too long to
find admittance here, but its meaning can be expressed in a very few words. It says that, rightfully or
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wrongfully, the native monarchy had been overthrown, the parties who succeeded in this fraud and imposition
had been acknowledged as a government by the administration of Mr. Harrison, and therefore the question
would not be reopened nor the facts reviewed by the United States!
Where was proper consideration given to my own statement to President Harrison, made through my
commissioner, Mr. Paul Neumann? Why were not the petitions of the patriotic leagues of my people put into the
inquiry? Why was not the fact that there was such an inquiry going on communicated to me? Why were my
enemies informed of that which was in progress, so that they could hurry to Washington, or send their testimony,
while not one of my friends was given the opportunity to raise a voice on behalf of the disfranchised Hawaiian
people or their persecuted queen? Whatever may be the answers to these questions, it is true that no message
ever reached me. No further communication was ever made to me by the American minister, nor did I even hear,
except through the most vague kind of rumor, that probably no more would be done in the cause of justice. Even
the fact of the decision of the Senate was not communicated to me; yet it seems that it was all settled the last
week of February, 1894, on the testimony of the above aliens.
Since the bold admissions of members of the missionary party made to Minister Blount of their own guilt,
since the confession, by those who had established themselves at the head of a provisional government, of the
intended crime of which my brother was to be the victim, all of which appears in black and white on the pages
of their own testimony, the scornful title of "P. G." has clung to them, to their children, and will be passed down
to their children's children. After the truth was made public they became ashamed to hear themselves called "P.
G.'s," and, repudiating the name, called themselves instead "Annexationists."
The so-called Provisional Government began in the spring of 1894 to consider again a change of name. So
they allowed a few of their chosen tools to vote for what was called a constitutional convention, of which the
original conspirators, to the number of nineteen, who had no warrant for their position save their own self-given
nominations, and eighteen others in sympathy with them, enacted what they called a constitution; and in order to
have some guns fired at its adoption, and to curry favor with the United States, they announced the so-called
Republic on the fourth of July, 1894, and it was declared from the steps of Iolani Palace, while the vessels of
war in the harbor were saluting for a totally different occasion.
During that same month, Mr. Samuel Parker had mentioned to me the necessity, in his opinion, of sending a
Hawaiian commissioner to the United States to see what could be done for our people. Mr. Cornwell also
consulted me upon the same matter. By conference with these gentlemen, it was decided that, instead of sending
five commissioners, as we had at first designed to do, that Hon. Samuel Parker, Mr. John A. Cummins, Judge H.
A. Widemann, with Major W. T. Seaward as secretary, should visit the capital of the United States, and represent
those in Hawaii, whether native or foreign, opposed to the missionary party, that so the government of the
majority might get a hearing in the councils of that great nation to which alone I yielded my authority.
What was the result of this commission? That is impossible for me to say. They went and they returned. They
brought me no papers giving an official account of their proceedings or actions while on the mission. Each had
some bit of information to communicate verbally. About the only definite remark which recurs to me now is,
that Secretary Gresham had informed them that Mr. Cleveland was suffering from a slight illness, and would be
unable to see them for three or four days, at which intelligence they became discouraged, and left Washington.
They had absolutely nothing to show me for their time and the expenditure of my money.
A month after word was sent to me that the merchants of Honolulu, who were in sympathy with the
monarchy, had decided to send Judge Widemann on a foreign mission in our interests, at which I was pleased,
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and acquiesced in the choice. He was gone about three months, and again returned with only a verbal statement
to the effect, that, while on his way to England, he had heard that that nation was sending a message of
recognition to the Republic of Hawaii. He continued on his journey as far as Germany, where he reported that
the minister to whom he meant to present the statement of our side of the case was absent from the country on a
tour of business or pleasure. So Judge Widemann returned without any favorable results.
All the expenses of these commissions from the very commencement, when I sent Mr. Paul Neumann to
follow the original commissioners of the first supporters of the rebellion, were paid by me from my private
purse. And from the seventeenth of January to the present hour, that remains true of every effort which has been
made to induce the government of the United States to act under the righteous decision of its President, Grover
Cleveland, supported by the impartial report of Hon. James H. Blount. No one, outside or inside the Hawaiian
Islands, has contributed a cent to the repeated outlays I have made for the good of the Hawaiian people.
Further, from the date of the overthrow of the constitutional monarchy to the present day, I have never
received from the Provisional Government, nor from its successor, the "Republic of Hawaii," a single cent of
income from any source whatever. Even those revenues of the crown lands which had been collected prior to the
seizure of the public treasury by the insurgents, and which remained in the hand of the commissioner at the time
of my retirement from public life, were never paid to me. What became of these moneys I do not say, but not a
dollar of it was ever handed to me.
For four years and more, now, these people have confiscated and collected the revenues reserved from all time
in order that the chief highest in rank, that is, the reigning sovereign, might care for his poorer people. Never
were the revenues of these lands included in government accounts. They comprised 915,000 acres out of a total
extent of four millions, or about one-quarter, and yield an income of about $50,000 a year. They are by
legislative act and rulings of the Supreme Court my own property at this day. But notwithstanding this, the
doctrine that might makes right seems to prevail; and not content with depriving me of my income, and
employing it to forward their own schemes, the present government is now striving to cede these lands, which
they do not own and never can own, to the United States.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLII
ATTEMPT TO RESTORE THE MONARCHY
AT the time of the return of Mr. Widemann from abroad, the intensity of the feeling was at its height amongst
the Hawaiian people that something should be done to save the country. Of their own accord they bought rifles,
pistols, and other arms, stealthily keeping these for future use. During this time, too, they were privately
informed where arms belonging to the men in power were kept; for although it is generally conceded all over the
world, and common sense would seem to show how one should act towards one's enemies, yet there was the
strangest intermingling of those of the two parties, which were called the "Royalists" and the "P. G.'s." Instead
of recognizing each other as enemies, and keeping apart as such, they associated as in former days.
Visiting went on just the same, exchanges of thought and opinion were the same. The Royalists, open hearted
and free of speech, socially ignored the fact that the P. G.'s were, in every material sense, their enemies. These
latter kept the situation in view, and with soft words studied to worm out of the unsuspecting all that they could
in the way of information as to Royalist hopes and plans, that the particulars might be communicated to the P. G.
government.
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Moreover, many who swore allegiance to the "Republic of Hawaii" began to regret bitterly that they ever
permitted themselves to support the revolutionary party. They had been in comfortable circumstances, had even
laid aside for a rainy day, and felt that the savings of their years of prosperity would find them independent in
life's decline. But since the overthrow of honest government they had lost, or been forced to spend, all they had
accumulated, and the little business left to them would scarcely sustain their families.
Weary with waiting, impatient under the wrongs they were suffering, preparations were undoubtedly made
amongst some in sympathy with the monarchy to overthrow the oligarachy. How and where these were carried
on, I will not say. I have no right to disclose any secrets given in trust to me. To the time of which I now write
their actions had been peaceful, out of respect and obedience to their queen. If, goaded by their wrongs, I could
no longer hold them in check with reason; if they were now, by one accord, determined to break away, and
endeavor, by a bold stroke, to win back their nationality, why should I prohibit the outburst of patriotism? I told
them that if the mass of the native people chose to rise, and try to throw off the yoke, I would say nothing
against it, but I could not approve of mere rioting.
On Jan. 6, 1895, came the beginning of a revolt. For three months prior to that date my physician, Dr. Donald
McLelan, had been in attendance on me, and, as I was suffering very severely from nervous prostration,
prescribed electricity. For two years I had borne the long agony of suspense, a terrible strain, which at last made
great inroads on my strength.
The knowledge of the secreting of arms on my premises, the distribution of munitions of war amongst the
people who were guarding my house and grounds, has been imputed to me. Whether any arms were brought
there, where they were, or what they were, I never took occasion to inquire. I never saw a single pistol or rifle
by day or by night. I remember that I had occasion to scold my gardener for the disturbed condition in which I
often found my plants. It seemed as though some persons had been digging up the ground, and replacing
disturbed soil. But no arms were secreted by me or by my orders about the place, from the roof to the cellar, or
from one end to the other of the garden, nor were any kept there to my knowledge, save parlor rifles and
harmless old-fashioned muskets.
My husband had a passion for collecting ancient specimens of firearms, and for this purpose he set apart in
the yard a small cottage which had once been a favorite retreat of his bachelor days. He had everything arranged
prettily, and on its walls was a formidable show of antiquated instruments of war. I recall the appearance of one
very old Arabian musket, which he took special pride in exhibiting to his friends. There was also an oldfashioned flute, and a sword which, so it was said, had formerly belonged to General Washington.
There were many other relics of antiquity in this line, which had been contributed by his friends, – large
pistols and small pistols, loading with ramrods from the muzzle, clubs and spears from the South Sea Islands;
and, in fact, it was quite a cabinet of curiosities of obsolete warfare.
He had, during his lifetime, rifles and shotguns of modern style of manufacture, which he took with him on
his visits to the estates of Hon. Samuel Parker, or when we went to our country residence at Waialua. But these
latter, after his death, were appropriated by his personal friends; and there was therefore nothing on the place by
which the least harm to any one could be done. Yet it was on the opening of this curiosity shop, as harmless as
any gallery of family portraits, that the word was passed around town that a large quantity of firearms of
different styles had been found secreted in a small house on the grounds of the queen.
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I slept quietly at home the night of the outbreak. The evening before Captain Samuel Nowlein came in, and
told me that his party was in readiness. This must have been about eight o'clock in the evening, as the meeting in
the Congregational church had just begun as Captain Nowlein bade me farewell. He had not been gone very
long when there seemed to be quite a commotion amongst the church members. They appeared to be hastening
from the building. By this time it was quite dark. I retired, and heard nothing more about the uprising until the
morning following. When Captain Nowlein went, he had left the premises under guard of one Charles H. Clark.
The men who were usually on duty about my estate were still at their stations, without any firearms, without the
least appearance of anticipated disturbance.
Now, as to the disturbance itself. At six o'clock in the afternoon of the sixth day of January, it was telephoned
from Diamond Head that there was a conspiracy developed into action, and that the parties engaged therein
would be found at the house of Mr. Henry Bertelmann. Captain Robert Waipa Parker took some half dozen
native policemen with him, and started for the locality. On their way they stopped at the house of Mr. Charles L.
Carter, son of the Hon. H. A. P. Carter, whom they informed of the nature of their errand. Upon hearing it, Mr.
Carter immediately said that he would like to go with them, and "have a little fun too," and suited the action to
the word by clapping two pistols into his belt. When they arrived at the Bertelmann place there was some
resistance, and shots were exchanged between the police and the persons assembled there. In the course of the
fray Mr. Carter was shot. It was reported that the wound was not in a locality where it would be likely to be at
all dangerous, yet he soon expired. A policeman received a shot through the lungs at the same time, but he is
alive and well to-day. These, I believe, were all the serious casualties of the day.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLIII
I AM PLACED UNDER ARREST
ON the sixteenth day of January, 1895, Deputy Marshal Arthur Brown and Captain Robert Waipa Parker were
seen coming up the walk which leads from Beretania Street to my residence. Mrs. Wilson told me that they were
approaching. I directed her to show them into the parlor, where I soon joined them. Mr. Brown informed me that
he had come to serve a warrant for my arrest; he would not permit me to take the paper which he held, nor to
examine its contents.
It was evident they expected me to accompany them; so I made preparations to comply, supposing that I was
to be taken at once to the station-house to undergo some kind of trial. I was informed that I could bring Mrs.
Clark with me if I wished, so she went for my hand-bag; and followed by her, I entered the carriage of the
deputy marshal, and was driven through the crowd that by this time had accumulated at the gates of my
residence at Washington Place. As I turned the corner of the block on which is built the Central Congregational
church, I noticed the approach from another direction of Chief Justice Albert F. Judd; he was on the sidewalk,
and was going toward my house, which he entered. In the mean time the marshal's carriage continued on its
way, and we arrived at the gates of Iolani Palace, the residence of the Hawaiian sovereigns.
We drove up to the front steps, and I remember noticing that troops of soldiers were scattered all over the
yard. The men looked as though they had been on the watch all night. They were resting on the green grass, as
though wearied by their vigils; and their arms were stacked near their tents, these latter having been pitched at
intervals all over the palace grounds. Staring directly at us were the muzzles of two brass field pieces, which
looked warlike and formidable as they pointed out toward the gate from their positions on the lower veranda.
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Colonel J. H. Fisher came down the steps to receive me; I dismounted, and he led the way up the staircase to a
large room in the corner of the palace. Here Mr. Brown made a formal delivery of my person into the custody of
Colonel Fisher, and having done this, withdrew.
Then I had an opportunity to take a survey of my apartments. There was a large, airy, uncarpeted room with a
single bed in one corner. The other furniture consisted of one sofa, a small square table, one single common
chair, and iron safe, a bureau, a chiffonier, and a cupboard, intended for eatables, made of wood with wire
screening to allow the circulation of the air through the food. Some of these articles may have been added
during the days of my imprisonment. I have portrayed the room as it appears to me in memory. There was,
adjoining the principal apartment, a bath-room, and also a corner room and a little boudoir, the windows of
which were large, and gave access to the veranda.
[Facing Page]

THE QUEEN'S GUARDS AND THE BARRACKS
[Overleaf]
[Page]
Colonel Fisher spoke very kindly as he left me there, telling me that he supposed this was to be my future
abode; and if there was anything I wanted I had only to mention it to the officer, and that it should be provided.
In reply, I informed him that there were one or two of my attendants whom I would like to have near me, and
that I preferred to have my meals sent from my own house. As a result of this expression of my wishes,
permission was granted to my steward to bring me my meals three times each day.
That first night of my imprisonment was the longest night I have ever passed in my life; it seemed as though
the dawn of day would never come. I found in my bag a small Book of Common Prayer according to the ritual
of the Episcopal Church. It was a great comfort to me, and before retiring to rest Mrs. Clark and I spent a few
minutes in the devotions appropriate to the evening.
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Here, perhaps, I may say, that although I had been a regular attendant on the Presbyterian worship since my
childhood, a constant contributor to all the missionary societies, and had helped to build their churches and
ornament the walls, giving my time and my musical ability freely to make their meetings attractive to my
people, yet none of these pious church members or clergymen remembered me in my prison. To this (Christian?)
conduct I contrast that of the Anglican bishop, Rt. Rev. Alfred Willis, who visited me from time to time in my
house, and in whose church I have since been confirmed as a communicant. But he was not allowed to see me at
the palace.
Outside of the rooms occupied by myself and my companion there were guards stationed by day and by night,
whose duty it was to pace backward and forward through the hall, before my door, and up and down the front
veranda. The sound of their never-ceasing footsteps as they tramped on their beat fell incessantly on my ears.
One officer was in charge, and two soldiers were always detailed to watch our rooms. I could not but be
reminded every instant that I was a prisoner, and did not fail to realize my position. My companion could not
have slept at all that night; her sighs were audible to me without cessation; so I told her the morning following
that, as her husband was in prison, it was her duty to return to her children. Mr. Wilson came in after I had
breakfasted, accompanied by the Attorney-general, Mr. W. O. Smith; and in conference it was agreed between
us that Mrs. Clark could return home, and that Mrs. Wilson should remain as my attendant; that Mr. Wilson
would be the person to inform the government of any request to be made by me, and that any business
transactions might be made through him.
On the morning after my arrest all my retainers residing on my estates were arrested, and to the number of
about forty persons were taken to the station-house, and then committed to jail. Amongst these was the agent
and manager of my property, Mr. Joseph Heleluhe. As Mr. Charles B. Wilson had been at one time in a similar
position, and was well acquainted with all my surroundings, and knew the people about me, it was but natural
that he should be chosen by me for this office.
Mr. Heleluhe was taken by the government officers, stripped of all clothing, placed in a dark cell without
light, food, air, or water, and was kept there for hours in hopes that the discomfort of his position would induce
him to disclose something of my affairs. After this was found to be fruitless, he was imprisoned for about six
weeks; when, finding their efforts in vain, his tormentors released him. No charge was ever brought against him
in any way, which is true of about two hundred persons who were similarly confined.
On the very day I left the house, so I was informed by Mr. Wilson, Mr. A. F. Judd had gone to my private
residence without search-warrant; and that all the papers in my desk, or in my safe, my diaries, the petitions I
had received from my people, – all things of that nature which could be found were swept into a bag, and carried
off by the chief justice in person. My husband's private papers were also included in those taken from me.
To this day, the only document which has been returned to me is my will. Never since have I been able to find
the private papers of my husband nor of mine that had been kept by me for use or reference, and which had no
relation to political events. The most important historical note lost was in my diary. This was the record made by
me at the time of my conversations with Minister Willis, and would be especially valuable now as confirming
what I have stated of our first interview.
After Mr. Judd had left my house, it was turned over to the Portuguese military company under the command
of Captain Good. These militiamen ransacked it again from garret to cellar. Not an article was left undisturbed.
Before Mr. Judd had finished they had begun their work, and there was no trifle left unturned to see what might
be hidden beneath. Every drawer of desk, table, or bureau was wrenched out, turned upside down, the contents
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pulled over on the floors, and left in confusion there. Some of my husband's jewelry was taken; but this, in my
application and offer to pay expenses, was afterwards restored to me.
Having overhauled the rooms without other result than the abstraction of many memorandums of no use to
any other person besides myself, the men turned their attention to the cellar, in hopes possibly of unearthing an
arsenal of firearms and munitions of war. Here they undermined the foundations to such a degree as to endanger
the whole structure, but nothing rewarded their search. The place was then seized, and the government assumed
possession; guards were placed on the premises, and no one was allowed to enter.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLIV
IMPRISONMENT – FORCED ABDICATION
FOR the first few days nothing occurred to disturb the quiet of my apartments save the tread of the sentry. On
the fourth day I received a visit from Mr. Paul Neumann, who asked me if, in the event that it should be decided
that all the principal parties to the revolt must pay for it with their lives, I was prepared to die? I replied to this in
the affirmative, telling him I had no anxiety for myself, and felt no dread of death. He then told me that six
others besides myself had been selected to be shot for treason, but that he would call again, and let me know
further about our fate. I was in a state of nervous prostration, as I have said, at the time of the outbreak, and
naturally the strain upon my mind had much aggravated my physical troubles; yet it was with much difficulty
that I obtained permission to have visits from my own medical attendant.
About the 22d of January a paper was handed to me by Mr. Wilson, which, on examination, proved to be a
purported act of abdication for me to sign. It had been drawn out for the men in power by their own lawyer, Mr.
A. S. Hartwell, whom I had not seen until he came with others to see me sign it. The idea of abdicating never
originated with me. I knew nothing at all about such a transaction until they sent to me, by the hands of Mr.
Wilson, the insulting proposition written in abject terms. For myself, I would have chosen death rather than to
have signed it; but it was represented to me that by my signing this paper all the persons who had been arrested,
all my people now in trouble by reason of their love and loyalty towards me, would be immediately released.
Think of my position, – sick, a lone woman in prison, scarcely knowing who was my friend, or who listened to
my words only to betray me, without legal advice or friendly counsel, and the stream of blood ready to flow
unless it was stayed by my pen.
My persecutors have stated, and at that time compelled me to state, that this paper was signed and
acknowledged by me after consultation with my friends whose names appear at the foot of it as witnesses. Not
the least opportunity was given to me to confer with any one; but for the purpose of making it appear to the
outside world that I was under the guidance of others, friends who had known me well in better days were
brought into the place of my imprisonment, and stood around to see a signature affixed by me.
When it was sent to me to read, it was only a rough draft. After I had examined it, Mr. Wilson called, and
asked me if I were willing to sign it. I simply answered that I would see when the formal or official copy was
shown me. On the morning of the 24th of January the official document was handed to me, Mr. Wilson making
the remark, as he gave it, that he hoped I would not retract, that is, he hoped that I would sign the official copy.
Then the following individuals witnessed my subscription of the signature which was demanded of me:
William G. Irwin, H. A. Widemann, Samuel Parker, S. Kalua Kookano, Charles B. Wilson, and Paul Neumann.
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The form of acknowledgment was taken by W. L. Stanley, Notary Public.
So far from the presence of these persons being evidence of a voluntary act on my part, was it not an
assurance to me that they, too, knew that, unless I did the will of my jailers, what Mr. Neumann had threatened
would be performed, and six prominent citizens immediately put to death. I so regarded it then, and I still
believe that murder was the alternative. Be this as it may, it is certainly happier for me to reflect to-day that there
is not a drop of the blood of my subjects, friends or foes, upon my soul.
When it came to the act of writing, I asked what would be the form of signature; to which I was told to sign,
"Liliuokalani Dominis." This sounding strange to me, I repeated the question, and was given the same reply. At
this I wrote what they dictated without further demur, the more readily for the following reasons.
Before ascending the throne, for fourteen years, or since the date of my proclamation as heir apparent, my
official title had been simply Liliuokalani. Thus I was proclaimed both Princess Royal and Queen. Thus it is
recorded in the archives of the government to this day. The Provisional Government nor any other had enacted
any change in my name. All my official acts, as well as my private letters, were issued over the signature of
Liliuokalani. But when my jailers required me to sign "Liliuokalani Dominis," I did as they commanded. Their
motive in this as in other actions was plainly to humiliate me before my people and before the world. I saw in a
moment, what they did not, that, even were I not complying under the most severe and exacting duress, by this
demand they had overreached themselves. There is not, and never was, within the range of my knowledge, any
such a person as Liliuokalani Dominis.
It is a rule of common law that the acts of any person deprived of civil rights have no force nor weight, either
at law or in equity; and that was my situation. Although it was written in the document that it was my free act
and deed, circumstances prove that it was not; it had been impressed upon me that only by its execution could
the lives of those dear to me, those beloved by the people of Hawaii, be saved, and the shedding of blood be
averted. I have never expected the revolutionists of 1887 and 1893 to willingly restore the rights notoriously
taken by force or intimidation; but this act, obtained under duress, should have no weight with the authorities of
the United States, to whom I appealed. But it may be asked, why did I not make some protest at the time, or at
least shortly thereafter, when I found my friends sentenced to death and imprisonment? I did. There are those
now living who have seen my written statement of all that I have recalled here. It was made in my own
handwriting, on such paper as I could get, and sent outside of the prison walls and into the hands of those to
whom I wished to state the circumstances under which that fraudulent act of abdication was procured from me.
This I did for my own satisfaction at the time.
After those in my place of imprisonment had all affixed their signatures, they left, with the single exception of
Mr. A. S. Hartwell. As he prepared to go, he came forward, shook me by the hand, and the tears streamed down
his cheeks. This was a matter of great surprise to me. After this he left the room. If he had been engaged in a
righteous and honorable action, why should he be affected? Was it the consciousness of a mean act which
overcame him so? Mrs. Wilson, who stood behind my chair throughout the ceremony, made the remark that
those were crocodile's tears. I leave it to the reader to say what were his actual feelings in the case.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLV
BROUGHT TO TRIAL
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SO far was my submission from modifying in any way the course of the government, that the principal
prisoners were, after all, condemned to death. Their sentences were passed the same as though my signature had
not been obtained. That they were not executed is due solely to a consideration which has been officially stated:
"Word came from the United States that the execution of captive rebels would militate against annexation. That
about settled it."
Proceedings against me, personally, were not modified. Every day thereafter papers were brought to me from
the office of President Dole, a legal service, I suppose it is called, being made on me by Major George C. Potter,
an aid-de-camp of the president's staff. In the first of these I found myself charged with the crime of "treason."
After about a week had gone by, the accusation was changed to "misprision of treason." The substance of my
crime was that I knew my people were conspiring to re-establish the constitutional government, to throw off the
yoke of the stranger and oppressor; and I had not conveyed this knowledge to the persons I had never
recognized except as unlawful usurpers of authority, and had not informed against my own nation and against
their friends who were also my long-time friends.
The names of those who had informed, and by whose testimony I was to be convicted, were Captain Samuel
Nowlein, Charles H. Clark, W. W. Kaae, Charles Warren, Keahikaauwai, George H. Townsend, and Captain
Davies of the steamer Waimanalo.
February 5th was to be the day of my trial. After the summons had been served, Mr. Paul Neumann, in
consultation with Mr. Wilson, called to consult with me, as it had been a question whether or not I should
personally appear in court, as it would be undignified and humiliating. Humiliation! What had I left? It was the
intention of the officers of the government to humiliate me by imprisoning me, but my spirit rose above that. I
was a martyr to the cause of my people, and was proud of it. So I told them that I would attend; and on the
morning of the 8th, at the hour appointed, Sergeant Kenake appeared, and conducted me, attended by Mrs.
Wilson, to the court-room.
It was the former throne room of the palace, and was crowded with curious spectators. The diplomatic corps,
Mr. Albert F. Willis, Minister of the United States, A. G. S. Hawes, British Commissioner, Monsieur De Verlet,
French Commissioner, Senior Canavarro, Portuguese Commissioner, and Mr. F. Schmibu, the Japanese Consul,
were all present. There were also ministers of the gospel, and a liberal representation from all classes, including
many ladies of Honolulu society. In the centre of the room was the table before which the Military Commission
(as it was called) was convened. It was before such an audience and by such a tribunal that I was to be tried for
treason.
At one end of the table sat Mr. W. A. Whiting, as president of the court. He had once, early in my reign, been
Attorney-general, and a member of my cabinet. Opposite to him was Mr. W. A. Kinney, the Judge Advocate.
Besides these there were some half-dozen young men, – Colonel Fisher, Messrs. Zeigler, Camara, Pratt, Wilder,
W. C. and J. W. Jones, – none of them names of any prominence or responsibility in the community.
The trial proceeded, Mr. A. F. Judd being the first to give his testimony against me. I cannot recall all that was
said or done, nor is it necessary; but I know that, to make complete the work of saving the lives of my friends, I
was compelled to testify as in the statement, and to affirm that it was through the advice of other friends I
abdicated.
The only charge against me really was that of being a queen; and my case was judged by these, my
adversaries, before I came into court. I remember with clearness, however, the attack upon me by the Judge
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Advocate, the words that issued from his mouth about "the prisoner," "that woman," etc., uttered with such
affectation of contempt and disgust. The object of it was evidently to humiliate me, to make me break down in
the presence of the staring crowd. But in this they were disappointed. My equanimity was never disturbed; and
their own report relates that I throughout preserved "that haughty carriage" which marked me as an "unusual
woman."
I said nothing to their taunts and innuendoes, and showed no emotion; but when the proper time came, I
denied that I had been guilty of any treasonable action, and asked my counsel to submit the following statement
:–
"In the year 1893, on the fifteenth day of January, at the request of a large majority of the Hawaiian people,
and by and with the consent of my cabinet, I proposed to make certain changes in the constitution of the
Hawaiian kingdom, which were suggested to me as being for the advantage and benefit of the kingdom, and
subjects and residents thereof. These proposed changes did not deprive foreigners of any rights or privileges
enjoyed by them under the constitution of 1887, promulgated by King Kalakaua and his cabinet, without the
consent of the people or ratified by their votes.
"My ministers at the last moment changed their views, and requested me to defer all action in connection with
the constitution; and I yielded to their advice as bound to do by the existing constitution and laws.
"A minority of the foreign population made my action the pretext for overthrowing the monarchy, and, aided
by the United States naval forces and representative, established a new government.
"I owed no allegiance to the Provisional Government so established, nor to any power or to any one save the
will of my people and the welfare of my country.
"The wishes of my people were not consulted as to this change of government, and only those who were in
practical rebellion against the constitutional government were allowed to vote upon the question whether the
monarchy should exist or not.
"To prevent the shedding of the blood of my people, natives and foreigners alike, I opposed armed
interference, and quietly yielded to the armed forces brought against my throne, and submitted to the
arbitrament of the government of the United States the decision of my rights and those of the Hawaiian people.
Since then, as is well known to all, I have pursued the path of peace and diplomatic discussion, and not that of
internal strife.
"The United States having first interfered in the interest of those founding the government of 1893 upon the
basis of revolution, concluded to leave to the Hawaiian people the selection of their own form of government.
"This selection was anticipated and prevented by the Provisional Government, who, being possessed of the
military and police power of the kingdom, so cramped the electoral privileges that no free expression of their
will was permitted to the people who were opposed to them.
"By my command and advice the native people and those in sympathy with them were restrained from rising
against the government in power.
"The movement undertaken by the Hawaiians last month was absolutely commenced without my knowledge,
sanction, consent, or assistance, directly or indirectly; and this fact is in truth well known to those who took part
in it.
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"I received no information from any one in regard to arms which were, or which were to be, procured, nor of
any men who were induced, or to be induced, to join in any such uprising.
"I do not know why this information should have been withheld from me, unless it was with a view to my
personal safety, or as a precautionary measure. It would not have received my sanction; and I can assure the
gentlemen of this commission that, had I known of any such intention, I would have dissuaded the promoters
from such a venture. But I will add that, had I known, their secrets would have been mine, and inviolately
preserved.
"That I intended to change my cabinet, and to appoint certain officers of the kingdom, in the event of my
restoration, I will admit; but that I, or any one known to me, had, in part or in whole, established a new
government, is not true. Before the 24th of January, 1895, the day upon which I formally abdicated, and called
upon my people to recognize the Republic of Hawaii as the only lawful government of these Islands, and to
support that government, I claim that I had the right to select a cabinet in anticipation of a possibility; and
history of other governments supports this right. I was not intimidated into abdicating, but followed the counsel
of able and generous friends and well-wishers, who advised me that such an act would restore peace and goodwill among my people, vitalize the progress and prosperity of the Islands, and induce the actual government to
deal leniently, mercifully, charitably, and impassionately with those who resorted to arms for the purpose of
displacing a government in the formation of which they had no voice or control, and which they themselves had
seen established by force of arms.
"I acted of my own free will, and wish the world to know that I have asked no immunity or favor myself, nor
plead my abdication as a petition for mercy. My actions were dictated by the sole aim of doing good to my
beloved country, and of alleviating the positions and pains of those who unhappily and unwisely resorted to
arms to regain an independence which they thought had been unjustly wrested from them.
"As you deal with them, so I pray that the Almighty God may deal with you in your hours of trial.
"To my regret much has been said about the danger which threatened foreign women and children, and about
the bloodthirstiness of the Hawaiians, and the outrages which would have been perpetrated by them if they had
succeeded in their attempt to overthrow the Republic government.
"They who know the Hawaiian temper and disposition understand that there was no foundation for any such
fears. The behavior of the rebels to those foreigners whom they captured and held shows that there was no
malignancy in the hearts of the Hawaiians at all. It would have been sad indeed if the doctrine of the Christian
missionary fathers, taught to my people by them and those who succeeded them, should have fallen like the seed
in the parable, upon barren ground.
"I must deny your right to try me in the manner and by the court which you have called together for this
purpose. In your actions you violate your own constitution and laws, which are now the constitution and laws of
the land.
"There may be in your consciences a warrant for your action, in what you may deem a necessity of the times;
but you cannot find any such warrant for any such action in any settled, civilized, or Christian land. All who
uphold you in this unlawful proceeding may scorn and despise my word; but the offence of breaking and setting
aside for a specific purpose the laws of your own nation, and disregarding all justice and fairness, may be to
them and to you the source of an unhappy and much to be regretted legacy.
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"I would ask you to consider that your government is on trial before the whole civilized world, and that in
accordance with your actions and decisions will you yourselves be judged. The happiness and prosperity of
Hawaii are henceforth in your hands as its rulers. You are commencing a new era in its history. May the divine
Providence grant you the wisdom to lead the nation into the paths of forbearance, forgiveness, and peace, and to
create and consolidate a united people ever anxious to advance in the way of civilization outlined by the
American fathers of liberty and religion.
"In concluding my statement I thank you for the courtesy you have shown to me, not as your former queen,
but as an humble citizen of this land and as a woman. I assure you, who believe you are faithfully fulfilling a
public duty, that I shall never harbor any resentment or cherish any ill feeling towards you, whatever may be
your decision."
What follows is a partial report of the court's proceedings regarding my statement.
"After deliberation the court requested that the following portions of the statement be withdrawn: –
"A minority of the foreign population made my action the pretext for overthrowing the monarchy,
and, aided by the United States naval forces and representative, established a new government."
"I owed no allegiance to the Provisional Government so established, nor to any power or to any
one save the will of my people and the welfare of my country."
"The wishes of my people were not consulted as to this change of government, and only those
who were in practical rebellion against the Government were allowed to vote upon the question
whether the Monarchy should exist or not."
"This selection was anticipated and prevented by the Provisional Government, who, being
possessed of the military and police power of the kingdom, so cramped the electoral privileges that
no free expression of their will was permitted to the people who were opposed to them."
"All who uphold you in this unlawful proceeding may scorn and despise my word, but the
offence of breaking or setting aside for a specific purpose the laws of your own nation, and
disregarding all justice, may be to them and to you the source of an unhappy and much to be
regretted legacy."
"Mr. Neumann replied, that the paragraph, relating to the establishment of the Provisional Government was
made as a statement from the accused, was claimed as an actual fact, reflected upon no one. It set forth her
views, and he must decline to ask his client to withdraw it. The words, 'and only those who were in practical
rebellion against the constitution of the state,' etc., Mr.
[Facing Page]
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THE THRONE ROOM, IOLANI PALACE
[Overleaf]
[Page]
Neumann agreed should be stricken out. As to the passage setting forth that the accused owed no allegiance to
the Provisional Government, counsel made the same answer as to the first item.
"The court retired, and returned with the decision that the objectionable passages should be stricken out.
Colonel Whiting read them, and ordered that they be stricken from the record."
During the course of my trial, I noticed, in one of the seats behind those occupied by the foreign ministers a
peculiar-looking man, who wore top-boots, and had long, flowing hair. I was afterwards told that this was
Joaquin Miller, the "poet of the Sierras," and was shown specimens of his poetry, especially that which he had
written on my deposition, and in which he had alluded to me in the most favorable terms. I have been told that
he was sent out as a press correspondent, with the expectation that he would take the opposite view, and that
when the "government" found out his real sentiments he was forced to leave Honolulu.
There was also one lady frequently present, who seemed to take a great interest in the proceedings of the
court-martial. I recognized in her the wife of Lieutenant Werlich of the United States ship Philadelphia.
A few days after these events there was a parade of the men of the steamship on shore. After drilling out on
the plains, they marched into the city, and made use of the walls of the Kawaiahao church, directly opposite my
place of imprisonment, to show their agility and skill in scaling ramparts. In the yard about this great edifice lie
buried the remains of many members of the old missionary families. But entirely without consideration for the
sacredness of the spot, the troops were practised and cheered on at these walls; they clambered back and forth,
came tumbling down one over the other, and showed their superior strength or quickness, while an officer was
taking the time required for the drill. From thence they were called to order by the bugle, then marched in front
of my windows with their guns pointing towards the building itself.
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But while all this was going on, I saw a lady approach the palace until she stood beneath my window; there
she stopped, and, looking up, kissed her hands to me. She remained, making no motion to leave, for perhaps ten
minutes. Just as she was turning to depart, she raised her veil, and I at once recognized the countenance of the
same lady who had been so faithful an attendant at my trial. As I stood watching her friendly attitude, kindly
tears of sympathy rolled down her cheeks. I had known Mrs. Werlich as a welcome visitor at my own house in
the days of my freedom, and it was a consolation for me to think that she had remembered me at the hour when I
was a prisoner.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLVI
SENTENCED – MY PRISON LIFE
AT two o'clock on the afternoon of the 27th of February I was again called into court, and sentence passed
upon me. It was the extreme penalty for "misprision of treason," – a fine of $5,000, and imprisonment at hard
labor for five years. I need not add that it was never executed, and that it was probably no part of the intention of
the government to execute it, except, perhaps, in some future contingency. Its sole purpose was to terrorize the
native people and to humiliate me. After Major Potter had read to me my sentence, and carefully pocketed the
paper on which it was written, together with other papers in the case ( I might have valued them, perhaps, as
souvenirs), I was conducted back to my place of confinement.
No especial change was perceptible in my treatment or mode of life by reasons of my trial and sentence.
Though I was still not allowed to have newspapers or general literature to read, writing-paper and lead-pencils
were not denied; and I was thereby able to write music, after drawing for myself the lines of the staff. At first I
had no instrument, and had to transcribe the notes by voice alone; but I found, notwithstanding disadvantages,
great consolation in composing, and transcribed a number of songs. Three found their way from my prison to
the city of Chicago, where they were printed, among them the "Aloha Oe" or "Farewell to Thee," which became
a very popular song.
I was notified that I might be permitted to walk the veranda for my relaxation after the business hours of the
day. My friends were allowed to send me tokens of sympathy, so bouquets of flowers and baskets of fruit of all
varieties came in almost every day. I had also, at pleasure, the flowers of my own gardens at Uluhaimalama. In
good things for my table I did not suffer. Rich cakes, clear jellies, and many other delicacies arrived every day
of my imprisonment. Where so many were attentive, it seems hardly possible to mention individuals; yet the
names of Mrs. S. C. Allen, Mrs. Mary Carter, Mrs. Samuel Parker, Mrs. Haalelea, Mrs. Coney, Mrs. James
Campbell, Mrs. Minerva Fernandez, Mrs. Victoria Ward, and Mr. and Mrs. Mana recur to me at this moment,
and besides, many other ladies, to whom I am sure I have never ceased to be grateful for their kind
remembrance
It was the duty of the guards to search whatever was sent to me before it was delivered into my hands; so the
baskets, whether of food, flowers, clothes, or papers, went to them first, and at least at the start were closely
examined; yet there were some kindly disposed towards me and not over-critical. Every newspaper, however,
had to come through the hands of Mr. Wilson; and if he detected in it anything whatever relating to the
government, he would take it away, not permitting me to see it. I used to find great comfort in the bits of
newspaper that were wrapped around my bouquets which were brought to me from my own garden at
Uluhaimalama.
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These were generally wrapped in the newspapers, foreign and local, obtained from Mr. Whiting's house, near
my own; and I cannot resist adding that even in my imprisonment the humor of the thought occurred to me, that,
if any person ever literally fulfilled the ancient proverb about "living in glass houses," it was this so-called judge
who had been called to pass sentence upon me. Some of the very wealthy under the monarchy had retreats in the
suburbs of the town, somewhat answering to what Americans call "summer residences;" and these were called
"glass houses," because so open, or largely composed of glass. Under the oligarchy several in the government
are not content with less than two such pleasure houses.
Flowers from home I unwrapped myself, so as to be sure to save these bits of news which I sought
opportunity at intervals to read. There were times when I saw something of such interest that I could not resist
the temptation to mention it to my companion, Mrs. Wilson. Then it seems she would faithfully report all that I
said to her husband, whose custom it was to call every other day, sometimes at longer periods, for the purpose of
ascertaining if there was anything required. At such times he would withdraw with his wife to the boudoir,
where she would repeat to him what had been said by me, telling him also what had been received in the prison
through her. By some things she occasional mentioned he thought that newspapers had been secretly sent in; but
when finally he discovered that they had come as wrapping-paper, it made him very angry, and his poor little
wife had to suffer for it, even bursting into tears at his sharp reproaches. For this reason I became quite guarded
in what I said to her.
Our first duty in the morning after the regular devotions of the day was to arrange our flowers and decorate
our apartments. At half-past seven the military companies would return from their parade; and at eight precisely
Captain Good, attended by one of the officers, would knock at my door, which was always opened by Mrs.
Wilson, unless Mrs. Milaina Ahia were with me. (Mrs. Wilson usually went out on Saturday evening and
returned to me on Monday morning. During this absence her place was taken by Mrs. Ahia.) On opening the
door Captain Good inquired what there was he could do for us, and if the prisoner was within and safe. On
being answered in the affirmative, he would touch his cap, and return to report to his superior officer, Colonel
McLean, and then rejoin his company. After their departure I occupied my time in crochet-work, in attending to
my ferns or pots of flowers, or in reading the books allowed me. I also found much pleasure in the society of my
canary-birds, and in practicing on my autoharp and guitar. These luxuries had, after the first severity, been
permitted to me.
I received letters; but they were always opened, and, I presume, read, before being delivered. Rt. Rev. Alfred
Willis, the Anglican Bishop of Honolulu, sent me a Book of Common Prayer. Sisters Beatrice and Alpertina
offered little acts of tenderness and kindness which brought anew to my mind that passage in Scripture, "I was
in prison and ye visited me." Although my Christian (?) jailers denied to me their sacred ministration and actual
presence, yet none the less were these good and true Christians there in the loving tokens of kind remembrance,
and in the spirit of the Divine Lord, during my bondage.
In June of 1895 there was a rumor that I was to be released; but day after day went by, July came and went,
and I was still a prisoner. My health was not strong, and my regular medical attendant had gone to San
Francisco. It was proposed by Dr. Cooper and Colonel McLean, that I should take a drive somewhere or
somehow every day; but I did not feel inclined to go about town under guard of soldiers, and preferred to take
long walks on the veranda by night, always, of course, under the inspection of the guard or sentry on duty there.
In August an epidemic broke out, to which Mrs. Wilson was one of the first to succumb. She had to leave me
for a few days, but returned on her recovery. While she was away, I was stricken with the disorder; but I used
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such remedies as I happened to have with me, and recovered without serious consequences. After this we heard
that the whole city was suffering. It was said to be a form of Asiatic cholera. Many deaths occurred, and it was
some three months before normal conditions were restored. It was at this time that the ladies of Honolulu, both
native and foreign, organized a society for the relief of the poor, who, under the circumstances, were unable to
support themselves. There were relief stations in the outskirts all around the city, where ladies who had been
assigned to each district assembled to supply necessary provision to those who were in need. It was a most
praiseworthy mission; and although I could not be present personally, I provided a house and lot on my place at
Waikiki for carrying on the benevolent enterprise under the care of Mrs. James Campbell and Mrs. Douglas,
who had charge of that district.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLVII
RELEASED ON PAROLE
ON the 6th of September, about eight months after my arrest, I was notified by Colonel McLean that he was
no longer responsible for my custody, and that at three o'clock that afternoon I might leave the palace. So a
carriage was called, and I was driven from the doors of the beautiful edifice which they now style Executive
Building, and was assured that I was under no further restraint. My pardon, as it was called, arrived at a later
day. All the intervening time I was supposed to be under parole, and could have been arrested and recommitted
at any moment.
As, in company with Mr. and Mrs. Wilson, I was driven from my prison – once my palace – to the gateway at
Washington Place, my earlier home, it seemed as though Nature, our kind mother, smiled on my return. The
flowers, the shrubs, the trees, had never to me looked so charming. How I enjoyed their welcome! Surely they
could not have been so beautiful when I saw them daily in previous years! The orchids, the violets, the
chrysanthemums, the geraniums, were still in bloom, and seemed to greet me with joy, expressive as silent.
Bunches of red bananas hung from their stalks, clusters of yellow Loquot plums danced in the sunshine, and the
bright red berries of the coffee-tree drooped down gracefully, waiting to be gathered. But my welcome was not
altogether from the silent, waving leaves. Those of my people who had been released from imprisonment were
here to greet me also with their fond Aloha.
On the morning following Mr. Wilson informed me that I had been released only on parole, and had been
placed in his charge by President Dole. My custodian further notified me that but sixteen servants were allowed
to me, and that my retainers (accustomed to maintain a system of watches for my protection ever since the death
of my husband) were not to be permitted to come near me again. I was also prohibited from going where there
was any concourse of the people, nor could I have any gathering at my own house. In consequence of these
regulations I never went to church or to any public place. But I was not forgotten by his lordship, the bishop,
who with Mrs. Willis was one of the first to call on me. Other friends expressed their sympathy in person;
amongst these Mrs. J. S. Walker, who had lost her husband by the treatment he received from the hands of the
revolutionists. He was one of many who from persecution had succumbed to death.
It was at this time that Bishop Willis invited me to be confirmed as a member of his church; to which proposal
I very gladly assented, and I find much comfort in its fellowship.
The duties of Mr. Charles B. Wilson could not have been very irksome. I do not remember requiring him to
do anything, or asking a favor at his hands. He took good care to keep my gates under lock and key, that no
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visitors might enter without his knowledge, because he was oblidged – he said – to give to Mr. Dole a faithful
report of all my visitors and doings each day. Some of my friends who prayed to be allowed to visit me were
denied. I was very conveniently spared, however, the calls of strangers, who would have encroached upon my
retired life simply from motives of curiosity.
Two events of some interest to me should be mentioned as related to these days. While the Philadelphia was
the flag-ship of the squadron of the Pacific, the time of Admiral Irwin expired, and he was daily expecting his
successor. Before he left, he very courteously called on me at Washington Place. He was accompanied by a
member of his personal staff. I appreciated this mark of his attention, and it has never been forgotten by me; for
it showed a kindly spirit on his part towards one who had received many officers of the navy in other days and
under different circumstances.
On another occasion Admiral Walker visited the Islands. Exactly on what mission I have never been
informed. If, as I have sometimes heard, and if one is to judge from the long report he made to the Department
of the Navy on his return, it was for investigating the political situation, he certainly did not adopt the method of
fairness and equal treatment to both sides pursued by Hon. James H. Blount. He was scarcely in position to have
any but the most prejudiced ideas; for he was an old friend and guest of one of my enemies, and immediately on
his arrival the missionary party took possession of him, and scarcely allowed him to move unless some one of
their number was at his elbow.
On the 6th of February, 1896, while at dinner with Mrs. Wilson and Mr. Kamakau, we were informed that a
messenger from the office of Mr. Dole was waiting to enter my presence in order to deliver a document; but
Mrs. Wilson went for the paper, and took it from the young man, Mr. Alexander St. Maur McIntosh. I did not
see him; but the document proved to be my release from parole as a prisoner, although I was still forbidden to
leave the island of Oahu. Mrs. Wilson said that this could not possibly be genuine; because her husband had not
been made aware of it, and that everything like this had to come to me through him. I re-read the document to be
assured there was no mistake. Mrs. Wilson immediately started to notify her husband, who sent her back for the
paper, which I allowed her to take. It convinced, but much astonished, Mr. Wilson, for he made the comment
that he ought to have been notified first; but it would appear that the president thought otherwise, and, without
advising the custodian, had released the prisoner from his unwelcome custody.
Some days later, in company with Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Heleluhe, I took a drive out to my residence at
Waialua, where we spent two very delightful weeks with the Rev. Mr. Timoteo and his agreeable wife. We had a
quiet little celebration all to ourselves, fishing and riding, and the time sped by so pleasantly that we forgot to
count the hours. While there we received a visit from Hon. Samuel Parker; Mr. Boyd, Secretary of American
Legation; Mr. Lanse (who has since married Miss Widemann); Mr. J. S. Walker, the younger; and others – who
spent a pleasant day with us on the beach. We caught fish, and placed them immediately on hot coals,
supplementing our picnic with bread and butter, and our native poi. Then, a week or so later, I went to my
residence at Waikiki; and in this, my ocean retreat, I lived until my recent visit to the United States, only now
and then, for a change, making a trip to my estates at Kahala. My life at the seashore was a tranquil and
uneventful one, although while I was there a circumstance transpired pf grave importance to my people.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLVIII
MR. JOSEPH KAHOOLUHI NAWAHI
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ONE morning, in the month of October, 1896, I heard of the death of Mr. Joseph Kahooluhi Nawahi o
Kalaniopuu; and I shared the common sorrow, for this was a great blow to the people. He had always been a
man who fearlessly advocated the independence of Hawaii Nei. He was for twenty years a legislator, and was
one of the most active members of the legislative session of 1892-1893; with Mr. William White he had
maintained a strict fidelity to the wishes of the people by whom he had been elected. The behavior of these two
patriots during the trying scenes of this session, in such marked contrast to that of many others, won them
profound respect. They could never be induced to compromise principles, nor did they for one moment falter or
hesitate in advocating boldly a new constitution which should accord equal rights to the Hawaiians, as well as
protect the interests of the foreigners. The true patriotism and love of country of these men had been recognized
by me, and I had decorated them with the order of Knight Commander of Kalakaua.
When the vessel drew near on which were the remains of the dead patriot, the people turned out en masse to
draw the carriage, on which the casket was placed, to his late home. No private individual in our land had ever
received such a demonstration of love and respect as was now shown to the lamented member of the House.
High honors were accorded to him. The services were read by the Rev. E. S. Timoteo, after which there was a
long procession in line. The casket was accompanied by all the members of the Hui Kalaaina, and also of the
Hui Aloha Aina, which last society was of his own establishment. Then followed the chief mourners and the
ladies of the Patriotic League. The long, sorrowful escort conducted the body on board the steamer Keauhou;
and after some last impressive services, the crowd watched the little steamer bearing off all that was mortal of
the Hon. J. K. Nawahi towards Hilo, where on arrival another grand demonstration was made. He was laid in
state at the Haili church in obedience to the expressed wish of the people.
He was a member of the legislature when I appointed him as a cabinet minister, and was voted out with the
ministry on the motion of "lack of confidence." He then consulted me as to his future, and stated that if he
should run for the district of Hilo he felt confident of his election. Acting upon my advice, he left at the first
opportunity for Hilo, arriving just in time to appear as a candidate in opposition to the candidate of the
missionary party. He was returned by a large majority. Then it became necessary for him to leave on this same
evening for the port of Honolulu, and the only vessel or means of reaching there was at Hamakua; but he was
falsely informed by those in sympathy with his enemies that there was no way by which he could go.
Nevertheless he fitted out two whaleboats with sails, compass, provisions, and water, and sailed immediately
for the island of Mauai. At two o'clock next morning, as they were passing off Hamakaua, they saw the red light
of the steamer Iwalani, and recognized that they had been purposely deceived so as to prevent the people's
delegate from taking part in the deliberations at the legislature. All next day they were crossing the channel of
Alenuihaha, but by evening the two boats reached Hana in safety. They awaited at the hospitable home of Judge
Kaai the first vessel for Oahu, which landed them duly at Honolulu. Thus, by the One who rules the wind and
the waves, Mr. Nawahi had been favored with a most prosperous voyage; and much to the surprise of his
enemies, arrived in time to take his seat in the legislature amongst those of his party and his personal friends, by
whom he was warmly congratulated on his election and his prompt appearance.
At his death the Provisional Government, whose agents control all the despatches sent to the United States,
caused it there to be promulgated that the liberal party had, since the loss of Mr. Nawahi become discouraged,
and were ready to vote for annexation. This was expressly to deceive the people of the United States. The cause
of Hawaiian independence is larger and dearer than the life of any man connected with it. Love of country is
deep-seated in the breast of every Hawaiian, whatever his station. Yet the above fact is worthy of notice as the
testimony of our enemies to the sturdy patriotism of Mr. Joseph Kahooluhi Nawahi.
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After the obsequies were over, and the remains of the deceased legislator were borne to Hilo, notice was given
by the members for a new election of president to the two patriotic societies at whose head he had stood. This
action was a great astonishment to the Provisional Government and all the friends of the missionary party, for it
was hoped that the loss of such a leader would cause these organizations to dissolve. The Hui Aloha Aina and
the Hui Kalaaina, with the sister organization of the Women's Patriotic League, are societies much dreaded by
the oligarchy now ruling Hawaii. Sufficient time was given to reach the members in the most distant parts of the
Islands, who were notified to meet in convention, which they did. Perfect harmony prevailed; and James
Keauiluna Kaulia was elected president of the Hui Aloha Aina, while David Kalauokalani was chosen as the
head of the Hui Kalaaina; and both these societies are still intent on their patriotic work.
One day in the month of October, 1896, while with trowel in hand I was separating and transplanting my ferns
at my Waikiki residence, Major George C. Potter entered, bearing a document, which on examination I found
purported to be an entire release of all restrictions, an absolute pardon, and a restoration of my civil rights. This,
to be sure, places me in the same position as before my arrest and trial; but let me ask, if I was deprived of my
civil rights at the moment of my imprisonment, of what value was the signature procured to my supposed or
alleged act of abdication? Was it legal, of binding force, or effective? This question I will leave for decision to
all those learned in the law; they can draw their own conclusions as to the probable worth of an
acknowledgment of that document as my free act and deed, or of the proper value of the form of signature not
my own which at the request of others was attached thereto.
[Page]

CHAPTER XLIX
A CHANGE OF SCENE TO FORGET SORROW
ON receiving my full release I felt greatly inclined to go abroad, it made no difference where, as long as it
would be a change. Calling to mind my many acquaintances in San Francisco, and remembering the relatives of
my husband living there, and across the bay in Oakland, I decided to sail for that city, and at once quietly began
my preparations.
On the fifth day of December, 1896, shortly after breakfast, with my companion, Mrs. Kia Nahaolelua, I
drove up to the residence of President Dole. As I entered, he rose from his seat, approached me at once, and
extended his hand, which I took. Asking us to be seated, he inquired of me to what he was indebted for the
honor of this early visit. I informed him of my intention to take a trip to San Francisco. He inquired if I intended
to go farther on, to which I replied I would probably visit my relations in the city of Boston, and perhaps might
cross the Atlantic to call on my niece, the Princess Kaiulani, in England. At this Mr. Dole rose and called his
wife, who entered immediately, and greeted me with a pleasant smile. In the course of an agreeable conversation
they expressed their great anxiety and solicitude for me, in that I was undertaking such a journey in the depth of
winter.
The climate of Boston, they said, was one of great severity; especially was this true in its effect upon
strangers, and they warned me to prepare myself most carefully against the dangers of a winter there. Thanking
them for their kind interest, I bade them good-by; but the president very gallantly escorted me to my carriage,
and of his own accord proposed to send from the foreign office passports for myself and for those of my party.
He then politely bowed an adieu as the carriage was driven out of his yard, and thus we parted.
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Taking leave of my cousin, the Prince Kalanianaole, on the way, I returned to my own residence. Intending to
make but a hasty stop there, I found awaiting me Mr. D. Kalauokalani, the president of the Hui Kalaaina, and
Mr. William White, also Mrs. Joseph Nawahi, the chairman of the central committee of the Women's Patriotic
League. They expressed much surprise at learning that I was about to leave so soon; but my trunks and other
baggage awaiting transportation spoke silently in support of my intentions. A few words of explanation and
direction were exchanged, the farewells to all of my household were said, and my party started for the wharf.
There I found Hon. J. O. Carter, with Mrs. Carter and their family, waiting to see me off. There were a few
other friends, and only a few, for I had purposely kept my intention to depart to myself. I shook hands with Mr.
F. J. Testa, the proprietor of the Independent, who seemed very much surprised to see me, and then mounted the
gangway that led up the side of the vessel, accompanied by Mr. Carter. Having taken a glance at
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the rooms which were assigned to me, I returned to the deck, where Major George C. Potter, aid to Mr. Dole,
had already arrived, and presented to me my passport.
It was signed by Mr. W. O. Smith as Minister of Foreign Affairs, granting to Liliuokalani of Hawaii
permission to come and go in distant parts under the protection of the Hawaiian government, and charging all
representatives of that government to afford me protection.
But I could not help noticing that in making out this document the name of the family of my husband,
Governor Dominis, – the name they had compelled me to affix to the document, and which, as there combined,
had never been mine, or my legal signature, – was not mentioned, and perhaps they had failed to think of it.
What had become of that signature they had required to my act of alleged abdication? Passports were also given
for my suite, Mr. Joseph Heleluhe and Mrs. Kia Nahaolelua.
Hon. Samuel Parker came on board the steamship, and asked in astonishment where I was going. I gave him a
like answer to that given to President and Mrs. Dole, and then the steamer proceeded on herway out of the
harbor. The usual farewells of waving handkerchiefs and hats signalized our departure, and then for the first
time in years I drew a long breath of freedom. (For what was there worthy of that sacred name under the
circumstance in which I had lived on shore?) Not knowing but what every word, every look, every act, of mine
was being noted down by spies to be reported somewhere to my hurt.
The captain of the China was very kind, the officers and every one on board most attentive, and a short and
pleasant run of five days brought us to the coast of California. When the steamer was fast to the wharf at San
Francisco, we were met by Colonel George W. Macfarlane, who awaited us; and, conducting us to our carriage,
we were driven at once to the California Hotel, where apartments had been engaged for me and my suite. I
telegraphed at once to my friends in Boston, notifying them of my arrival on American soil, and in reply
received a despatch kindly inviting me to join them in the celebration of their Christmas holidays. I remained in
San Francisco ten days, and had every reason to be content with my welcome.
Many friends had hastened to call upon me; amongst these were Mr. and Mrs. Claus Spreckels, Mrs. J. D.
Spreckels and her lovely daughter, Miss Emma Spreckels, Mr. and Mrs. C. A. Spreckels, Mr. Charles R. Bishop,
Mr. and Mrs. Shrader of San Rafael, Mrs. Annie Barton of Berkeley, Mrs. Toler of Oakland, Mrs. Hitchings, and
many other persons of prominence whose names have escaped my memory. Colonel and Mrs. Macfarlane, with
their niece, Miss Gardie Macfarlane, had their apartments at the hotel where I stopped; and this made me feel at
home at once, for they were most kind and attentive throughout my stay.
And it seems, too, that I was not to be without a delightful travelling companion, for Mrs. Kaikilani Graham,
formerly of Honolulu, was in California, and was on the point of directing her course eastward with her
children. So preparations were made for crossing the continent, and we took the Sunset Limited via New
Orleans. Colonel Macfarlane had decided that to be our best route, so that I and my suite might get accustomed
gradually to the change of climate, and pass by degrees into the cold weather of the East. It was a kind thought
on his part, and one to which perhaps I owe more than can now be estimated. Taking this beautiful curve to the
southward, we passed through the charming open country in and about Los Angeles, where we saw miles of
orange-groves, the trees all laden with their golden fruit.
Miles after miles of rich country went by as we gazed from the windows of the moving train, and all this vast
extent of territory which we traversed belonged to the United States; and there were many other routes from the
Pacific to the Atlantic with an equally boundless panorama. Here were thousands of acres of uncultivated,
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uninhabited, but rich and fertile lands, soil capable of producing anything which grows, plenty of water, floods
of it running to waste, everything needed for pleasant towns and quiet homesteads, except population. The view
and the thoughts awakened brought forcibly to my mind that humanity was the one element needed to open to
usefulness and enjoyment these rich tracts of land. Colonies and colonies could be established here, and never
interfere with each other in the least, the vast extent of unoccupied land is so enormous. I thought what splendid
sugar plantations might here be established, how easily and profitably rice might be grown, and in some other
spots with what good returns coffee could be planted. There was nothing lacking in this great, rich country save
the people to settle upon it, and develop its wealth.
And yet this great and powerful nation must go across two thousand miles of sea, and take from the poor
Hawaiians their little spots in the broad Pacific, must covet our islands of Hawaii Nei, and extinguish the
nationality of my poor people, many of whom have now not a foot of land which can be called their own. And
for what? In order that another race-problem shall be injected into the social and political perplexities with
which the United States in the great experiment of popular government is already struggling? in order that a
novel and inconsistent foreign and colonial policy shall be grafted upon its hitherto impregnable diplomacy? or
in order that a friendly and generous, yet proud-spirited and sensitive race, a race admittedly capable and worthy
of receiving the best opportunities for material and moral progress, shall be crushed under the weight of a social
order and prejudice with which even another century of preparation would hardly fit it to cope?
As we passed eastward on our journey, the people crowded to the railway stations, eager, no matter how brief
our stop, to get a glimpse of the Queen of Hawaii. At times this curiosity became so troublesome that the train
officials were obliged to lock the car-doors, or close up our section, to prevent intrusion. At such times as these
Mrs. Graham proved herself not only a pleasant companion, but of great service; she was always a skilful and
ready defence against importunities. She was tall, handsome, very commanding in her presence, and very
ladylike and polite in her manner. She was always courteous to the news-gatherers; and they retired quite
pleased with such statements as she was able to give concerning me and my journey, and not a little charmed
with the strategist who had communicated the information. At Washington we parted, she going to New York,
and I to Boston.
We reached the national capital in six days, and were much interested in observing the snow, which lay on the
ground, covered the tops of the houses and the roofs of our cars. It was a new sight to my suite, because in our
country it only appears as a white mantle resting on the summits of our highest mountains. We made no stay in
the city of Washington, for my friends in the Puritan city were expecting me. Having telegraphed my approach,
in response to my wish Captain Julius A. Palmer met me on the arrival of the train at the Park-square Station at
about nine o'clock on the evening of Christmas Day. The train, having been detained a few hours, was behind its
schedule time of arrival. Captain Palmer conducted me to the Parker House, where my cousin, Mr. William Lee,
with his wife, Mrs. Sara White Lee, and their daughter, Miss Alice Lee, were awaiting me.
I was at once amongst my friends, or rather, with my own family; for kisses, embraces, and congratulations
followed each other very rapidly. I was received also with greetings of leis, made after the pattern of those in my
own land; and thus my husband's relatives had made me feel I was not a stranger in a strange land, and contrived
almost to make us forget the distance from our own beautiful Hawaii. It is indeed pleasant to receive such
greetings from faithful hearts and loving hands in a foreign land. In order to be near my cousins, after a few
days' rest at the Parker House, I moved to the Stirlingworth Cottage, just off Beacon Street, in Brookline.
[Page]
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

132/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

CHAPTER L
A NEW ENGLAND WINTER
AT Stirlingworth Cottage I passed a most delightful month, although the frost often covered the window
panes, the snow whirled around the house, and the icicles formed on the trees; the kindly greetings of my
Boston friends and the warmth of their hearts deprived a Northern winter of all its gloom. The health of my
party was excellent, and it seemed to be a matter of surprise to those who met us that we suffered so little by the
change from the mild air of our beautiful islands to the rigors of a New England winter.
The first Sunday of my stay in Boston I accepted the kind invitation of Mr. and Mrs. George W. Armstrong to
test the pleasures of a sleighride with them in their carriage-sleigh. In an open sleigh were seated Miss Alice Lee
and the members of my suite, Mrs. Kia Nahaolelua, Mr. Joseph Heleluhe, and Captain Julius A. Palmer. The
last-named gentleman visited me every day during my residence in his native city, attending to my
correspondence or other business simply from motives of love to my people and of interest in me; and as long as
I remained in Boston he declined other compensation than the approval of his own conscience.
It was a bright and beautiful day when the jingling bells and prancing horses acquainted me with the muchpraised experience of sleigh-riding; and my kind host had determined that I at least should suffer no
inconvenience from the cold, for our sleigh was abundantly provided with robes, and was warmed by a recently
invented apparatus. My two Hawaiian attendants, however, in the open sleigh, felt the cold most severely. In
truth, I must say that I failed to see the delight and exhilaration of the sport, although I enjoyed the afternoon
very much indeed; but if I had had the same charming companions on a good road with an easy-riding carriage,
it seems to me the pleasure of the ride would have been greater. It reminded me of the play of the Hawaiian
children, where they draw each other along with smooth logs for runners. But it was extremely thoughtful in Mr.
and Mrs. Armstrong to suggest this for my entertainment, and was only one of the many ways in which these
friends showed their goodness of heart towards me. When I returned from a little trip to Niagara, Mr. Armstrong
met me at the station, and cordially placed his private carriage and driver at my disposal to convey me to my
Brookline apartments, which were not far from his elegant residence on Beacon Street.
During my sojourn in Brookline I attended All Saints' Church. The rector was the Rev. Mr. Addison, and I
was pleased to notice the close attention given to his sermons by the congregation. He seemed to be a very
popular man with his parishioners; and well they might appreciate such a pastor, for he showed himself to be a
man whose heart and soul were in the great and glorious work of teaching the truths of Christianity, and leading
others in the worship of God.
One morning Cousin Sara (Mrs. Lee) brought a letter from a lady who was collecting dolls for an
International Doll-Show, to be exhibited at fairs for the benefit of charities for children. Having always been
interested in the welfare of the young, I was happy to grant the request to have a Hawaiian doll for the charitable
object. It much amused my cousin to see me sewing; and it was a pastime for me to make the clothing for the
very pretty doll, that resembled somewhat some of my people who had intermarried with the foreigners.
The doll, for some reason, did not make its public début until quite recently; and I take the opportunity to
insert here a clipping from the Boston Globe, Dec. 4, 1897, of the occasion, which is noteworthy, as that paper, I
am informed, has been strongly for annexation, and heretofore has had but few kindly comments for the other
side.

https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

133/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

"Mrs. William Lee of Brookline gave an interesting talk last evening to a goodly gathering of women, and a
slight sprinkling of men, at the doll-show opened in Hotel Thorndike, for two days, yesterday, for the benefit of
the New England Home for Crippled Children.
This doll-show, which for variety and size exceeds any previous one in Boston, is notable for one thing, – in
having among the exhibits three genuine royal dolls, that is to say, three dolls contributed by royalty. Two of
them, miniature representations of Eskimo babies, made by the Eskimos themselves, and dressed in full Arctic
costume of sealskin, were sent here by Queen Victoria from her own private collection, which is said to be the
largest and finest in the world.
The third one was given by ex-Queen Liliuokalani of Hawaii, who dressed it and decorated it herself in the
mother-hubbard-like gown characteristic of Hawaiian women, and the head wreath and neck garland of flowers
to which they are so partial on gala occasions. The ex-queen named the doll Kaiulani, for her niece and heir.
Mrs. Lee talked about her friend Liliuokalani, whose name, she said, signifies the preservation of the heavens,
and gave an interesting description of Hawaii's history and the peculiar customs of the people.
She asserted that the native Hawaiians are more intelligent and better educated than they are generally
credited with being; most of them being able to read and write their own language, and many of them being
equally accomplished in English.
Their constancy and their trustful nature, she claimed, have been their misfortune. At one period, she said,
Hawaii was governed by no laws save the Ten Commandments.
Mrs. Lee expressed the opinion that in view of the power wielded by the whites, and the little influence
possessed by the natives at the time of the late revolution, it was no wonder the queen wished to promulgate a
new constitution to restore to her people some of the rights of which they had been deprived.
She said further, 'I tell you from the bottom of my heart, I have never found a more devout and perfect
Christian under all circumstances than Liliuokalani. I have never yet heard her utter an unkind word against
those who persecute her.
I am American by ancestry from the earliest days of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, and I love the American
flag, and would be the last to see it hauled down if rightly raised; but (here Mrs. Lee spoke with visible emotion)
if a Captain Kidd or any other pirate should raise the American flag simply as a decoy in order to destroy, we
should be the first to resent it.
I do not oppose annexation as such, but it grieves me to see the way our countrymen have gone to work to
bring it about.
I believe the Hawaiians should have their independent government, and that the natives should have
something to say as to what that government shall be.'"
On New Year's Day, 1897, a brilliant reception was given by Mrs. William Lee at her residence, where I
found myself the guest of honor. It might be noticed here, that, in regard to such occasions as this, the feelings
of one who has been imprisoned, politically or otherwise, can only be understood by a person who has passed
through the ordeal. With Mrs. Lee's numerous friends and high social position, she would most gladly have
given to me an opportunity to receive attentions from the clubs and societies of which she is a distinguished
member, and I would thereby have met many very delightful people. But although, since my earliest
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remembrance, I have been accustomed to ceremonies and receptions, yet, even after a winter's experience in
Washington, it is not easy for me to get over that shrinking from the gaze of strangers acquired by recent years
of retirement, eight months of experience as a prisoner, and the humiliations of the time when I was under the
supervision of government spies or custodians.
Therefore, while I was grateful to Mrs. Lee for the wish, I told her that save in her own house and to meet her
personal friends, I would be obliged to decline public receptions. But the number of gallant gentlemen, beautiful
ladies, and fair young girls (two of whom served as ushers) that honored this occasion, caused me to be happy
that I had made an exception. Music was furnished by some of the younger visitors, one of whom, Miss Sara
MacDonald, a sister of the two charming ushers, played most sweetly and skilfully on the harp; and Mrs. Frank
M. Goss, Mrs. Farwell, and the Misses Morse and Foster, assisted at the beautifully decorated refreshment table.
Although the invitations had only been received on the morning of the reception, the attendance was very large.
It comprised many of the most prominent people of Boston and Brookline, as well as those of surrounding
towns.
The lovely January day was terminated by a light fall of snow, through which we found our way back to our
home, with much gratitude in our hearts towards the kind entertainers and their many pleasant friends who had
wished the Hawaiian party a happy New Year.
Mr. J. T. Trowbridge and Mr. W. T. Adams, the latter better known as Oliver Optic, two very interesting
literary gentlemen, I met by the introduction of Mr. and Mrs. Lee. Although of advanced years, Mr. Adams was
a bright and genial man, and his conversation was adorned with flashes of quiet wit and abounded in good
humor, just as he shows himself in his fascinating books. He has since died; and these, his life-long friends, will
long mourn his loss to them and to literature.
While at Stirlingworth Cottage Mr. and Mrs. Yeaton, whom I met at Mrs. Lee's reception, very kindly
presented me with a token which I shall always prize, – a paper-cutter, made by the gentleman himself from the
original wood of the old ship-of-war, the Constitution. I have an indistinct recollection that the frigate visited the
Islands years ago, when I was quite young, and that I was then told that she was one of the most famous of
American vessels.
During my stay in Boston, I made a winter excursion to Niagara Falls. The trip was accomplished in three or
four days, without the least inconvenience, although we were all strangers to the route, and to the hotel where
rooms had been engaged by wire for myself and suite. All the tales I had ever heard of the grandeur of the great
cataract fell far short of the truth; and I was impressed with an awe quite impossible to express in words when I
came to look upon that everlasting volume of waters. As I stood at the edge of the precipice on Goat Island, my
most constant thought and vivid impression was that of the insignificance of man when brought face to face
with nature. While standing by this, one of the great wonders of the world, I felt as in the very presence of the
Creator.
And yet man knows no fear, and his ingenuity has mastered here, as elsewhere, the strength of the elements;
and by his inventive genius and skill he is now turning this fierce Kühleborn into an obedient servant. A
company has been created, and its efforts to build a flume supplied from the cataract have been successful. The
water-power is carried into a large shed, and there made to generate the electricity which furnishes the whole
district about the Falls with light and power. The current for these and various other purposes, I am informed, is
carried over more than twenty miles to the city of Buffalo.
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We had a fine view from the American side of the Falls; there were wreaths of mist curling upward in the air,
blown into fantastic shapes by the breezes which came forth from the Cave of the Winds. Showers also passed
over the river, or followed its rapid flow. After lunch we took carriages and drove along the brink, then crossed
the great Suspension Bridge to the Canadian side. The bridge itself is a wonder, showing to rare advantage the
ingenuity of the brains which contrived and the hands which built it. At the Horseshoe Fall, as well as while
approaching it, we found abundant evidences of the wintry season; there were icicles on the fences and houses,
the trees were covered with shining crystal, and the trellis-work of wire on the banks at the edge of the precipice
was marvellously garnished with pendent icicles of every size and shape. We also visited the boiling lake, had
our photographs taken out-of-doors on the snow, and, after a most instructive and delightful visit, returned to our
Brookline quarters with a picture to be treasured in memory for life.
Before leaving Boston, as it was my intention to do some time during the month of January, my cousin, Mr.
N. G. Snelling, gave a family party at his house, to which my suite was invited, and I had the pleasure of
meeting as many of the family as could be brought together. More than thirty relatives and a few of the most
intimate friends of the kind host were present. An elegant table laden with refreshments and adorned with
flowers occupied the centre of one of the rooms, and the event was made in all respects as delightful as possible
to us.
To meet these relatives, and receive from the lips of each some cordial expression of welcome, was unusually
grateful after my long, sad experiences; and it vividly recalled to me the previous family gathering, when my
dear husband greeted his family kin, and we, with Queen Kapiolani, were Boston's honored guests.
[Page]

CHAPTER LI
WASHINGTON – PSEUDO-HAWAIIANS
ON Friday, Jan. 22, 1897, I bade adieu to my cousins, Mr. and Mrs. William Lee, and the other friends who
had rendered my four weeks' stay at Boston so interesting and agreeable that I had scarcely noticed the flight of
time, and took the evening train for Washington. By my request, Captain Julius A. Palmer accompanied me as
my private secretary, and remained as one of my suite from that date to the 7th of August, when he asked and
most cheerfully received permission to take a vacation, for he had been most constant and devoted in every
official duty. Captain Palmer had been presented to me at Honolulu just as I have met other visitors and
correspondents; we had no personal acquaintance until my visit to Boston, but I knew those in my native city
who were connected with his family by marriage. Besides which, his interest in the Hawaiian people, and his
reputation as a man of unblemished honor and integrity, recommended him to me; and I needed the services of
some person more familiar with matters and manners in the United States than could be expected of my
Hawaiian secretary, Mr. Joseph Heleluhe, who was now on his first trip abroad.
I have found Captain Palmer to be well informed on all matters relating to Hawaii, whether in those earlier
days when he visited the Islands under the monarch, or since 1893 under the rule of the Provisional
Government. Like many others I might mention, he went there soon after the overthrow, and was petted and
flattered by the party in power. But all the time he was quietly investigating the situation for himself. The result
of his observations was a conclusion that the right of the Hawaiian people to choose their own form of
government should be affirmed, and that they should be protected in this choice by the power of the United
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States, in which event he was fully assured that their queen would be overwhelmingly restored to her
constitutional rights.
While in Boston I was constantly asked if there was any political significance in my visit to America, and if I
expected to see the President. It seemed wise to say nothing about my purpose at that time, but frankness would
now indicate an opposite course. By the first vessel that arrived from Honolulu after I reached San Francisco,
documents were sent to me by the patriotic leagues of the native Hawaiian people, those associations of which I
have already spoken in full; and these representative bodies of my own nation prayed me to undertake certain
measures for the general good of Hawaii. Further messages of similar purport reached me while I was visiting
my Boston friends.
All the communications received, whether personally or in form, from individuals or from the abovementioned organizations, were in advocacy of one desired end. This was to ask President Cleveland that the
former form of government unjustly taken from us by the persons who in 1892 and 1893 represented the United
States should be restored, and that this restoration should undo the wrong which had been done to the Hawaiian
people, and return to them the queen, to whom constitutionally, and also by their own choice, they had a perfect
right.
This was further in the line of the only instructions which to this day have ever been given by the United
States to the so-called Republic of Hawaii, and those were that the President acknowledges the right of the
Hawaiian people to choose their own form of government. Were that one sentence literally carried out in fact
today, and the Hawaiians sustained in the carrying out of the same, it would be all that either my people or
myself could ask.
The second package of documents received by me in Boston was addressed to President McKinley, and was
similar to the others I already had, only they were addressed to Hon. Grover Cleveland while he was president.
Accompanying these papers were other documents, showing that full power was accorded to me, not only as
their queen, but individually, to represent the real people of Hawaii, and in so doing to act in any way my
judgment should dictate for the good of the Hawaiians, to whom the Creator gave those beautiful islands in the
Pacific. Commissions were also issued to Mr. Joseph Heleluhe, empowering him to act with me; he having been
chosen by the Hawaiians as the special envoy of those deprived by the Provisional Government, not only of the
franchise, but also of any representation at the capital of that American nation to which they have never ceased
to look for the redress of national wrongs, brought upon them by the hasty action of the United States officers.
When I speak at this time of the Hawaiian people, I refer to the children of the soil, – the native inhabitants of
the Hawaiian Islands and their descendants. Two delegations claiming to represent Hawaii have visited
Washington at intervals during the past four years in the cause of annexation, besides which other individuals
have been sent on to assist in this attempt to defraud an aboriginal people of their birthrights, – rights dear to the
patriotic hearts of even the weakest nation. Lately these aliens have called themselves Hawaiians.
They are not and never were Hawaiians. Although some have had positions under the monarchy which they
solemnly swore by oath of office to uphold and sustain, they retained their American birthrights. When they
overthrew my government, and placed themselves under the protectorate established by John L. Stevens, – as he
so states in writing, – they designated themselves as Americans; as such they called on him to raise their flag on
the building of the Hawaiian Government. When it pleased the Provisional Government to give their control
another name, they called it the Republic of Hawaii. To gain the sympathy of the American people, they made
the national day of the Independence of the United States their own, and made speeches claiming to be
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American citizens. Such has been their custom at Honolulu, although in Washington they represent themselves
as Hawaiians.
At Honolulu these annexationists made speeches abusing the Senate of the United States for the delay in
annexing Hawaii; they further said the most grossly insulting things of President Cleveland because he
frustrated their plans, and included Secretary Gresham in their condemnation because he failed to recognize
them as Americans. Of these pseudo-Hawaiians, Mr. Hatch is a lawyer from New Hampshire. His first exploit in
the ring of adventures was not a diplomatic success. He met some of his annexation associates at Canton, Ohio.
Mr. McKinley sent word that the state of his health obliged him to decline to receive visitors, so the embassy
returned to the national capital. "Minister" Cooper, another alien (less than a year in Hawaii in 1893, when he
stood on the steps of Iolani Palace, and read the proclamation against me), has been given office, probably as a
reward for the risk he ran. Mr. William A. Kinney has been better acquainted with life at Salt Lake City, as it
was in the past, than with simple, amiable – but, alas, no longer happy – Hawaii. Without military experience,
he was commissioned a captain, and afterward charged with the duty of Judge Advocate in attacking me, and
those of my people who sought liberty from the foreign oppressor. So I could go on multiplying indefinitely
recollections of these and other so-called Hawaiians. Those who are not recent arrivals are sons of the
missionaries, or allied to the families connected with the American Mission, and claim foreign citizenship to this
day. When a political question was under discussion, they would be very active in soliciting the native Hawaiian
vote for the side of the missionary party. The true Hawaiian, you see, has no representation in these several
commissions.
The number of articles written or inspired by the Commissioners or their allies is enormous; articles skilfully
calculated to deceive the American people on most important topics; also articles intended to place me in an
awkward or utterly false position in the great and good land where I have been four times a visitor. I can see the
inspiration of it all, because I know the character of several of the men so engaged. Allusion to episodes in the
career as a monarchial official of one of these men has already been made. Mr. Thurston's political methods
need no mention. His measures with the press are well known, but unfortunately for him, he rewarded
newspaper enterprise once too often. His position as at least a nominal member of the diplomatic corps gave him
certain advantages, which he treacherously used to give official correspondence to the press. For this he was
promptly rebuked by Secretary Gresham, and recalled to Honolulu as persona non grata. The Dole government
was too weak to defend its agent, and Mr. Thurston went home in disgrace. He is again attempting to negotiate a
treaty, bartering away his adopted country.
Another without gratitude, and false to the country to which he owes his life, whose letters to the press have
frequently appeared, is Sereno E. Bishop of Honolulu, a man who owes his seventy years or more to the vigor
given to his infancy from the breasts of Hawaiian women. Broadcast have been his letters reviling my people,
and repeating the vilest of falsehoods as to myself, since he failed to have Hawaii annexed by praising the
country, its people, and his queen. One has but to peruse Mr. Bishop's paper in the Review of Reviews for
September, 1891, to see how false must be his later statements. I trust those who read these pages will obtain
that number of the Review, and read the article.
I cannot impress too strongly upon those who truly desire to know about my country and to do it justice, the
importance of reading that "article" of September, 1891. Although it was written not to serve Hawaii, but in the
interest of the annexationists, the plea used was that the Hawaiians had shown themselves so capable of selfgovernment, and were so proud of their autonomy in the Pacific, that they would be well qualified to be United
States citizens. How vastly opposite and false is the plea that is made by them now for annexation!
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Early in their present mission the Annexationists secured the services of Mr. John W. Foster, who succeeded
Mr. Blaine as Secretary of State under Mr. Harrison, and employed him to deliver in Washington a lecture on
Hawaii. Before this, I had received a letter from an American residing in that city, advising me to lose no time in
retaining the services of Mr. Foster in presenting my case to the National government. To this, as to several
other offers of legal aid, I returned the reply that I thanked the friendly counsellors, but that I had already in my
letters and protest placed my case before the Chief Executive (since my first communication more than one
president has occupied that position), and that I would trust in their honor for redress. But if I had not believed
in the integrity of the American nation, and its treaty-making representatives, it would have been well to have
awaited the delivery of this lecture, before retaining the services of Mr. Foster; because had he shown such a
lamentable ignorance of my affairs as he did of those of Hawaii when he tried to speak of that country, her
rulers, her people, even her situation geographically and socially, my case as a client would have suffered from
his ignorance. Notwithstanding the historical truths, that although the gospel has been preached in Polynesia for
a century or more, and that there is no other nation which has made such rapid progress in civilization and
Christianity, yet Mr. Foster had the assurance to stand up in Washington, and revile all the native Hawaiian
sovereigns. Not content with the using bad language about my brother, King Kalakaua, and myself, he had to
take up each one of the Kamehamehas, and refuse to them successively even one good quality, or to the Island
people one redeeming characteristic.
This is only one of Mr. Foster's blunders, – truly a serious one. Another blunder savors of the ridiculous; I did
not see it, but it was described to me by those who did. It seems that his remarks were to be illustrated by lantern
slides; and on opening this series of illustrations, there first appeared on the screen a dark form, which no one in
the audience could recognize, yet the lecturer nothing daunted, with pole in hand, began to describe the situation
of the Islands; then it suddenly occurred to him that the dots on the Pacific as shown by the slides were placed
near enough over to annex, if not to the United States, then to Mexico; so he paused in his remarks while the
artist made a second attempt; but he had only fled from one extreme to another, for now the unfortunate group,
so far as location was concerned, had every appearance of annexation to Japan. This was going from Scylla to
Charybdis. It was not until the third trial, when poor little Hawaii regained that position in the Pacific Ocean in
which the hand of the Creator had left her, that the lecturer, after some hesitation in order to be sure that this
time he was right, dared to proceed with his discourse. There was not one original idea in his lengthy
misrepresentation of my native land, its people, and its sovereigns.
Mr. Foster made one brief trip to Honolulu, in the interest, it is said, of the cable company projected by Mr. Z.
S. Spaulding. Whether this was a mere pretence or an original motive ending in failure, cannot be decided now.
But the present rulers took charge of him at once, as they do of all new-comers; and he was greeted, feasted, and
generally entertained by the members of the government and by their friends. A meeting was held where the
cable scheme was discussed, annexation also receiving some notice. A feeble opposition was developed under
the leadership of Mr. W. G. Irwin. Mr. Foster immediately replied that unless there was perfect agreement on the
part of the planters, nothing could be done, there was no further use for his services; and if the cable scheme was
so unpopular he might as well leave, which he did without even warning those friends who had been so attentive
to him. Soon after his arrival in Washington, he delivered his lecture, and then had it printed at the public
expense, and sent to the Senate by the money of the people, all upon a subject about which he knew nothing
save the absurd stories and intentional misrepresentations repeated to him by those who were writing them out
continually for the American newspapers.
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Time would not admit of a particular criticism of each of the individuals who have been working so hard at
Washington from the close of the last Republican administration to the present date, with the sole object of
bettering a small minority of American ancestry at the cost of forty thousand Hawaiians (not to count those of
other nationalities to the number of over sixty thousand), who have no voice in public affairs, either in Hawaii or
in the representation of the present government at Washington. And to oppose this project, and represent this
down-trodden people, there was in Washington simply the presence of one woman, without legal adviser,
without a dollar to spend in subsidies, supported and encouraged in her mission only by three faithful adherents,
and such friends as from time to time expressed to her their sympathy.
Amongst the last-named, even in the city of my husband's family, I could not count the representative of the
Hawaiian Republic. Somewhere about the year 1848, possibly earlier, a young man from Boston landed on the
shores of our Islands; he was about eighteen years of age, an entire stranger, coming out to those distant fields of
labor to seek his fortune. My adopted father, the chief Paki, befriended him, gave him the first helping hand
which welcomed him to his new country, and rendered him such assistance as was in fact the means of showing
to him the opportunity of making his way in the world; as years passed by he established himself in business,
and soon became one of the leading merchants of Lahaina, at that time the port of call in the Islands for the
whaleships, ranking second only to Honolulu.
It was then the base of supplies to this fleet of vessels, was a thoroughly thrifty place, and a business city of
growing commercial importance. But the oil-wells of the land have thrown into neglect the oil-ships of the sea,
and since this decline and decay Lahaina is little more than a city of ruins. Mr. Gilman probably saw the
approaching decline of the industry by which the place was supported; for he broke up his business connections
there, sundered certain personal ties, and returned to the East with a very handsome fortune, it is said, the result
of the accumulation of years of mercantile life on Hawaiian soil and under Hawaiian laws. From Honolulu he
returned to Boston, where he has resided ever since, save that once, since the overthrow of the monarchy, he
made a brief visit to his Honolulu friends.
In 1887, during my journey with Queen Kapiolani, we met Mr. Gilman, who was at that time very kind and
attentive to me. To be sure, he had a point to gain; he wanted a decoration from the king, and did not hesitate to
say so. On the return of the queen's party to the Islands, letters were received from Mr. Gilman, directly
applying for the honor to my brother. Chiefly by means of my personal influence his petition was granted, and
he was made a Knight Companion of the Order of Kalakaua, and the decoration forwarded to him.
The next thing I heard from Mr. Gilman was that he had espoused with alacrity and fidelity the cause of the
revolutionists of the month of January, 1893, and that he avowed his implicit belief in all the absurd and wicked
statements circulated by the missionary party against my own character and that of my people. Papers were sent
to me where Mr. Gilman had repeated and vouched for the truth of these abominable political slanders; and at
first I could scarcely credit it, for this man was often at the house of my adoption, and showed great partiality for
my society when I was a young girl and he a young man. He knew Paki and Konia, a couple of the strictest
morality, whose household was organized on the basis of the most regular family habits and the most pious
Christian customs; and these had taken me from my very birth under their parental care.
He further knew me as the foster-sister and daily companion of Mrs. Bernice Pauahi Bishop, where I was ever
under the kind care of her husband, Hon. Charles R. Bishop, a couple whose principles of exalted piety, whose
love for all that is good, honorable, and pure, are too well known to need at this moment the least praise from
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me, and whose protection was ever and always surrounding my earlier life. From their house, when married, I
went directly to that of my husband's mother, with whom I lived to the day of her death, not so very long ago.
Such were the lives of those with whom my own life has been passed; such were the families with whom Mr.
Gilman knew I had been in daily association, and where he met me. At the time when he hastened to avow his
allegiance to my enemies, and to ask them for the decoration of a consular station, in the year 1893, I was fiftysix years of age. Yet the past was reckoned by him as naught; he permitted himself to be instantly prejudiced
against his early friend, and to be led away by the base slanders and political falsehoods of her adversaries. He
proceeded to vilify me in such articles as those sent to me from his pen, and has been a zealous servant of the
men who placed him in the office; he has rushed into print not only his own misstatements, but has endeavored
to nullify the influence of any article written in my favor, or in defence of the rights of the Hawaiian people.
Such has been the animosity, openly and secretly expressed, toward me, not only as a queen, but as a woman,
by those whom all the claims of gratitude should bind to me as friends, and who should rally to my assistance,
that, since leaving home and arriving in America, I have constantly received communications from Hawaii,
often by special message, begging me to be careful of my life, still regarded as "infinitely precious to the people
of the Islands," reminding me that I was surrounded by enemies, some of whom from home were entirely
unscrupulous, and assuring me that great anxiety was felt by all classes, as it was a persistent rumor that evil
was intended me.
[Page]

CHAPTER LII
PRESIDENT AND MRS. CLEVELAND
ARRIVING in Washington on Saturday, my party took rooms at the Shoreham; and amongst the very first
callers to greet me was the Hon. Daniel Nash Morgan, the Treasurer of the United States. A Mason of the
highest degree himself, Mr. Morgan noticed at once the jewel of the Mystic Shrine which I wore upon my
breast, and asked for its history.
I told him that General Powell, a grand commander of the Mystic Shrine in the Western jurisdiction, visited
the Hawaiian Islands about the time of my return from the Queen's Jubilee. When he met me he took the
decoration of the order from the lapel of his own coat, and pinned it on the front of my dress. As he fastened it
on my breast, wishing me God-speed, he said that, should I travel and find myself in need of any aid or
protection, it would be of great assistance to me; and I have worn it ever since. Mr. Morgan was much interested
in this narration, and, with his charming wife and lovely daughter, as well as with others of his family, did much
to render my stay in Washington pleasant to me.
My first call, after arriving at the Shoreham, was at the White House. The day of my departure from Boston,
President Cleveland had gone on one of his hunting excursions. This was immediately telegraphed over the
land, and his going made out to be a consequence of my coming. As no person, excepting the three members of
my suite, knew of my intention to visit Washington, of course this was impossible. However, it was as true as
the long list of falsehoods written during my residence at Washington and elsewhere.
On Monday morning, Jan. 25, Mr. Cleveland set the gossips at rest by appearing at the executive office; and at
eleven o'clock my secretaries delivered to Hon. Henry T. Thurber, the President's secretary, a brief note from
me, advising him of my presence in the city, and offering to express to him my friendly feeling by a personal
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call, if it would be convenient to receive me. I had suggested no day nor hour; but they had scarcely reached the
hotel on their return when a most courteous note was received from the President, conveying to me his
sympathy, and welcoming me to call upon him at three o'clock that very afternoon, which I did with the three
members of my suite.
The President received me in the little Red Reception-room. Every door opened as we passed in; and the
crowd of reporters on the piazza were forced to be content with a mere glimpse of my party, and to draw on
imagination for any account of the interview. Not a hint was given by me as to any intention to visit Mrs.
Cleveland. The President very naturally spoke of his wife, who had shown me such consideration the last time I
was in the executive mansion; and I expressed the hope that she continued in good health after so many trying
duties and social responsibilities had been laid upon her.
To this Mr. Cleveland immediately said that he would like to have me see for myself, and that he hoped she
was at home, but that he had come directly from his business office, and had had no opportunity to speak with
her since hearing from me. He then added that he would ascertain, and went to the corridor to inquire of the
usher, who told him that Mrs. Cleveland had gone out for her afternoon walk; so we resumed our conversation,
during which I handed him the documents prepared for his inspection by the patriotic leagues of which I have
already spoken.
These he took impressively, thanking me for them. It was a great pleasure to me to tell him personally how
dear his name was to the Hawaiian people, and how grateful a place he held in my own heart because of his
effort to do that which was right and just in restoring to us our lost independence. We always thought him to be
sincere in his attempt to right the wrong; and since I have fully acquainted myself with the obstructions placed
in his way by the supporters of Minister John L. Stevens, I understand far better than formerly that he failed
through no fault of his own. It was a very pleasant interview; and when it was over, I returned with my party to
my hotel.
Mrs. Cleveland's accidental absence was made use of by the press to cast a slur upon me. No one seemed to
notice that had the first lady in the land been rude as reported – well, it would not have been Mrs. Cleveland,
that is all. Two or three days later, a note arrived unexpectedly from the executive mansion, which stated that
Mrs. Cleveland would be happy to see me, and that as she was to give a private reception at five o'clock in the
afternoon, she thought that if I would call a quarter of an hour or so previous to that hour, we could have a
pleasant chat together in her parlor.
The delicacy of thus arranging in advance that I might have the opportunity for social enjoyment apart from
the visitors is indeed worthy of a lady whose grace and beauty are in accord with the kindness and goodness of
her heart. At the hour appointed, accompanied by the three members of my suite, I again visited the White
House parlors, and was received by the lovely mistress of those halls.
It is not my purpose to detail private conversation with those who have made me their guest; but it must be
testified here that I never have had the least cause to retract my early assurance that in Grover Cleveland I had
met a statesman of splendid ability, rare judgment, and lofty standards of right. And equally do I believe that to
few among the nations has it ever been granted to have at the head a woman more worthy the name of queen
than that one who presided with so much grace and dignity for eight years at the White House.
One day in February, the proprietor of the Shoreham notified me, that, as I had failed to engage my
apartments for inauguration week, he had rented them to others, and that every room in the hotel would then be
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occupied because of the crowd of visitors that occasion would summon to the city. Rather than await the arrival
of the future occupants of those rooms, and then have to look out for my party when the throng should be doing
likewise, it seemed best to me to move at once. So I sent my secretaries to consult Mrs. Mary Longfellow
Milmore, widow of Joseph Milmore, the celebrated sculptor, and sister-in-law of Martin Milmore.
Knowing me simply from history, and sympathizing with me by reason of the kindness of her own heart, Mrs.
Milmore had written to me while I was in Boston, and then had followed her cordial letters by calling on me
when I arrived in Washington. To any lady travelling or residing in a strange city, there are many little attentions
which cannot be so perfectly rendered as by a person of her own sex, one who understands the customs of the
community, and is familiar with the places and people. Mrs. Milmore not only came when I needed advice as a
recent arrival, but she continued her kind and sympathetic visits to the latest days of my stay, at about which
time she herself went abroad for a European trip.
There rarely passed a day when her cheerful face and friendly voice did not appear at my door. Flowers,
fruits, cakes, and other tokens of her loving care, came almost daily; and to her hospitable dwelling I often went
to luncheon, meeting, besides herself, Sister Angelica, or other friends who seemed to be of the same kindly
spirit as the generous hostess. Wherever I may be in the future, her many attentions during that winter cannot be
forgotten, and she will always have a warm remembrance in my heart.
By her advice and selection, on or about the 14th of February, I moved with my party to the large thirteenstory building on Q Street, N. W., known as "The Cairo." Its newness and immaculate cleanliness impressed me
favorably at once. My rooms were in the southwest corner, from which I had a glorious view over the country
and down the Potomac; and although unused to being on the tenth story of any building, yet, when I became
accustomed to the height, it ceased to worry me. Everything was done by the owner, Mr. Schneider, and his
lovely wife, as well as by the manager, Mr. Sherman, and his amiable wife, to render the stay of our whole party
agreeable to us. There we remained until about the 9th of July, at which time I removed to New York City, with
no further intention of visiting Washington, although I did subsequently return, for reasons which will be stated
in the proper place.
[Page]

CHAPTER LIII
INAUGURATION OF PRESIDENT MCKINLEY
TIME would fail me to speak of the countless new friends who vied in making my visit to Washington one of
the most delightful seasons I ever passed. It was my custom to give a reception about every fortnight; to receive
callers at eight to nine any evening, and often at other times. Both houses of Congress were well represented at
my receptions, if not always by the gentlemen themselves, by their wives or daughters. Although all were
presented through Captain Palmer by name and by card, yet it will be seen that, when there were seldom less
than two hundred callers, and my largest reception numbered nearly five hundred persons, it was not possible
for me to return all calls.
I therefore made it a rule to pay return visits only to those connected with the government, and even then it
was scarcely possible to keep up with the number of my visitors. But there are two persons at least of whom I
must make mention by name. These are Senator George C. Perkins, formerly governor of the State of California,
and Representative Samuel G. Hilborn, also of that State. Both of these gentlemen have visited Honolulu.
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I had had the pleasure of entertaining Governor Perkins when he was there, but was in retirement at the time
Mr. Hilborn went there accompanied by his wife and daughter. Like many other visitor, Mr. Hilborn landed in
Hawaii supposing that my government had been a failure, and that the present rulers were the choice of the
people, and annexation desirable for both nations. And like any person who goes there and examines the
situation frankly and fairly, Mr. Hilborn returned with his mind made up to the contrary.
While I was at the Shoreham, Mr. Hilborn called, and introduced his wife and daughter; and the beautiful
voice of Miss Grace Hilborn, as she sang some of my own Hawaiian songs, to our instrument, the ukulele, gave
to me that joy, so sadly sweet, of listening to the sounds of home in foreign lands. This charming family never
relaxed their attentions to me while I resided in Washington, and I am indebted to each of them in more ways
than I can speak of in these recollections. Mr. Hilborn is a hard-working man in his public life, yet he always
found the time for any friendly chat with me if I wished to speak with some gentleman on whose good judgment
I could rely.
Governor Perkins received me on my first visit to the Senate Chamber, where I went with my party simply to
watch the deliberations; he provided us at once with seats in the gallery reserved for the personal friends of the
senators, but subsequently he did a greater and more conspicuous kindness than this. On Friday noon, the 26th
of February, I informed Captain Palmer that I had great curiosity to see the inauguration of the President of the
United States, if it were possible to get seats. He said that it was rather late to make the proper arrangements. I
requested him to communicate my wish to Governor Perkins. So, at two o'clock of that day he went to the
Capitol, was welcomed by Senator Perkins, introduced to the members of the committee, and leaving the matter
in their hands, he returned to the hotel.
Almost immediately on his arrival there, Captain Palmer received a despatch saying that it had been agreed
between Senator Sherman and Secretary Olney that two seats in the gallery reserved for the diplomatic corps
should be assigned to me, and that it was much regretted that I had not applied earlier, when I could have had
seats for three, in the place of one attendant. We said nothing about our intentions; and leaving Captain Palmer
and Mrs. Nahaolelua in the carriage, I, attended by Mr. Joseph Heleluhe, witnessed the interesting ceremonies.
The storm which burst from the reporters' gallery when they saw me there will be remembered by those who
read any of the newspapers on the day following. As it had been a very gallant act on the part of quite a number
of gentlemen, and especially of Secretary Sherman and Secretary Olney, I permitted nothing to be said by my
secretaries in answer to the misrepresentations made in the press. But they were not to go unrebuked; for Mr.
Sherman's letter, bearing the date of the very afternoon when my secretary called at the Senate chamber, was
given by Mr. Olney to the press without comment, and there was immediate silence on the subject, for with
which administration were the critics to find fault?
After the inaugural ceremonies were over we visited the building of the Central National Bank, where I was
most courteously received by the president of the board of directors; and after resting with my suite in his office,
we were conducted to a room in the building from which I saw and intensely enjoyed the grand procession. The
day was all that could be desired; my friends accused me of having imported it from our own perfect climate
expressly for the new administration. Although too weary to attend the ball in the evening, I felt that I would not
have missed for anything that which I had seen during the day.
But there was another pleasure in store for me that very night; for in the carriage with the President, and
representing the United States Navy, was Admiral George Brown, who, with his wife, had already visited me at
the Shoreham. In meeting with me under the changed circumstances which had befallen since he knew me as the
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Princess Royal at the date of his attentions to my brother, the gallant sailor could not restrain his emotions, and
the tears flowed from his eyes. On the last days of the sessions of the Senate, a bill had passed by unanimous
consent permitting sundry officers of the United States service to receive decorations which had been conferred
by King Kalakaua, and also by myself while reigning sovereign; and amongst these was one bestowed upon
Admiral Brown.
"There, I have waited over four years for the privilege of wearing that," he exclaimed, as he entered my parlor
that night; "and now that it is mine, I am determined that you shall be the very first one to see it." I thanked him
warmly, as I handed him back his coveted decoration, for, indeed, I fully appreciated his loyalty in bringing it to
show me. Since that meeting he has been retired from active service, but it is to be hoped that so gallant a
gentleman and efficient an officer may long be spared to his friends and his country. I can never forget his
kindness to my brother during the king's last days on earth.
One object of my visit to Washington was to ask a favor of the Masonic fraternity; so, while at the Shoreham,
I sent a letter to Mr. Frederic Webber, Secretary of the Supreme Council, thirty-third degree, asking him to call
at my apartments, a request with which he very promptly complied. He remembered me perfectly from our
meeting in 1887, when he had been one of the thirteen Masons of high degree to call on the party of Queen
Kapiolani; of that committee of the Supreme Council, General Albert Pike, now gone to the great majority, was
the head. Besides this, Mr. Webber was, during the lifetime of Governor Dominis, in correspondence with my
husband on matters connected with the order.
I showed Mr. Webber my jewel of the Mystic Shrine, which I prize very highly, and asked if I might be
permitted to wear my husband's Masonic jewels; to which he replied in the affirmative, and then added he would
like also to present me with a medal which was ornamented on one side with certain emblems of the thirty-third
degree of Masonry, and on the other with a bas-relief likeness of General Pike. To thus receive permission to use
the decorations or insignia of Masonry belonging to my husband, and further to be presented with a likeness of
the head of the fraternity, and a valued correspondent of Governor Dominis, was certainly a happy welcome
from the brotherhood my husband loved.
Secretary Webber also sent me books containing the accounts of the meetings of the council, and of
proceedings in many of their branches, thus informing me in regard to the extent of their works of charity and
benevolence. On one afternoon, by his invitation, I visited the chambers of the council, attended by my suite;
and quite a number of the brethren were presented to me, much to my pleasure, which I sincerely trust was
reciprocated. I was shown a photograph of my husband, which, with his correspondence, is preserved there in
the archives of the order. In more ways than I can mention, Mr. Webber and his daughter showed themselves to
be true friends during my visit.
From several benevolent and literary associations of Washington requests were received to set apart a day to
receive their members as a body; but to all such suggestions I instructed my secretary to reply that a committee
of the ladies or gentlemen might call upon me at their own convenience, but that I must decline any large public
receptions. The only exception I made to this rule was in favor of the National Park School for young ladies at
Forest Glen, Md., who sent one of the faculty to ask the favor of a general reception. I have so long been
interested in the education of the young, especially of young girls, that I could not refuse myself the pleasure.
The affair took place at the Shoreham; and it was indeed refreshing to look into the pure, good, beautiful faces
before me. Including the teachers who came with them, the company numbered over a hundred. Their music
interested me very much; they sang with great taste and sweetness. They presented me with their college colors;
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

145/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

and I gave them a copy, made with my own hands, of my most popular song, the "Aloha Oe," or "Farewell to
Thee," with which they seemed to be much pleased. But they were not quite satisfied, I was told, because I had
made no address.
I have already spoken of the shrinking from publicity felt by me ever since my imprisonment, and I had
prepared nothing; however, I decided to tell them of one thought which impressed me, so, by the published
report in the newspapers, this is what I said: –
"I wish to extend to you my thanks for the honor you have shown me by this visit. It shall always be
remembered as a bright spot in my memory of this stay in America. I am glad to see you all, and to know that
each of you is desirous of attaining intellectual advancement. It shows the progress of the world. The world
cannot stand still. We must either advance or recede. Since my arrival in this country I have been impressed with
its grandeur, but nothing more favorably impresses me than the advantages you have for learning. Again I desire
to thank you, and I wish you all a prosperous and happy future."
There were many delegations of patriotic or literary societies amongst my visitors at the Cairo, such as
Daughters of the Revolution, and Veterans of the Southern Confederacy. At Arlington, on Decoration Day, I was
overwhelmed with pleasant attentions by the Grand Army of the Republic. Then the delegates to the
International Postal Congress; the Chinese Embassy; a large political delegation from Missouri; Governor
Clough, with some twenty members of his staff in full uniform, from Minnesota; many associations of teachers
from distant States; frequent calls from the young ladies of colleges, – one after the other seemed to find
pleasure in visiting me to pay their respects.
From all denominations of the Christian church I have received representative visitors, and from the Sisters of
the Holy Cross and from the Methodist Society of Rev. Lucien G. Clark accepted invitations to be present at
their receptions. At the former I twice had the pleasure of meeting Monseigneur Martinelli, the papal delegate to
the capital. Rev. J. H. Perry, the rector of St. Andrews, was very kind and attentive; and as I am a communicant
in the Episcopal Church, I generally attended the church of his parish in Fourteenth Street.
[Page]

CHAPTER LIV
MY LITERARY OCCUPATION
IN the early part of May it became necessary for my companion, Mrs. Kia Nahaolelua, to return to Honolulu.
Three months was the length of time I had expected to be absent when I asked her to accompany me; but five
months had passed away, and her husband and large family of children needed her. So I sent her to San
Francisco under the charge of Captain Palmer, where he was to meet Mrs. Joseph Heleluhe, and conduct her to
Washington.
During their absence I invited my cousin, Mrs. William Lee, whom, after leaving Boston, I had met in New
York on the occasion of the dedication of the Grant mausoleum, to visit me at the Cairo. In her honor I issued
cards for a special reception given in the elegant ballroom of that hotel. Manager Sherman spared neither pains
nor money to make the occasion worthy of the guest; choice flowers and music, some of it from Hawaiian
sources, made the celebration a charming one. Mrs. Lee is a very handsome woman, of commanding presence,
brilliant in conversation, cultivated in mind, and of a high order of intellect. During her short stay, for the days
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sped quickly by, she attracted much attention by her social qualities, and won the hearts of many of those with
whom she came in contact.
The synopsis of my social pleasures for the six months or so I was in Washington is necessarily incomplete,
and to render it perfect would be to extend these leaves into too much of a volume. With such numberless callers
as I have daily received from all parts of the United States, the frequent courtesies from the families of
congressional members, and the occasionally accepted invitations to the theatre, the opera, or other public
entertainments (many of which invitations, while appreciating the kindly spirit, I was obliged to decline), my
leisure moments were much occupied. It was singular, and at times amusing, to notice the question in the public
journals, asking, "What is the queen doing in Washington?" and in reply, to read the ingenuity shown in
inventing all sorts of political falsehoods, and publishing these as facts.
Besides what has been stated, my time was much engrossed with correspondence and literary labors, in which
latter might be included my music. For I have been engaged on two other works besides "Hawaii's Story."
During my imprisonment I had nearly translated an ancient poem which has been handed down exclusively in
our family from the earliest days. This I completed during my visit to the national capital; and it is now issued
from the press of Lee & Shepard, Boston. It is the chant which was sung to Captain Cook in one of the ancient
temples of Hawaii, and chronicles the creation of the world and of living creatures, from the shell-fish to the
human race, according to Hawaiian traditions. It is not designed for general circulation, but for my friends, and
will be placed in the libraries of some scientific societies.
For years my name has been at the head of a list of members of the Polynesian Society, as patron. This
organization, with headquarters in New Zealand, is devoted to the study of languages, literature, folk-lore,
history, in short, all things connected with the inhabitants of that vast extent of archipelago in the Pacific Ocean
known as Oceanica. When I accepted the position as patron, Mr. Alexander assured me that it was tendered to
me, not only because of the fact that the Hawaiians were the most highly civilized of any of the ancient people
of those seas, but further, because I had been known so long as the friend of education, of art, and of all those
refining influences which exalt the nation, and elevate the character of the individual. Therefore it seemed fitting
for me to send to this society some account of our earliest days.
I have had more calls for my music than I could possibly supply. An edition of "Aloha Oe," published by me
in Washington this winter, simply for gifts to my friends, is nearly exhausted. No copies have ever been offered
for sale; but in response to the very general wish, I have collected a number of my songs, chants, and pieces
written or translated by me during the past twenty years or more, and hope soon to put them into the hands of
the publisher, so that any stranger desiring to possess samples of Hawaiian music may have that opportunity.
Two specially prepared volumes of such compositions were appropriately bound and inscribed in Washington
the past winter. One of these was placed in the new Congressional Library; the other was sent abroad as my
contribution to the souvenirs of this Jubilee year of Her Majesty, the great and good Queen Victoria.
From this brief sketch of my life at the capital, it would appear that my mind was fully employed, had there
been no political questions to interest me. Yet was it natural that I should forget my own people and their
misfortunes? Let me, therefore, return to the annexationists and their plots. While I had been no more than an
interested observer, quietly awaiting the course of justice, and conscious of the strength derived from truth and
right on my side, their commissioners, with such influences as their indomitable assurance could command, had
been working very had to get the present rule in Hawaii out of its political and financial difficulties, by passing
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over to the United States a country whose hospitality they have betrayed, a land which they do not and never can
own.
My friends in Honolulu had never forgotten me, and the arrival of every mail kept me informed of all that
transpired throughout Hawaii. With the advantages which were mine of learning the attitude of men and parties
in Washington, there was little that took place with which I was not thoroughly acquainted before it reached the
columns of the newspapers. Thus, understanding perfectly the kind of men sent one after another by the socalled Republic of Hawaii to Washington, I was easily able to separate truth from falsehood in the accounts
inspired by the missionary party, published by them or their agents in Honolulu, written from thence to the press
in America, or invented by enterprising scribblers for the purpose of deceiving the American public.
Having tried in vain to excite the American people against Great Britain, and having wilfully violated treaty
obligations with the friendly power of Japan, they then got the Senate into a hopeless quarrel over the
reciprocity treaty and the sugar schedule; so that to allay all these disturbances, and yet do nothing decisive, on
June 16, 1897, President McKinley sent their annexation treaty to the Senate. Congress had been in session ever
since December, and had shown no interest whatever in the troubles of a few adventurers two thousand miles
from California, claiming to be both Americans and Hawaiians.
Nothing was done by me in the matter until the treaty was officially made public in the Senate. These
commissioners had often said that there would soon be a treaty signed, and had so often deceived the people that
it was well to await knowledge from the proper authority. But just as quickly as I learned that action had been
taken upon the proposed cession of Hawaii to the United States, I sent my secretaries, Mr. Joseph Heleluhe and
Captain Julius A. Palmer, to the Department of State with the following protest.
[Page]

CHAPTER LV
MY OFFICIAL PROTEST TO THE TREATY
"I, LILIUOKALANI of Hawaii, by the will of God named heir apparent on the tenth day of April, A. D. 1877,
and by the grace of God Queen of the Hawaiian Islands on the seventeenth day of January, A. D. 1893, do
hereby protest against the ratification of a certain treaty, which, so I am informed, has been signed at
Washington by Messrs. Hatch, Thurston, and Kinney, purporting to cede those Islands to the territory and
dominion of the United States. I declare such a treaty to be an act of wrong toward the native and part-native
people of Hawaii, an invasion of the rights of the ruling chiefs, in violation of international rights both toward
my people and toward friendly nations with whom they have made treaties, the perpetuation of the fraud
whereby the constitutional government was overthrown and, finally, an act of gross injustice to me.
"Because the official protests made by me on the seventeenth day of January, 1893, to the so-called
Provisional Government was signed by me, and received by said government with the assurance that the case
was referred to the United States of America for arbitration.
YIELDED TO AVOID BLOODSHED.
"Because that protest and my communications to the United States Government immediately thereafter
expressly declare that I yielded my authority to the forces of the United States in order to avoid bloodshed, and
because I recognized the futility of a conflict with so formidable a power.
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"Because the President of the United States, the Secretary of State, and an envoy commissioned by them
reported in official documents that my government was unlawfully coerced by the forces, diplomatic and naval,
of the United States; that I was at the date of their investigations the constitutional ruler of my people.
"Because such decision of the recognized magistrates of the United States was officially communicated to me
and to Sanford B. Dole, and said Dole's resignation requested by Albert S. Willis, the recognized agent and
minister of the Government of the United States.
"Because neither the above-named commission nor the government which sends it has ever received any such
authority from the registered voters of Hawaii, but derives its assumed powers from the so-called committee of
public safety, organized on or about the seventeenth day of January, 1893, said committee being composed
largely of persons claiming American citizenship, and not one single Hawaiian was a member thereof, or in any
way participated in the demonstration leading to its existence.
"Because my people, about forty thousand in number, have in no way been consulted by those, three thousand
in number, who claim the right to destroy the independence of Hawaii. My people constitute four-fifths of the
legally qualified voters of Hawaii, and excluding those imported for the demands of labor, about the same
proportion of the inhabitants.
CIVIC AND HEREDITARY RIGHTS.
"Because said treaty ignores, not only the civic rights of my people, but, further, the hereditary property of
their chiefs. Of the 4,000,000 acres composing the territory said treaty offers to annex, 1,000,000 or 915,000
acres has in no way been heretofore recognized as other than the private property of the constitutional monarch,
subject to a control in no way differing from other items of a private estate.
"Because it is proposed by said treaty to confiscate said property, technically called the crown lands, those
legally entitled thereto, either now or in succession, receiving no consideration whatever for estates, their title to
which has been always undisputed, and which is legitimately in my name at this date.
"Because said treaty ignores, not only all professions of perpetual amity and good faith made by the United
States in former treaties with the sovereigns representing the Hawaiian people, but all treaties made by those
sovereigns with other and friendly powers, and it is thereby in violation of international law.
"Because, by treating with the parties claiming at this time the right to cede said territory of Hawaii, the
Government of the United States receives such territory from the hands of those whom its own magistrates
(legally elected by the people of the United States, and in office in 1893) pronounced fraudulently in power and
unconstitutionally ruling Hawaii.
APPEALS TO PRESIDENT AND SENATE.
"Therefore I, Liliuokalani of Hawaii, do hereby call upon the President of that nation, to whom alone I
yielded my property and my authority, to withdraw said treaty (ceding said Islands) from further consideration. I
ask the honorable Senate of the United States to decline to ratify said treaty, and I implore the people of this
great and good nation, from whom my ancestors learned the Christian religion, to sustain their representatives in
such acts of justice and equity as may be in accord with the principles of their fathers, and to the Almighty Ruler
of the universe, to him who judgeth righteously, I commit my cause.
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"Done at Washington, District of Columbia, United States of America, this seventeenth day of June, in the
year eighteen hundred and ninety-seven.
"LILIUOKALANI.
"JOSEPH HELELUHE.
"WOKEKI HELELUHE } Witnesses to Signature."
"JULIUS A. PALMER.
In the matter of providing me with seats in the diplomatic gallery at the ceremonies of the inauguration, I have
already expressed my gratitude to Secretary John Sherman. It is but just that I should repeat here my
appreciation of the kind, gallant, and courteous treatment again received at his official hands. For although it
was my directions that this document should be delivered to any person authorized to receive it, yet as soon as
Secretary Sherman saw the cards of my commissioners, he at once accorded them a private audience.
My protest, and a like remonstrance made on behalf of the patriotic leagues of the Hawaiian people by Hon.
Joseph Heleluhe as their authorized commissioner, were both placed in the secretary's hands by that gentleman;
and Mr. Sherman read them both through. He then turned to Captain Palmer, and had an agreeable conversation
on the points at issue, after which my commissioners retired. The accustomed tissue of falsehoods was woven
about this interview; some stating that Secretary Sherman had refused to see my messengers, others again giving
the names of some one or other of his subordinates with whom my commissioners had had an interview, and
finally asserting that the protests went into the archives of the department without examination, and were
pigeon-holed; all of which statements, it is needless to say, were untrue. Secretary Sherman by his action
showed that, a skilled diplomatist, he had not forgotten to remain a gallant gentleman.
I refer to Appendix D for text of the treaty.
[Page]

CHAPTER LVI
THE TREATY ANALYZED
ANYTHING like an extended criticism of the proposed treaty will not be attempted here. The first articles
convey nothing, and do not even profess to convey anything; would not any capitalist, anticipating an
investment of four millions, and a contingent liability of as much more, demand an exact schedule of the
property for which he is paying, and a warrant of the legitimacy of the title?
Suppose that the claims of foreign governments for indemnification for acts of outrage and imprisonment
committed under the rule of the Republic, the Japanese indemnity, and the value of the crown lands, should raise
the debt limit to eight millions, do the parties ceding this territory come under personal obligations to pay the
overplus indebtedness?
In regard to the crown lands, even the best-informed citizens of the United States do not understand the
difference between these and the lands of the Hawaiian government. Originally all territory belonged to the
king, by whom it was apportioned for use only, not for sale, to the chiefs, who in turn assigned tracts, small or
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large, to their people; an excellent system for us, by which the poorest native had all the land he needed, and yet
it could not be taken from him by any designing foreigner.
But about fifty years ago there came, in place of our own method, the land system, delivered to us by the
missionaries. In effect this divided the territory of the Islands into three parts, not necessarily equal, although
nearly so. One-third was devoted to the use or expenses of government; one-third was apportioned to the people;
and the remainder continued, as from all ages, the private property of the chief highest in rank,–in other words,
the reigning sovereign.
That part of Hawaii given by the king to the people has almost entirely left them, and now belongs to the
missionaries and their friends or successors. Of the portion reserved to the government nothing need be said. If
the present rule may be called a government, it probably has the right to the income of these lands. But one of
their commissioners, Mr. Kinney, made a public statement through the press that it would be as well for an expresident to claim the White House as for me to claim my income in the crown lands.
Mr. Kinney could scarcely have chosen a more effective method to prove his ignorance; and in response I
have had the following brief statement prepared by one who thoroughly understands the matter: –
BY MR. KINNEY. – "The fealty of the native Hawaiian to his chief knows no limit. Such loyalty exacts
corresponding devotion; it was to meet this necessity that the chief highest in rank was never divested of the
crown lands or private purse."
REPLY. – "The White House and other official estate form an investment made with the money of the
American people for the use of their chosen executive. The crown lands were never the property of the people,
no, not even of any monarchical government. Not citing the testimony of ages, when all the lands belonged to
the chiefs, in 1848 the ruling king reserved these very lands as 'his private estate,' and the legislature confirmed
this act 'as the private lands of His Majesty, his heirs and assigns forever.' In 1864 the Supreme Court decided
that 'each successor' could regulate and dispose of the same according to his will and pleasure as private
property.
In 1865 payment was made to Queen Emma in lieu of dower in these lands, although she had not been on the
throne, but was the widow of a monarch deceased two years previously. In 1880 Mr. Spreckels paid the Princess
Ruth $10,000 to release her claim to a small tract of these lands, although she had never ascended the throne.
The act of the legislature by which these lands were made 'inalienable, to descend to the heirs and successors of
the Hawaiian crown (N. B., not of any Kamehameha) forever,' has never been reversed, the constitution
expressly confirming this by the words, the 'successor elected shall become a new stirps for a royal family,
regulated by the same law as the present royal family.'
"Were Kalakaua, Liliuokalani, or Kaiulani, of another race (instead of having, as they most certainly have, the
blood of Kamehamehas), it would still be true that no intelligent lawyer would invest the money of his client in
a tract of hereditary crown land unless the living representatives were to join in the deed. It is just possible that
the lawyers who have visited Washington know these facts, as the first two articles of their conveyance to us by
treaty are only quit claim deeds; they expressly limit the grantors' warrant to that which at this date belongs to
them. Any person could execute such a conveyance to the White House estate, and it would not convey
anything, nor even pretend to put the grantee in possession of anything. Will American capitalists invest at their
own risk in land which constitutes one-fourth of the whole proposed territory of Hawaii?"
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But it is in the sixth article that the missionary party show their determination to keep the same position under
the flag of the United States that they have held at the Islands ever since the revolution of 1887. By this, which
is made part of the treaty, and so, if it should be ratified as it stands, it can never be changed, not even by Act of
Congress, the President is to appoint five commissioners, two of whom shall be residents of the Hawaiian
Islands; by these all legislation in regard to that territory is to be recommended to Congress.
Which means that the missionary party shall continue to control all measures enacted in regard to Hawaii and
the Hawaiians; that there shall be no essential change in their greedy and deceitful policy, that they shall still
coin money through the manipulation of the sugar interest and the management of the plantations and the labor
question. And what advantage or return will the United States Government ever receive from such a territorial
administration as that? The President and Secretary of State having agreed to such enactment, it only remains
for the needed two-thirds of the Senate to ratify it to make it the law of the land.
The voters of this great and good nation are too free from suspicion. They have no idea how they have been
deceived, how much more they can be deceived. The poor Hawaiians, strangers on their native soil, excluded
from their own halls of legislation, have had their experience; alas, a bitter one. The Japanese, urged and
inveigled and bought to come to Hawaii while they were needed to increase the foreigners' gold, have had
theirs; but the American people have theirs yet to get. The Hawaiian sugar planters are having theirs from the
drain on their pockets to support Thurston and those he employs in this country.
Here I may state that seldom or never had the Hawaiian government, during the days of monarchy, been
known to place itself in such a position as it has fallen into since in the hands of this missionary oligarchy. It has
had to borrow money several times from the two banks in Honolulu, and to ask funds from the planters. When
in prison in 1895, Mr. Wilson told me, in the presence of his wife, that that year's taxes had been mortgaged to
the amount of $800,000 to Mr. C. B. Bishop. Under the monarchy there was always enough from its own
revenues to pay all expenses until the time came when such enterprising people as wanted to make money for
themselves came into office, and prevailed on the government to make new improvements; from that time the
government became indebted.
There is one more bit of political history of which I will speak, and I shall then have said all that it is my
intention to give to the public for the present. Soon after the inauguration of President McKinley, it was my hope
to assure him in person of my kindest wishes for a happy and successful term of office, but more especially to
present to him, as the representative of my people, certain documents and petitions which had been sent to me
for the purpose; then my duty in the case would have been done.6
No attempts of any kind or nature were ever made in my behalf by any person whomsoever, to arrange an
interview between the President and myself. No public man in Washington, whoever he may be, has ever
declined to see me or any one of my party. The despatches which the press have published on that point have not
a basis of truth. Events transpiring at the capital made it inexpedient for me to carry out the wishes and requests
of my people.
The President was so overwhelmed with pressing business, so beset by office-seekers, his time so filled with
matters requiring his direct attention, that he could not be expected to give consideration to any subject outside
of the administration of the affairs of the United States government; which, there being no annexation
movement above board at that time (the first week in March), was certainly the case with the matter intrusted to
me by my people.
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On the 10th of July I bade adieu to the beautiful city of Washington, where I had spent such a delightful halfyear. I had called at the Capitol two or three times, not with any petition or request, but simply to thank those
gentlemen who had kindly taken an interest in me and in the Hawaiian people. I had also left my card for those
Senators whose families had been represented among my callers, and made a few parting visits to my friends in
the city.
On Saturday afternoon I arrived in New York, and remained at the Albemarle two weeks, visiting the places
of interest, attending the opera, and receiving the visits of a few of my friends who lived in that city or its
immediate vicinity.
But while there, I received further information from the patriotic leagues, the members of which organizations
expressed much regret that I had not presented the documents in my hands to President McKinley, and urging
me to do this at once. Accordingly on Saturday, the 24th of July, with my whole party, I returned to Washington,
this time taking rooms at the Ebbitt House. On Monday morning I sent the papers to President McKinley, by the
hands of Mr. Joseph Heleluhe, and Captain Palmer, who accompanied him.
Then, learning that it was the regular reception-day of the President, and also the last one prior to his vacation,
without consultation with any person, I told the members of my suite that, before leaving Washington again, we
would call socially on the President. Arriving at the door of the White House, I requested Captain Palmer to
send up our cards, which he did before we entered the East Room; and in response an officer, who had received
his instructions, came to us, conducted us to the farther end of the room, and provided us with seats, which we
were requested to retain when the President should enter to meet the hundred or so strangers who were standing
at the opposite end of the large reception-room.
While we were waiting, one of the President's secretaries came down from his office with a special message
from President McKinley to like effect. After the President had finished his official handshaking, he approached
the place where I sat. Observing him, I arose and advanced to meet him. We had a most delightful conversation;
and I found him to be a most agreeable gentleman, both in manner and in words. He spoke very prettily of his
wife's delicate health, alluding to the matter of his own accord, and voluntarily expressing his regret that he
could not at once invite me in to visit her. I have been thus particular to describe the facts of my social relations
to the White House, because upon no subject has the desire been more frequently shown to prejudice me and my
cause in the eyes of the American people.
Strangers have remarked that in no part of the world visited by them have they found the rules of etiquette so
exactly laid down and so persistently observed as in Honolulu, when the Islands were under the monarchy. It is
to be expected, therefore, that I know what is due to me; that further, as the wife of the governor of Oahu, as the
princess royal, and as the reigning sovereign, it was not necessary for me to take lessons in the departments of
social or diplomatic etiquette before residing in the national capital of the United States, or making and
receiving visits of any nature.
[Page]

CHAPTER LVII
HAWAIIAN AUTONOMY
IT has been suggested to me that the American general reader is not well informed regarding the social and
political conditions which have come about in the Sandwich Islands, and that it would be well here to give some
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expression to my own observation of them. Space will only permit, however, a mere outline.
It has been said that the Hawaiian people under the rule of the chiefs were most degraded, that under the
monarchy their condition greatly improved, but that the native government in any form had at last become
intolerable to the more enlightened part of the community. This statement has been substantially repeated
recently by certain New England and Hawaiian "statesmen" in speeches made at the Home Market Club in
Boston. I shall not examine it in detail; but it may serve as a text for the few remarks I feel called upon to make
from my own – and that is to say, the native Hawaiian – standpoint.
I shall not claim that in the days of Captain Cook our people were civilized. I shall not claim anything more
for their progress in civilization and Christian morality than has been already attested by missionary writers.
Perhaps I may safely claim even less, admitting the criticism of some intelligent visitors who were not
missionaries, – that the habits and prejudices of New England Puritanism were not well adapted to the genius of
a tropical people, nor capable of being thoroughly ingrafted upon them.
But Christianity in substance they have accepted; and I know of no people who have developed a tenderer
Christian conscience, or who have shown themselves more ready to obey its behests. Nor has any people known
to history shown a greater reverence and love for their Christian teachers, or filled the measure of a grateful
return more overflowingly. And where else in the world's history is it written that a savage people, pagan for
ages, with fixed hereditary customs and beliefs, have made equal progress in civilization and Christianity in the
same space of time? And what people has ever been subjected during such an evolution to such a flood of
external demoralizing influences?
Does it make nothing for us that we have always recognized our Christian teachers as worthy of authority in
our councils, and repudiated those whose influence or character was vicious or irreligious? That while fourfifths of the population of our Islands was swept out of existence by the vices introduced by foreigners, the
ruling class clung to Christian morality, and gave its unvarying support and service to the work of saving and
civilizing the masses? Has not this class loyally clung to the brotherly alliance made with the better element of
foreign settlers, giving freely of its authority and its substance, its sons and its daughters, to cement and to
prosper it?
But will it also be thought strange that education and knowledge of the world have enabled us to perceive that
as a race we have some special mental and physical requirements not shared by the other races which have come
among us? That certain habits and modes of living are better for our health and happiness than others? And that
a separate nationality, and a particular form of government, as well as special laws, are, at least for the present,
best for us? And these things remained to us, until the pitiless and tireless "annexation policy" was effectively
backed by the naval power of the United States.
To other usurpations of authority on the part of those whose love for the institutions of their native land we
could understand and forgive we had submitted. We had allowed them virtually to give us a constitution, and
control the offices of state. Not without protest, indeed; for the usurpation was unrighteous, and cost us much
humiliation and distress. But we did not resist it by force. It had not entered into our hearts to believe that these
friends and allies from the United States, even with all their foreign affinities, would ever go so far as to
absolutely overthrow our form of government, seize our nation by the throat, and pass it over to an alien power.
And while we sought by peaceful political means to maintain the dignity of the throne, and to advance
national feeling among the native people, we never sought to rob any citizen, wherever born, of either property,
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franchise, or social standing.
Perhaps there is a kind of right, depending upon the precedents of all ages, and known as the "Right of
Conquest," under which robbers and marauders may establish themselves in possession of whatsoever they are
strong enough to ravish from their fellows. I will not pretend to decide how far civilization and Christian
enlightenment have outlawed it. But we have known for many years that our Island monarchy has relied upon
the protection always extended to us by the policy and the assured friendship of the great American republic. If
we have nourished in our bosom those who have sought our ruin, it has been because they were of the people
whom we believed to be our dearest friends and allies. If we did not by force resist their final outrage, it was
because we could not do so without striking at the military force of the United States. Whatever constraint the
executive of this great country may be under to recognize the present government at Honolulu has been forced
upon it by no act of ours, but by the unlawful acts of its own agents. Attempts to repudiate those acts are vain.
The conspirators, having actually gained possession of the machinery of government, and the recognition of
foreign ministers, refused to surrender their conquest. So it happens that, overawed by the power of the United
States to the extent that they can neither themselves throw off the usurpers, nor obtain assistance from other
friendly states, the people of the Islands have no voice in determining their future, but are virtually relegated to
the condition of the aborigines of the American continent.
It is not for me to consider this matter from the American point of view; although the pending question of
annexation involves nothing less than a departure from the established policy of that country, and an ominous
change in its foreign relations. It is enough that I am able to say, and with absolute authority, that the native
people of Hawaii are entirely faithful to their own chiefs, and are deeply attached to their own customs and
mode of government; that they either do not understand, or bitterly oppose, the scheme of annexation. As a
native Hawaiian, reared and educated in close intimacy with the present rulers of the Islands and their families,
with exceptional opportunities for studying both native and foreign character, it is easy for me to detect the
purpose of each line and word in the annexation treaty, and even to distinguish the man originating each portion
of it.
I had prepared biographical sketches and observations upon the mental structure and character of the most
interested advocates of this measure. They have not refrained from circulating most vile and baseless slanders
against me; and, as public men, they seemed to me open to public discussion. But my publishers have flatly
declined to print this matter, as possibly it might be construed as libellous.
And just here let me say that I have felt much perplexity over the attitude of the American press, that great
vehicle of information for the people, in respect of Hawaiian affairs. Shakespeare has said it is excellent to have
a giant's strength, but it is tyrannous to use it like a giant. It is not merely that, with few exceptions, the press has
seemed to favor the extinction of Hawaiian sovereignty, but that it has often treated me with coarse allusions and
flippancy, and almost uniformly has commented upon me adversely, or has declined to publish letters from
myself and friends conveying correct information upon matters which other correspondents had, either willfully
or through being deceived, misrepresented. Perhaps in many cases libellous matter was involved. Possibly the
press was not conscious of how cruelly it was exerting its strength, and will try, I now trust, to repair the injury.
It has been shown that in Hawaii there is an alien element composed of men of energy and determination,
well able to carry through what they undertake, but not scrupulous respecting their methods. They doubtless
control all the resources and influence of the present ruling power in Honolulu, and will employ them tirelessly
in the future, as they have in the past, to secure their ends. This annexationist party might prove to be a
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dangerous accession even to American politics, both on account of natural abilities, and because of the training
of an autocratic life from earliest youth.
Many of these men are anything but ideal citizens for a democracy. That custom of freely serving each other
without stipulation or reward which exists as a very nature among our people has been even exaggerated in our
hospitality to our teachers and advisers. Their children, and the associates they have drawn to themselves, are
accustomed to it. They have always been treated with distinction. They would hardly know how to submit to the
contradictions, disappointments, and discourtesies of a purely emulative society.
It would remain necessary for them to rule in Hawaii, even if the American flag floated over them. And if
they found they could be successfully opposed, would they seek no remedy? Where would men, already proved
capable of outwitting the conservatism of the United States and defeating its strongest traditions, capable of
changing its colonial and foreign policy at a single coup, stop in their schemes?
Perhaps I may even venture here upon a final word respecting the American advocates of this annexation of
Hawaii. I observe that they have pretty successfully striven to make it a party matter. It is chiefly Republican
statesmen and politicians who favor it. But is it really a matter of party interest? Is the American Republic of
States to degenerate, and become a colonizer and a land-grabber?
And is this prospect satisfactory to a people who rely upon self-government for their liberties, and whose
guaranty of liberty and autonomy to the whole western hemisphere, the grand Monroe doctrine, appealing to the
respect and the sense of justice of the masses of every nation on earth, has made any attack upon it practically
impossible to the statesmen and rulers of armed empires? There is little question but that the United States could
become a successful rival of the European nations in the race for conquest, and could create a vast military and
naval power, if such is its ambition. But is such an ambition laudable? Is such a departure from its established
principles patriotic or politic?
Here, at least for the present, I rest my pen. During my stay in the capital, I suppose I must have met, by name
and by card, at least five thousand callers. From most of these, by word, by grasp of hand, or at least by
expression of countenance, I have received a sympathy and encouragement of which I cannot write fully. Let it
be understood that I have not failed to notice it, and to be not only flattered by its universality, but further very
grateful that I have had the opportunity to know the real American people, quite distinct from those who have
assumed this honored name when it suited their selfish ends.
But for the Hawaiian people, for the forty thousand of my own race and blood, descendants of those who
welcomed the devoted and pious missionaries of seventy years ago, – for them has this mission of mine
accomplished anything?
Oh, honest Americans, as Christians hear me for my down-trodden people! Their form of government is as
dear to them as yours is precious to you. Quite as warmly as you love your country, so they love theirs. With all
your goodly possessions, covering a territory so immense that there yet remain parts unexplored, possessing
islands that, although near at hand, had to be neutral ground in time of war, do not covet the little vineyard of
Naboth's, so far from your shores, lest the punishment of Ahab fall upon you, if not in your day, in that of your
children, for "be not deceived, God is not mocked." The people to whom your fathers told of the living God, and
taught to call "Father," and whom the sons now seek to despoil and destroy, are crying aloud to Him in their
time of trouble; and He will keep His promise, and will listen to the voices of His Hawaiian children lamenting
for their homes.
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It is for them that I would give the last drop of my blood; it is for them that I would spend, nay, am spending,
everything belonging to me. Will it be in vain? It is for the American people and their representatives in
Congress to answer these questions. As they deal with me and my people, kindly, generously, and justly, so may
the Great Ruler of all nations deal with the grand and glorious nation of the United States of America.
[Page]

APPENDIX A.
[From San Francisco Chronicle, Monday, Sept. 5, 1887.]
THE government of the Sandwich Islands appears to have passed from the hands of the king into the hands of
a military oligarchy that is more domineering than Kalakaua ever was. Before the recent revolt of the Europeans
in Honolulu the press of the city was very plain-spoken. It printed unadorned truths about the king, and the latter
made no effort to suppress such unpleasant utterances. Now, under the new régime, the newspapers are kept in
check with military thoroughness. It seems incredible, but it is an actual fact, that not one of the Honolulu
journals dared to reprint the comments of the American press on the so-called revolution, although such
comment would have been very interesting reading to all Hawaiians. Even the reports of court procedings are
dry and matter-of-fact records, very different from the ordinary accounts. In a word, the freedom of the press of
Honolulu is a myth under the reform party, and the man who looks for the facts in the Honolulu journals will not
find them.
[Page]

APPENDIX B.
EXTRACTS FROM STATEMENT MADE BY THE QUEEN TO MINISTER BLOUNT.
WHILE retaining the essential facts, parts of this statement have been omitted to avoid unnecessary repetition,
as much of the matter therein contained will be found substantially the same incorporated in "Hawaii's Story."
HIS EXCELLENCY JAMES H. BLOUNT:
Sir, – On the morning of the 26th of November, 1890, I went to Iolani Palace, where I met His Majesty
Kalakaua's ministers, Messrs. J. A. Cummins, C. N. Spencer, G. Brown, and A. P. Peterson, awaiting the
appearance of His Majesty.
We did not have to wait long, and were ushered into the library, the king seating me in his chair, and formally
introducing his ministers to me. After exchanging assurances of fidelity to each other and faithfulness in the
discharge of their official duties, the ministers left, and the king and I were left to talk over matters.
He told me of things that had transpired a few months back. That some of the ministers had thrown guns and
ammunition into the sea from the steamer Waimanalo. It was done to prevent him from having them, and had
evidently been directed by the reform party, with whom a portion of his ministers were in accord, instead of
keeping them for his protection and safety. These ministers were working with a party of conspirators, who are
the very same parties who have been the means of the overthrow of my government on the 17th of January,
1893. They are called the missionary or reform party. The king went on to say that his guards had been reduced
to twenty men, and they were barely sufficient to protect me if there should be any disturbance. He had
requested Mr. Cummins, Minister of Foreign Affairs, to send back to the palace all the guns that were at the
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station-house, and that the carriages had been sent to the palace, but the guns themselves had been kept back. It
was an insult by his cabinet; and he felt keenly his weakness, that he had no more power or influence since his
cabinet was working against him. He explained all these things because he wanted me to study my situation so
as to be able to cope with it.
The time of his departure on the United States ship Charleston drew near, and he bade the queen and myself
farewell; and I felt in my own heart some misgivings that I should never see him again. I spent a few nights in
the palace, and realized the insecurity of the situation. Every two or three nights there was an alarm of some
kind. There was a fear that something was going to happen; what that something was no one could tell. Mr.
Cummins had heard of some conspiracy, but could not prove anything.
During the session of 1890 the Honolulu Rifles were disbanded, but the members of that company were still
allowed to carry arms in the streets and to wear the uniforms. I asked my husband, the Hon. John O. Dominis,
how all this could be allowed. He referred me to the Minister of Foreign Affairs. On inquiring of the minister, he
said that they were part of the Knights of Pythias, and were permitted to carry arms. This was very
unsatisfactory, and my husband and I concluded that there must be some underhanded dealings somewhere.
After that I preferred to remain at Washington Place, only going to the palace during office hours.
A few weeks passed, and during that time grand preparations were made to receive the king on his return; but
the morning of the 29th of January, 1891, the city was startled with the news that the United States ship
Charleston was in sight with the Hawaiian flag flying at half-mast.
On the 15th of February, 1891, the funeral took place; and on Monday, the 16th, at 9 A.M., Mr. Cummins and
I had a private conference. He evidently wanted to know what my decision would be. I told him I thought they
ought to resign, and I would give him another position.
At ten I met the following gentlemen in the cabinet council: Mr. J. A. Cummins, Mr. C. N. Spencer, Mr. G.
Brown, Mr. A. P. Peterson. I told them I had studied over the situation, and concluded that they could not remain
as my cabinet; that they ought to resign. They said they had also considered the question, and concluded that I
ought to give them new commissions, and asked me to give them more time to consider, and it was granted
them. Two weeks elapsed, when the cabinet consulted the supreme bench, and were told that they could not hold
their seats or positions without I gave them new commissions; so they resigned.
The reading of the king's will took place, and Admiral Brown was invited by the queen dowager to be present.
I appointed my new cabinet. They were Mr. S. Parker, Minister of Foreign Affairs; Mr. C. N. Spencer, Minister
of Interior; Mr. H. A. Widemann, Minister of Finance; Mr. W. A. Whiting, Attorney-General. I also appointed
Mr. C. B. Wilson marshal. Before I appointed my ministers, Messrs. Bush and Wilcox called and offered their
services; but as Mr. Bush had shown his ingratitude to the late king, and Mr. Wilcox a disposition of
disobedience on the occasion of his revolution of 1889, I felt I could not have such men for ministers, and
appointed others, which made them very angry.
In the month of August (1891) the reform party began their policy of dismissing the ministry. They made
promises to Mr. Cummins of the national reform, and Bush, Wilcox, and Ashford of the liberal party, and P. P.
Kanoa, of seats in the cabinet if they joined their party; and they did so, besides taking Kamauoha, Iosepa, and
another member with them, which made the reform party very strong. On the 31st of August, for no good cause,
the Parker ministry was voted out in accordance with a clause in the constitution of 1887, that any minister
could be voted out by a majority of the members of the House for "want of confidence." It had been decided by
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myself and cabinet that our policy should be one of economy and retrenchment. This had been our course from
the commencement of my reign.
The Parker ministry had no sooner gone out than twenty-five Hawaiians, members of the House, petitioned
me to appoint Mr. Parker again. Next day Mr. Baldwin asked for audience, and came with a request that I would
receive the Hons. Kanoa and Kauhane, and ask them to form a cabinet for me. I received those gentlemen; but
they brought with them a petition with a list of names, principally of the reform party, that I would nominate
from those names my cabinet. They called this (sic) "a constitutional principle." I knew if I yielded to their
request, I should be yielding my own right under the constitution, which gave me the right to appoint, and the
House to dismiss.
Two weeks passed, and I appointed Ministers Parker, Gulick, Macfarlane, and Neumann. The policy of this
ministry was retrenchment in all directions; and Mr. Macfarlane, as Minister of Finance, immediately set to
work with that purpose in view, and laid many satisfactory plans for them to pursue. In order to carry out the
rigid economies prepared by Mr. Macfarlane, I consented to a reduction of $10,000 in the appropriation for my
privy purse, and further reductions in "household expenses, state entertainments, and the military." They had,
however, been in office only a few days when the American minister, J. L. Stevens, made a request through
Minister Parker that he would like to call on me the next day, the 16th of October, and that he would bring his
secretary with him.
The hour was set for eleven, and a cabinet council was called to sit at ten. When the hour arrived, the cabinet
rose to depart. I asked them to remain; but Mr. Macfarlane begged to be excused, as he had once, while a noble
in the House, brought in a resolution against Mr. J. L. Stevens on account of a speech he made on the 30th of
May reflecting on the administration in Hawaii. Mr. Gulick and himself were excused, and Mr. Parker and Mr.
Neumann remained. Mr. Parker went to the door and received Mr. Stevens, and at the same time asked what was
the purpose of his visit, that he might apprise me. Mr. Stevens said he would mention it to me in person. They
entered, followed by Mr. H. W. Severance. He seated himself in a manner which no gentleman would assume in
the presence of a lady, and drew from under his arm a document which he read, stating that my government had
grossly insulted him, the Ambassador of the United States and Minister Plenipotentiary for that nation, and
holding them responsible for an article which appeared in the Bulletin reflecting upon his indifference in
sending relief to the captain and crew of a shipwrecked American vessel.
He then read a clause in international laws relating to a minister's position in foreign lands. While he was
reading he seemed to be laboring under great excitement and anger; and when he finished reading, I rose, and
said my cabinet would give the matter their best consideration, whereupon Mr. Stevens and Mr. Severance took
their leave. Was he seeking to make trouble? I remarked to Mr. Parker and Mr. Neumann that it appeared that
way. Next day a lunch was given by the ladies of the Central Union Church; the occasion was to help pay for the
new church on Beretania Street. Mr. Henry Severance took the occasion to say to me that he was entirely
ignorant as to the intention of Minister Stevens before they arrived at the palace, as he had not told him of the
object of the visit, and was surprised at Mr. Stevens's conduct. I did not answer. Some correspondence passed
between Mr. Stevens and my ministers, which resulted in the cabinet entering a suit for libel against the Bulletin,
which was afterwards withdrawn by Mr. Stevens.
It was during this month that a meeting was held at the residence of Mr. Alexander Young, and a discussion
arose as to my obstinacy in not appointing one of their number. They called this "constitutional principle." At
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this meeting it was proposed to dethrone me. The question was asked how it was to be accomplished, when it
was stated that Captain Wiltse of the Boston would assist.
Changes of ministry followed rapidly. The Cornwell cabinet lasted only one hour. Its members were W. H.
Cornwell, J. Nawahi, C. T. Gulick, and C. Creighton. Without giving this cabinet any trial, they were
immediately voted out.
Here I must mention that when the Macfarlane ministry was voted out, I wished to send them back to the
House again; but Mr. Macfarlane and Mr. Neumann advised to the contrary. I felt loath to give up a cabinet
composed of men in whom I had reason to know the community had confidence that their transactions would be
straightforward and honest.
[Facing Page]

DISBANDMENT OF THE ROYAL HOUSEHOLD GUARD
[Overleaf]
[Page]
The Wilcox (reform) cabinet came next. They were appointed by stratagem, as I found out afterwards. The
policy of this cabinet was retrenchment, no changes in the monetary system of the country, and to make a
commercial treaty which would bring us in closer relationship with the United States.
Their first policy they failed to carry out, as they went into all sorts of extravagant measures, such as $5,000
for sending a commission to Washington – and that commission was to consist of Thurston, Wilcox, and others
– with the purpose of annexing these Islands; $12,000 to send the band to Chicago, and $50,000 for the Volcano
road. All these measures were for Mr. Thurston's private benefit, but were passed in the House. It had always
been customary for the ministry to consult the king or sovereign in cabinet council on any measure of
importance; but in this instance, and on all occasions, the cabinet had already decided on those measures, and
simply presented them to me for my signature. I had no resource but to acquiesce. Whenever I expostulated their
answer was generally, "We have consulted the chief justice, and are of one opinion." I found that I was simply a

https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/liliuokalani/hawaii/hawaii.html

160/182

4/5/22, 9:51 AM

Hawaii's Story by Hawaii's Queen.

nonentity, a figurehead, but was content to wait patiently until the next session, when probably they would be
voted out.
It required diplomacy to overthrow the Wilcox cabinet, and the liberals used it. The cabinet felt secure
because those who worked amongst the members as wire-pullers were so sanguine about their success; but
where corruption is practised there is no stability, and such it proved in this instance. A short time before the
overthrow of the Wilcox cabinet, Cummins, Bush, R. W. Wilcox, Ashford, and their followers, finding that their
hopes of being in the cabinet would never be realized, left, and turned to help the liberals once more, and with
the aid of some of the nationals they were successful. These members had been deceived by the Thurston party,
and they now combined to help the liberals.
Mr. White was the introducer of the bill providing for a constitutional convention; also the opium and lottery
bills. He watched his opportunity, and railroaded the last two bills through the House; but he failed in regard to
the first bill. A vote of want of confidence was then brought in. The liberals won; and the cabinet was voted out,
partly because they were so sure of their success and on account of their own corrupt practices.
The next day Messrs. Parker, Cornwell, Colburn, and Peterson were appointed. These gentlemen were
accepted by the majority of the people in the House, who applauded them on their entrance, because they were
men of liberal views, although they were not considered representative men, because they were not backed by
moneyed men. The same day of their appointment they advised me to sign the opium and lottery bills. I first
declined, as I wanted to please my lady friends; but they said there should be no hesitation on my part, as the
House had passed those bills by a large majority, and they had been signed by the president and committee. I
had no option but to sign. It took place on the 13th of January, 1893.
During the month of November, 1892, a private note was sent me informing me of the intentions of the
American minister, J. L. Stevens, with the aid of some of our residents, to perfect a scheme of annexation, and
that the cabinet had knowledge of the fact; but I gave little heed to it at the time. On the 17th of December,
1892, another note was received, of which the following is a copy:
HER MAJESTY QUEEN LILIUOKALANI.
May it please Your Majesty:
Madam, – Referring to the confidential communication I took the liberty of addressing Your Majesty a
few weeks ago, about the attitude and utterances of the American representatives here, the perfect correctness of
which have been confirmed by subsequent information, I now beg to be allowed to state, that through the same
trustworthy source I have been informed that in a very late moment of effusion, some American official gave to
understand that he had instructions to press and hurry up an annexation scheme, which he confidently expected
to carry through at no distant date, with the help and assistance of the present cabinet.
If Your Majesty will kindly weigh this information by the side of the bold open declarations and
annexation campaign made at the present time in the Bulletin by the Rev. Sereno Bishop, the well-known
mouthpiece of the annexation party, I think that Your Majesty will be able to draw conclusions for yourself, and
realize that there is not only danger ahead, but that the enemy is in the household, and that the strictest watch
ought to be kept on the members of the present cabinet.
This again in strictest confidence from
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Your majesty's humble and faithful servant,
—

This was written by a gentleman in whose word I have great confidence as a man who had the best interest of
Hawaii at Heart. It was on the receipt of this note that I sent for the British commissioner, James H. Wodehouse,
and asked his advice on the matter. I asked whether he thought it would be wise for me to invite all the foreign
representatives of the diplomatic and consular corps, fearing that a disturbance might arise over the political
situation. He said that he should not interfere with our local matters, and he dissuaded me from the idea, as he
said it was like acknowledging that there was actual danger; and asked, "Did I think there was any danger?" I
answered, "There might be."
The morning of the 14th of January, 1893, arrived with all preparations for the closing of the legislature. At
10 A.M. I called a cabinet meeting for the purpose of apprising them of their positions in the House, and other
preliminary instructions. I told them it was my intention to promulgate a new constitution. The cabinet had to
meet the legislature, and we adjourned. At 12 M. I prorogued the legislature. I noticed that the hall was not filled
as at the opening. There were many ladies present in the audience, and I also noticed that several members of
the legislature belonging to the reform party were not there. This looked ominous of some coming trouble.
On entering the palace I saw Mr. Wilson at the entrance of the Blue Room. I went up to him, and asked if it
was all ready. He replied, "Yes." Then I said, "You will have to be brave to-day;" and I passed into the Blue
Room, and sat awaiting my ministers. A half-hour passed, and they did not come. After a little longer delay they
arrived. I immediately judged from their countenances that something was wrong. I had a few days before
planned that I would sign the constitution in the throne-room and in the presence of the members of the
legislature, the majority of whom had been elected by the people for the purpose of working for a new
constitution.
At the commencement of my reign petitions were sent from all parts of the kingdom asking for a new
constitution. Mr. Iosepa of Hani, Kauhi of Ewa, Nahinu of Molokai, Kanealii of Waihee, Kamauoha of Kohala,
and other members came to me repeatedly, and asked for a new constitution. Mr. Parker, from the
commencement of his ministry, advocated a new constitution, as well as most of my friends, but I was cautious
in my answers to them; but to Mr. Parker I had always said it would be a good thing, and he said he would
sustain me when the proper opportunity arrived.
A month later I met two members of the legislature, and started to make up a new constitution from
Kamehameha V.'s and that of 1887. After completing it, I kept it until the month of October, when I placed it in
the hands of Mr. A. P. Peterson, and asked him to correct it, and if he found any defects to strike them out, and
to put in such clauses as he thought would be good for the people and for the country. He took it, and kept it a
whole month. To my knowledge he consulted many lawyers and others in regard to many points of interest in
the document. When it was returned I looked it over and found no changes had been made, so I concluded that it
was all right. A week before the closing of the legislature I asked Mr. Peterson to make a preamble for my new
constitution, but up to the day of prorogation he had not made one.
Early in January I mentioned to Captain Nowlein of the Household Guards, and Mr. Wilson the marshal, my
intention to promulgate a new constitution, and to prepare themselves to quell any riot or outbreak from the
opposition. They assured me they would be ready; and I gave strict injunctions of secrecy, and showed Mr.
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Wilson a plan of the throne-room on the day of the signing. Mr. Parker and Mr. Cornwell had given me
assurances of their support before their appointment as ministers, while Mr. Peterson understood that such was
my intention, and although I had not mentioned it to Mr. Colburn, he had heard of it already from Mr. Peterson.
It appears that immediately on their learning of my intentions, Mr. Colburn, on the morning of the 14th of
January, immediately acted the part of a traitor, by going to Mr. Hartwell, a lawyer, and informing him of my
intentions, and of course received instructions from him to strongly advise me to abandon the idea.
This, then, was the cause of the delay and my long waiting in the Blue Room. The members of the diplomatic
corps had been invited, also the members of the supreme bench and members of the legislature, besides a
committee of the Hui Kalaiaina. The latter were invited to be present because it was through them that many
petitions had been sent to me. When the ministers arrived I told them everything in the throne-room was ready,
and the guests were awaiting our presence; that we must not keep them waiting. I was surprised when the
cabinet informed me that they did not think it advisable for me to take such a step, that there was danger of an
uprising, etc. I told them I would not have taken such a step if they had not encouraged me. They had led me out
to the edge of a precipice, and now were leaving me to take the step alone. It was humiliating. I said, "Why not
give the people the constitution, and I will bear the brunt of all the blame afterwards." Mr. Peterson said, "We
have not read the constitution." I told him he had had it in his possession a whole month.
The three ministers left Mr. Parker to try to dissuade me from my purpose; and in the meantime they all
(Peterson, Cornwell, and Colburn) went to the government building to inform Thurston and his part of the stand
I took. Of course they were instructed not to yield. When they went over everything was peaceful and quiet, and
the guests waiting patiently in the throne-room. The ministers returned, and I asked them to read the constitution
over. At the end I asked them what they saw injurious in the document. Mr. Peterson said there were some
points which he thought were not exactly suited. He begged that I should wait for two weeks; in the meantime
they would be ready to present it to me. With these assurances I yielded, and we adjourned to the throne-room.
I state to the guests present my reasons for inviting their presence. It was to promulgate a new constitution at
the request of my people; that the constitution of 1887 was imperfect and full of defects. Turning to the chief
justice, I asked, "Is it not so, Mr. Judd?" and he answered in the affirmative, in the presence of all the members
assembled.
I then informed the people assembled that under the advice of my ministers I had yielded, as they had
promised that on some future day I could give them a new constitution. I then asked them to return to their
homes and keep the peace. Everything seemed quiet until Monday morning. Even if any great commotion had
been going on I would have remained indifferent; the reaction was a great strain, and all that took place after
that I accepted as a matter of course. It was the disappointment in my ministry.
At about ten A.M., Monday, the 16th of January, notice was issued by my ministers, stating "that the position
I took and the attempt I made to promulgate a new constitution was at the earnest solicitation of my people – of
my native subjects." They gave assurances that any changes desired in fundamental law of the land would be
sought only by methods provided in the constitution itself, and signed by myself and ministers. It was intended
to reassure the people that they might continue to maintain order and peace.
At about five P.M., however, the troops from the United States ship Boston were landed, by the order of the
United States minister, J. L. Stevens, in secret understanding with the revolutionary party, whose names are L.
A. Thurston, Henry Waterhouse, W. R. Castle, W. O. Smith, A. F. Judd, P. C. Jones, W. C. Wilder, S. B. Dole,
Cecil Brown, S. M. Damon, C. Bolte, John Emmeluth, J. H. Soper, C. L. Carter. Why had they landed when
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everything was at peace? I was told that it was for the safety of American citizens and the protection of their
interests. Then, why had they not gone to the residences, instead of drawing in line in front of the palace gates,
with guns pointed at us, and when I was living with my people in the palace?
Tuesday morning, at nine o'clock, Mr. S. M. Damon called at the palace. He told me that he had been asked to
join a revolutionary council, but that he had declined. He asked me what he should do, and whether he should
join the advisory or executive council, suggesting that perhaps he could be of service to me; so I told him to join
the advisory council. I had no idea that they intended to establish a new government.
At about two-thirty P.M., Tuesday, the establishment of the Provisional Government was proclaimed; and
nearly fifteen minutes later Mr. J. S. Walker came and told me "that he had come on a painful duty, that the
opposition party had requested that I should abdicate." I told him that I had no idea of doing so, but that I would
like to see Mr. Neumann. Half an hour later he returned with that gentleman, and I explained to him my
position, and he advised that I should consult my friends. I immediately sent for Messrs. J. O. Carter, Damon,
Widemann, Cleghorn, my ministers; Messrs. Neumann, Walker, and Macfarlane also being present. The
situation being taken into consideration, it was found that, since the troops of the United States had been landed
to support the revolutionists, by the order of the American minister, it would be impossible for us to make any
resistance.
Mr. Damon had previously intimated to Mr. Parker that it was useless to resist, their party was supported by
the American minister. Mr. Damon also said at the meeting that it was to be understood that I should remain at
the palace, and continue to fly the royal standard. At six P.M. I signed the following protest: –
I, Liliuokalani, by the grace of God and under the constitution of the Hawaiian kingdom Queen, do hereby
solemnly protest against any and all acts done against myself and the constitutional government of the Hawaiian
kingdom by certain persons claiming to have established a Provisional Government of and for this kingdom.
That I yield to the superior force of the United States of America, whose Minister Plenipotentiary, His
Excellency John L. Stevens, has caused United States troops to be landed at Honolulu, and declared that he
would support the said Provisional Government.
Now, to avoid any collision of armed forces, and perhaps the loss of life I do, under this protest and impelled
by said forces, yield my authority until such time as the Government of the United States shall, upon the facts
being presented to it, undo (?) the action of its representative, and reinstate me in the authority which I claim as
the constitutional sovereign of the Hawaiian Islands.
Done at Honolulu this seventeenth day of January, A.D. 1893.
(Signed) LILIUOKALANI R.
(Signed) SAMUEL PARKER,
Minister of Foreign Affairs.
(Signed) WM. H. CORNWELL,
Minister of Finance.
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(Signed) JOHN F. COLBURN,
Minister of Interior.
(Signed) A. P. PETERSON,
Attorney-General.
(Addressed)
To S. B. DOLE, Esq., and others composing the Provisional Government of the Hawaiian Islands.

A letter was sent to the marshal of the kingdom requesting him to deliver everything to the Provisional
Government.
All that night and next day everything remained quiet.
At ten A.M., the 18th, I moved to Washington Place of my own accord, preferring to live in retirement.
On the 19th of January, I wrote a letter to President Harrison, making an appeal that justice should be done.
HIS EXCELLENCY BENJAMIN HARRISON,
President of the United States:
My great and good Friend, – It is with deep regret that I address you on this occasion. Some of my subjects,
aided by aliens, have renounced their loyalty, and revolted against the constitutional government of my
kingdom. They have attempted to depose me, and establish a Provisional Government in direct conflict with the
organic law of this kingdom. Upon receiving incontestable proofs that His Excellency the Minister
Plenipotentiary of the United States had caused troops to be landed for that purpose, I submitted to force,
believing that he would not have acted in that manner unless by authority of the government which he
represents.
This action on my part was prompted by three reasons, the futility of a conflict with the United States, the
desire to avoid violence and bloodshed and the destruction of life and property, and the certainty which I feel
that you and your government will right whatever wrongs may have been inflicted upon us in the premises. In
due time a statement of the true facts relating to this matter will be laid before you, and I live in the hope that
you will judge uprightly and justly between myself and my enemies.
This appeal is not made for myself personally, but for my people, who have hitherto always enjoyed the
friendship and protection of the United States.
My opponents have taken the only vessel which could be obtained here for the purpose; and hearing of their
intention to send a delegation of their number to present their side of the conflict before you, I requested the
favor of sending by the same vessel an envoy to you to lay before you my statement as the facts appear to
myself and my loyal subjects.
This request has been refused; and I now ask you, in justice to myself and to my people, that no steps be taken
by the Government of the United States until my cause can be heard by you. I shall be able to despatch an envoy
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about the second day of February, as that will be the first available opportunity hence; and he will reach you
with every possible haste, that there may be no delay in the settlement of this matter.
I pray you, therefore, my good friend, that you will not allow any conclusions to be reached by you until my
envoy arrives.
I beg to assure you of the continuation of my highest consideration.
(Signed) LILIUOKALANI R.

It appears that President Harrison could not have taken notice of my appeal; for the 16th of February I find he
sent a message to the Senate transmitting the treaty, with a view of its ratification, without having first
investigated or inquired into all the conditions or points of our situation, or that of the United States itself. I will
not attempt to write the President's message, as you are already aware of its text.
I also wrote a letter to Mr. Cleveland.
GROVER CLEVELAND,
President-elect of the United States.
My great and good Friend, – In the vicissitudes which happened in the Hawaiian Islands, and which affect my
people, myself, and my house so seriously, I feel comforted the more that, besides the friendly relation of the
United States, I have the boon of your personal friendship and good will.
The changes which occurred here need not be stated in this letter. You will have, at the time at which it
reaches you, the official information; but I have instructed the Hon. Paul Neumann, whom I have appointed my
representative at Washington, to submit to you a prècis of the facts and circumstances relating to the revolution
in Honolulu, and to supplement it by such statements as you may please to elicit.
I beg that you will consider this matter, in which there is so much involved for my people, and that you will
give us your friendly assistance in granting redress for a wrong which we claim has been done to us, under color
of the assistance of the naval forces, of the United States, in a friendly port. Believe me that I do not veil under
this request to you anything the fulfilment of which could in the slightest degree be contrary to your position;
and I leave our grievance in your hands, confident that, in so far as you deem it proper, we shall have your
sympathy and your aid.
I am, your good friend,
LILIUOKALANI R.

On the 31st of January the Hon. Paul Neumann received his appointment as envoy extraordinary and minister
plenipotentiary to the United States of America. On the 1st of February he departed for Washington, with Prince
David Kawanauakoa to accompany him on his commission, to negotiate for a withdrawal of the treaty, and to
restore to us what had been taken away by the actions of the revolutionists. At my request Mr. E. C. Macfarlane
kindly consented to accompany the commission.
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Happily Providence ordered otherwise than as was expected by the revolutionists. Man proposes and God
disposes. My commissioners arrived in time to stay the progress to the treaty. The members of the Senate
became doubtful as to the correctness of the actions of the commissioners of the Provisional Government.
President Harrison's term expired. President Cleveland's first act has been to withdraw that annexation treaty;
the second, to send a commissioner to investigate the situation in Hawaii Nei.
Your arrival in this country has brought relief to our people and your presence safety. There is no doubt but
that the Provisional Government would have carried out extreme measures toward myself and my people, as you
may have already seen ere this, by their unjust actions. If the President had been indifferent to my petitions, I am
certain in would have brought serious results to myself and tyranny to my subjects. In this I recognize the high
sense of justice and honor in the person who is ruler of the American nation.
In making out this lengthy statement I will present the main points: –
(1) That it has been a project of many years on the part of the missionary element that their children might
some day be rulers over these Islands, and have the control and power in their own hands, as was the case after
the revolution of 1887. Mr. W. W. Hall openly stated that they had planned for this for twelve years. It was a
long-thought-of project, a dream of many years. So also said Mr. F. S. Lyman of Hilo, in his speech to the
people in the month of January. He said, "Fifteen long years we have prayed for this, and now our prayers are
heard."
The disposition of those appointed to positions of authority, to act with the missionary element, tends to make
the government unstable; and because they found I could not easily be led by them, they do not like me.
(2) The interference of the American minister, J. L. Stevens, in our local affairs, and conspiring with a few
foreign people to overthrow me and annex these Islands to the United States, and by his action, has placed me
and my people in this unhappy position.
(3) My attempt to promulgate a new constitution. It was in answer to the prayers and petitions of my people.
They had sent petitions to the late king, and to the legislature ever since 1887.
The legislature is the proper course by which a new constitution or any amendments to the constitution could
be made; that is the law. But when members are bribed and the legislature corrupted, how can one depend on
any good measure being carried by the House? It is simply impossible. That method was tried and failed. There
was only one recourse; and that was, that with the signature of one of the cabinet I could make a new
constitution.
There is no clause in the constitution of 1887, to which I took my oath to maintain, stating "that there should
be no other constitution but this;" and article 78 reads that –
"Wheresoever by this constitution any act is to be done or performed by the king or sovereign it shall, unless
otherwise expressed, mean that such act shall be done and performed by the sovereign by and with the advice
and consent of the cabinet."
The last clause of the forty-first article of the constitution reads: –
"No acts of the king shall have any effect unless it be countersigned by a member of the cabinet, who by that
signature makes himself responsible."
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My cabinet encouraged me, then afterwards advised me to the contrary. In yielding to their protest I claim I
have not committed any unconstitutional or revolutionary act; and having withdrawn, why should the reform
party have gone on making preparations for war, as they did?
(4) That on the afternoon of the 16th of January, at five P.M., the United States troops were landed to support
the conspirators, by orders of the United States minister, J. L. Stevens.
That on Tuesday, the 17th of January, 1893, at about two thirty o'clock P.M., the Provisional Government was
proclaimed, and Minister Stevens assured my cabinet that he recognized that Government; and that at six P.M.
of the same day I yielded my authority to the superior force of the United States.
We have been waiting patiently, and will still wait, until such time as the Government of the United States, on
the facts presented to it, shall undo the act of its representative.
I hope and pray that the United States and her President will see that justice is done to my people and to
myself; that they will not recognize the treaty of annexation, and that it may forever be laid aside; that they will
restore to me and my nation all the rights that have been taken away by the action of her minister; that we may
be permitted to continue to maintain our independent stand amongst the civilized nations of the world as in
years gone by; that your great nation will continue those kind and friendly relations that have always existed for
many years past between the two countries. I can assure you that Hawaii and her people have no other sentiment
toward American and her President than one of the kindest regard.
The provisional Government, instead of being under the guidance of the president and cabinet, as the
responsible heads of the nation, are virtually led by irresponsible people, who compose the advisory councils
and "provisional army," and who set the laws of the land at defiance. A continuation of this state of things I
consider dangerous to life and to the community.
I pray, therefore, that this unsatisfactory state of things may not continue, and that we may not suffer further
waste, that justice may be speedily granted, and that peace and quiet may once more reign over our land, Hawaii
Nei.
LILIUOKALANI.
[Page]

APPENDIX C.
FACTS AS TO SUBMISSION OF HAWAIIAN QUESTION TO THE DECISION OF THE UNITED STATES.
By HER MAJESTY LILIUOKALANI, with the approval of the Provisional Government.
Date of so-called

S. B. Dole, S. M. Damon, and some

Revolution,

twenty or thirty others sent for J. O. Carter

TUESDAY,

to be of committee to be sent to palace to

Jan. 17, 1893.
about 6 P.M.

assist her in making any protest she desired
to make against her deposition; he joined
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J. O. C. being

the party, headed by Mr. Damon, and ad-

"Queen's Councillor" vised Her Majesty that any demonstration
and still faithful.
Page 1330.

on the part of her forces would precipitate
a conflict with the forces of the United
States; that it was desirable that such a
conflict be avoided; that her case would be
considered at Washington, and a peaceful
submission to force on her part would greatly
help her case. Mr. Damon had previously
informed Her Majesty of her deposition, and

Page 1317.

that she might prepare a protest. Mr. Damon in his sworn statement says, "I did
tell her that she would have a perfect right
to be heard at a later period by the United

Page 1674.

States Government. I was there as a mem-

Also

ber of the Provisional Government." Mr.

"Alexander's

Damon personally called on the queen at

History," Oct. 1896.

nine o'clock that forenoon and told her that

Page 54.

he had decided to join the Provisional Government, and further that he was its first
vice-president. He remains its minister of
finance to the present date. The Provis-

Page 1318.

ional Government had been recognized at
this time. The protest says, "I yield to the
superior force of the United States of America – until such time as the Government of
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the Unites States shall , upon the facts being
presented to it, undo the action of its representatives, and reinstate me in the authority
Page 1394.

which I claim as the constitutional sovereign
of the Hawaiian Islands." Mr. Damon and
the Cabinet returned to the Provisional Government and presented the protest; and President Dole indorsed on the same, "Received
by the hands of the late Cabinet this seven-

Page 1399.

teenth day of January, A.D. 1893." After
this protest, the queen surrendered her arsenal. The letter sent by the same steamer

Page 1027.

on which (January 18) the annexation commissioners sailed (the queen having been refused the privilege of placing one representative on board), says to President Harrison,

received at
Executive office,
Feb. 3, 1893.

"This action on my part was prompted by
three reasons: The futility of a conflict with
the United States; the desire to avoid violence, bloodshed, and the destruction of life
and property; and the certainty which I
feel that you and your government will right
whatever wrongs may have been inflicted on
us in the premises."

[Page]
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THE TEXT OF THE TREATY.
How the Cession of the Islands is to be Accomplished.
THE full text of the treaty is as follows: –
The United States and the republic of Hawaii, in view of the natural dependence of the Hawaiian Islands upon
the United States, of their geographical proximity thereto, of the preponderant share acquired by the United
States and its citizens in the industries and trade of said islands, and of the expressed desire of the government
of the republic of Hawaii that those islands should be incorporated into the United States as an integral part
thereof and under its sovereignty, have determined to accomplish by treaty an object so important to their
mutual and permanent welfare.
To this end, the high contracting parties have conferred full powers and authority upon the irrespectively
appointed plenipotentiaries, to wit: –
The President of the United States, John Sherman, Secretary of State of the United States; the President of the
republic of Hawaii, Francis March Hatch, Lorrin A. Thurston, and William A. Kinney.
ARTICLE II.
The republic of Hawaii hereby cedes absolutely and without reserve to the United States of America all rights
of sovereignty of whatsoever kind in and over the Hawaiian Islands and their dependencies; and it is agreed that
all territory of and appertaining to the republic of Hawaii is hereby annexed to the United States of America,
under the name of the Territory of Hawaii.
The republic of Hawaii also cedes and hereby transfers to the United States the absolute fee and ownership of
all public government, or crown lands, public buildings or edifices, ports, harbors, military equipments, and all
other public property of every kind and description belonging to the government of the Hawaiian Islands,
together with every right and appurtenance thereunto appertaining.
The existing laws of the United States relative to public lands shall not apply to such lands in the Hawaiian
Islands; but the Congress of the United States shall enact special laws for their management and disposition;
provided, that all revenue from or proceeds of the same, except as regards such parts thereof as may be used or
occupied for the civil, military, or naval purposes of the United States, or may be assigned for the use of the
local government, shall be used solely for the benefit of the inhabitants of the Hawaiian Islands for educational
and other public purposes.
ARTICLE III.
Until Congress shall provide for the government of such islands, all the civil, judicial, and military powers
exercised by the officers of the existing government in said islands shall be vested in such person or persons and
shall be exercised in such manner as the President of the United States shall direct, and the President shall have
power to remove said officers and fill the vacancies so occasioned.
The existing treaties of the Hawaiian Islands with foreign nations shall forthwith cease and determine, being
replaced by such treaties as may exist, or as may be hereafter concluded between the United States and such
foreign nations. The municipal legislation of the Hawaiian Islands, not enacted for the fulfilment of the treaties
so extinguished, and not inconsistent with this treaty nor contrary to the Constitution of the United States, nor to
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any existing treaty of the United States, shall remain in force until the Congress of the United States shall
otherwise determine.
Until legislation shall be enacted extending the United States customs, laws, and regulations to the Hawaiian
Islands, the existing customs relations of the Hawaiian Islands with the United States and other countries shall
remain unchanged.
ARTICLE IV.
The public debt of the republic of Hawaii, lawfully existing at the date of the exchange of the ratifications of
the treaty, including the amounts due to depositors in the Hawaiian Postal Savings Bank, is hereby assumed by
the government of the United States; but the liability of the United States in this regard shall in no case exceed
$4,000,000. So long, however, as the existing government and the present commercial relations of the Hawaiian
Islands are continued, as hereinbefore provided, said government shall continue to pay the interest on said debt.
ARTICLE V.
There shall be no further immigration of Chinese into the Hawaiian islands, except upon such conditions as
are now or may hereafter he allowed by the laws of the United States, and no Chinese, by reason of anything
herein contained, shall be allowed to enter the United States from the Hawaiian Islands.
ARTICLE VI.
The President shall appoint five commissioners, at least two of whom shall be residents of the Hawaiian
Islands, who shall, as soon as reasonably practicable, recommend to Congress such legislation for the Territory
of Hawaii as they shall deem necessary or proper.
ARTICLE VII.
This treaty shall be ratified by the President of the United States, by and with the advice and consent of the
Senate, on the one part; and by the President of the republic of Hawaii, by and with the advice and consent of
the Senate, in accordance with the Constitution of said republic, on the other; and the ratifications hereof shall
be exchanged at Washington as soon as possible.
In witness whereof, the respective plenipotentiaries have signed the above articles and have hereunto affixed
their seals.
Done in duplicate at the city of Washington, this 16th day of June, 1897.
JOHN SHERMAN, (Seal)
FRANCIS MARCH HATCH, (Seal)
LORRIN A. THURSTON, (Seal)
WILLIAM A. KINNEY, (Seal)
[Page]
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[Page 181]
1

See Appendix A.

[Page 182]
2

Chosen among five conspirators by lot to murder Kalakaua, he became horrified, and refused to act.

3

See first part of Appendix B.

[Page 235]
4

See Appendix B.

[Page 243]
5

A copy will be found in Appendix C.

[Page 362]
6

After the overthrow of the monarchy, these people had no representation at home or abroad, and such is
their condition to this day. Comprising four-fifths of the legally qualified voters, they are voiceless, save
those few who, for the purpose of obtaining the necessaries of life, have sworn allegiance to the present
government. In this connection, the following statement, which is sent to me from Honolulu, may be of
interest as showing how few now assume to govern a nation of 109,000 persons. The registered voters in
1890, under the monarchy, numbered 13,593 persons.
The registered voters in 1894, under the Provisional Government, for delegates to the so-called
Constitutional Convention, numbered 4,477.
The actual voters in 1896, under the so-called Republic, numbered, for Senators, 2,017, and for
Representatives, 3,196. In other words, there were qualified to vote for Senators and Representatives, 2,017
persons, and for Representatives, only 1,179.
From figures already in, it is doubtful whether the total vote to be cast in September next will exceed
2,000.

About This Edition
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Her Excellency Lady Wenlock ,
THIS BOOK

is respectfully dedieated ,
In accordance with the wishes of the authoress, who felt greatly
cheered and encouraged, during the writing of it, by the
kind interest manifested in her humble literary
efforts, by Her Ladyship .

2x
MEMOIR OF

Krupabai Batthianadhan .
UNLIKE Toru Dutt of Bengal, who has been called
her prototype, the authoress of Kamala lived to see her
literary efforts recognised. Now that she has passed

away , the Indian Press has expressed the pride which
her countrymen feel in her and their sorrow for her

early death .

Her writings seem even better known to English
than to Indian readers, some of them having been

reviewed in flattering terms in the leading English

Journals. Her Majesty the Queen Empress had re
cently accepted a copy of “ Saguna" and was graciously
pleased to request that any other work by the authoress
should be sent to her.

It might almost seem that Krupabai Satthianadhan
is already too well known to need that her story should
be told except as she herself has told it in “ Saguna .
But the final chapters of her life remain to be written,
and to judge of her as an authoress and as a woman, we
must view her surroundings and the position of her
countrywomen when her life began.
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Thirty years ago female education had made but

little progress in India. Missionaries were still bribing
little girls to come to school with offers of food or
clothing as they had been obliged to bribe boys a
generation before. The great mass of the women of
India were completely uneducated, and their position
was becoming more and more unenviable as the edu
cation of men progressed and the difference between
the intellectual status of the men and of the women

in a household became greater.
There is a good deal to show that in Vedic times

women had lived a free and healthy life, sharing often
in the pursuits and interests of their husbands. They
seem even to have had some literary skill and to have

composed hymns and songs. But the age in which
they lived is remote and its history too much mixed
up with myth and legend to be trustworthy. Such
are the heroines in the Great Indian Epics, the Maha
bharata and the Ramayana.

In historic times one or two bright instances like
that of the Queen of Beechapore alone occur to re
lieve the dim twilight in which women - Hindu and
Mohammadan alike - lived for many hundreds of
years .

But when the work of enlightenment of women
consequent on the spread of English education
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amongst men began, it progressed steadily. For
some time it had been recognised that an extraordi
nary state of things had been brought about by
educating one half of the Indian people and leaving the
other half in comparative ignorance. But obstacles
such as prejudice on the one hand and timidity on the
other, stood in the way.
“ To these difficulties may be added the belief, perhaps

more widely felt than expressed, that the general education
of women means a social revolution the extent of which can

not be foreseen. Native gentlemen, advanced and enlightened
enough in ordinary matters, are hampered by the dread that
when the women of the country begin to be educated, and to

learn independence, harassing times are in store for them.
They may thoroughly allow that when the process has been
completed, the nation will rise in intelligence, in character,
and in all the graces of life. But they are none the less ap

prehensive that while the process of educatian is going on,
while the lessons of emancipation are being learnt and,

stability has not yet been reached, while, in short, society is
slowly struggling to adjust itself to the new conditions, the

period of transition will be marked by the loosening of social
ties, the upheaval of customary ways, and by prolonged, and
severe domestic embarrassment. There is, it is true, an ad
yanced section of the community that is entirely out of sym
pathy with these views.”

So wrote Sir Alfred Croft, the Director of Public

Instruction in Bengal, as late as 1886—when already
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by the liberal policy of the Government a great deal
had been achieved in the advancement of female
education .

By degrees, the desire for this education has grown
and the demand for it is now gradually coming health

ily from within, needing, in the great centres of civili
sation at least, much less fostering from without .
It is difficult to realize the beginnings of any great
movement, to trace the steps by which it has advanced ,
and to divest it of features which are the outcome

of later times. This difficulty increases when it is a
question of comparing such movements in countries
and races as different as are those of the east and

Still it is interesting to note how much
this work of enlightenment has in common with a
movement of a similar kind which began in England
about the middle of the last century. An impetus
of the west.

was then given to the education of women in England
by such writers as Hannah More, Mary Lamb and
Miss Edgeworth, and in India, a century later, by some
devoted Missionaries scattered throughout the country ,

especially by those connected with the Free Church
of Scotland. Though in India, women undoubtedly
started from a much lower and from an essentially
different platform , in both cases this impetus not

only stirred the springs of intellectual activity
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and individual culture, but it has also made women's
hearts beat faster.

The severest critics of the “ New

Woman " must admit that deeper culture has in

the long run led to wider sympathies, and that
wider sympathies have opened out new and broader

fields for philanthropic and useful work ,-work which
is making the lives of thousands of women happier as
well as better. A long list of noble English women
rises in one's mind — names too well known to be

repeated here. To one England owes the scientific care
of her sick and wounded soldiers : others have toiled

for the poor, the ignorant, and the oppressed . In song
and in story, women have poured forth the same re
frain in wise and true sympathy with all that is highest
and best.

These were the pioneers ; others are follow

ing them ,-in the main, upwards and onwards, though

a few may fail and some may have brought ridicule
on themselves, and some have not been " loveable

though they deserved to be honored and thankfully
remembered .”

India too has had her pioneers ; alas ! her mar
tyrs also in the cause of women's education

and

enlightenment. The feverish thirst for learning and
for expression which has seized upon some of her
most gifted daughters has more than once led to failing
health and even to early death. Superstitious and
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ignorant people are ever ready to " point a moral and
adorn a tale ” with the story of their mistaken ardour,

and to quote them as proving that, in India at least,
women are incapable of bearing any prolonged mental
strain .

The history of these women is intensely pathetic,
and Lady Dufferin has well said in her Introduction
to “ Sketches of some Distinguished Indian women ,”

by Mrs. E. F. Chapman, “ One might perhaps have
feared that women who had had to break the hard and
fast rules of caste and custom would have lost their

more loveable characteristic in the struggle ; but one
rises from the perusal of their biographies with as
much affection for the woman as admiration for the
student."
This is indeed most

true .

Indian women with

sweet reasonableness seem to have avoided the

espe

cial failings of pioneers. Still the women whom Mrs.
Chapman has selected for her sketches are one and
all instances of how much there is in common in the

waves of thought which have stirred the women of
the East and the women of the West.

Rather is it

not one and the same wave — a wave of hopeful un
rest, of eager longing for truth and of unselfish en

thusiasm. Every one of the names which stand out
conspicuously among the women of India are the
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names of those whose dearest wish has been or

still is to serve their fellow country -women. They
are all, whether Christians or of other cults, per
meated with humanistic and altruistic ideas.

One

of the earliest to be affected by this feeling was

Toru Dutt, the gifted poetess. She, like many other
Hindu ladies, owed much to her mother. " In every
case," as Mrs. Chapman observes, "the work of edu
cation and enlightenment has been begun in the

previous generation . She owed much too to her
sojourn in France and in England. But such genius
as hers must have found voice in any language and
in any land. Some of her sweetest utterances are re
collections of stories learnt at her mother's knee,

myths which had lost their religious significance as
she had learnt to rest in a purer faith, but which re

tained for her always their poetic beauty. Writing
to a French friend, she says, “ Quand j'entends ma mère
chanter le soir lès vieux chants de notre pays je

pleure presque tonjours.” Perhaps, however, the fol
lowing little serenade is more wonderful than any
she has written, when it is remembered that the au
thoress was not twenty and that she wrote in a

foreign language.
Still barred thy doors !

The far east glows,

The morning wind blows fresh and free.
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Should not the hour that wakes the rose
Awaken also thee !

All look for thee, Love, Light and Song,

Light in the sky deep red above,
Song, in the Lark of pinions strong,
And in my heart, true Love.

Apart we miss our nature's goal,
Why strive to cheat our destinies ?

Was not my love made for thy soul ?
Thy beauty for mine eyes .
No longer sleep,
Oh listen

now .

I wait and weep
But where art thou ?

On her return from England Toru Dutt began to

study Sanscrit. “ The remaining years of her life "
says her biographer,

were spent in the old garden
house in Calcutta, in a feverish dream of intel

lectual effort and imaginative production. When
we consider what she achieved in these forty -five
months of seclusion, it is impossible to wonder that
the frail and hectic body succumbed under so exces
sive a strain .”

Krupabai Satthianadhan too died young. She was
only thirty-two when she passed away on the 3rd of
August last.

But short as her life has been she has
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left behind writings which will cause her name to live
as the first of Indian women novelists .

Those who

loved her still see her, through a mist of tears, step

ping fearlessly onward in untrodden paths,-the slight
form enveloped in the graceful costume of her country,
its veil drawn Madonna -wise over the well -shaped
head framing her fair refined face.

In her were strangely blended all that is sweetest
in womanhood and an overmastering will and courage,

-a courage which helped her to bear long periods of
weakness and of suffering with cheerful patience ,-her
clear intellect and vivid imagination seeming to
triumph over her pain and to lift her above it into a
world of her own .

Krupabai was the thirteenth child of Haripunt and
Radhabai, who were the first Brahmin converts to

Christianity in the Bombay Presidency. She was
born at 'Ahmednugger on the 14th February 1862 .
The great struggle of their lives, their conversion, was
over before any of their children were born and Hari

punt had made his choice and had embarked on a life

of earnest self-denial as a Christian Missionary.
It is difficult to over-rate the sacrifice which a

Brahmin makes when he renounces the religion of his
It implies the giving up of friends,
position, wealth and of almost everything which men

forefathers .
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hold dear. Some of the most striking writings in
Saguna ” describe Haripunt's conflict with himself.
“ One evening in the gloaming,” his daughter tells us,
“ and amidst the fading glory of the Western Sun ,
all that he had read came before him with a new and

forcible light. He saw the God -man now stooping by
the side of the despised blind beggar with a word of
comfort for him, now healing the sick, now consoling

the grieved, now raising the fallen, with those magic
words, “ Thy Sins be forgiven thee, go in peace,' now

with Divine light penetrating into the inmost recesses
of the hearts of those whom the world looked upon as

past redemption, and laying bare to hypocrites the
hidden spark of goodness and real love there . By
the side of these rose other pictures—Christ's com
munion with God on the mountain-top ; His striking
presence in Bethany surrounded by those whom he

loved ; His grief by the side of the dead ; the God

voice piercing the shadows of the grave and the un
known regions beyond, and demanding the dead back
to life ; the scene on the Mount of Olives when with

His prophetic eye He saw the distant future, foretold
the fall of the temple and depicted those fearful
scenes that would follow ; and last of all the scene on

Calvary rose vividly before the mind of Harichandra.
He hid his face and groaned : “ Such love ! I will
follow Thee, my Saviour.

Here before my country ,
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my home, my people, I give myself up to Thee a whole
hearted sacrifice.

Accept me My God.

All I have I

leave to follow Thee."

Then when the worst was over, Radhabai had still

to be persuaded to leave her people and to join him.
One must pity the poor child-wife when she learns
the truth and finds herself entrapped, as she thinks,
into a Christian Mission house.
“ This was the Padre Sahib's house and she had entered it,
she a Brahmin . What pollution ! What degradation ! A

time of anguish followed. In her first impulse she tried to
push open the door and shook the bars of the window ; but
when she found herself powerless , she sat down on the floor

quivering with anger and with the sense of some great wrong
done to her .

*

*

The gentle Radha was for the time changed into an aveniging
angel who shot her glances and words with withering scorn at
her husband .

*

He could only say : ' Rest content Radha I am doing all this
for your good . His heart went out to her though her words
beat on him with untold agony . But when with tragic
earnestness she threw her jewels at his feet and asked him if

it was money he needed and falling at his feet piteously en
treated him to run away from the place and take her to Tai

Bai (her much dreaded mother-in-law) he could bear it no
longer, and went out of the room with a heavy distressed
heart .”

For some time Radha remained obdurate repelling
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all advances from the ladies of the Mission, keeping
her fasts and festivals and giving her husband his
food outside their house .

But at last his forbearance

and the kindness of those about her prevailed and her

daughter tells us :- “ She succumbed to the strong
influences of Christianity. It was the silent acquies
cence of a gentle nature ; and when she came to know

more of the religion, she fully appreciated the noble
motives that guided her husband's actions of love

and charity, his strong confidence in his God, his
whole - hearted consecration to his Lord and Master,

and at last in the religion which her husband had
embraced, she herself found a rich harvest of joy and
happiness. ”
The simple story of their lives from this time and

the description of their home with their children
about them should be read by all who are inclined to

question what Christianity has done for India. Rad
habai filled her place well as a wife and mother.
Though she never learnt to read herself she seems to
have put no barrier in the way of her children's
education and to have influenced them and held her

own in their esteem by the natural sweetness and
strength of her character, her own position in the
household being a freer and more influential one than
it could ever have been in a Brahmin home .
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Saguna ” is essentially an autobiography, though
necessarily an idealized one, and therefore we cannot
do better than to follow in it the early years of Kru

pabai's life tracing the influences which helped to
form her character.

She thus describes the home of

her childhood.
66

A large family grew up around Harichandra and Radha.
The Christian life in that house was of a simple apostolic type,
The children knew no luxuries nor hankered after any. The
little ones tumbled about in coarse garments which Radha

prepared herself. They often displayed somewhat ridiculous
combinations of English and Native dress, for comfort was

studied rather than effect. The girls knew nothing of orna
ments or jewels, and the boys put their hands to manual
labour as readily as they took to study. There was an absence

of false shame and pride, which imparted a certain innocence
and freshness to their manner and behaviour. Simplicity,

truthfulness, piety and the habit of self-reliance were incul
cated. On the other hand, anything like duplicity, obstinacy,
or levity was severely punished."

Haripunt's eldest daughter, who is living still, re
sembled him in many ways. We are told that she was
his friend and companion. Her education , received in

a European Christian family, where she was treated
almost like a daughter, fitted her to take his place in
guiding and teaching her brothers and sisters, when
her father died in 1858.

Her influence and that of an

elder brother, who died while still a young man, did
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much in forming Krupabai's character. The little
girl seems to have shown unusual intellectual powers
at an early age. Her thirst for knowledge made her

press for permission to learn with her brothers, or at
least, to be allowed to remain in the room when they
studied, whilst they, boy- like, objected to the presence

of a girl especially as she frequently corrected their
sums or gave right answers when theirs were wrong.
But they never succeeded in banishing her to
the kitchen fire, “ the right place for a girl," and,
by degrees, became proud of their little sister's at

tainments. Like Mrs. Carlyle whose successful de
clining of the noun penna from under the table gained
her the privilege of learning Latin, Krupabai's per
tinacity triumphed in the end.

The elder brother

always stood her friend. He saw the depth in the
child's character and she looked up to him and rever

enced his earnest devoted spirit. The two enjoyed
together the wild scenery of the Upper Deccan where
the family removed for her brother Bhasker's health.

Young as she was, Krupabai seems to have bent and
swayed to every changing mood of nature around her.
She thus describes their last morning on the hill tops

before returning to the city home :
“ I remember well the last day when Bashkar and I got up
while the stars were still shining and stole to the mountain

heights to have a last look at the dear place. There was
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nothing to be seen at first as far as the eye could reach except

small and great hills and peaks all round ; but soon the scene

changed. As we ascended the hill in front of our house we
seemed to be leaving the world, and piercing the region of the

unknown, so thick was the mist around us, and when we
reached the highest point we were startled by the dim majesty
and grandeur that burst upon us. We seemed to be looking

down upon mortals below in another world. The shadowy
cloudland, dark and gloomy, like a large bird with spreading
wings, hovered overhead and the great world, sleeping in mist,
lay below in its purity and whiteness like a huge sea stretch
ed at our feet.

It was the silence of eternity linked to the

world for a moment. A soft starry dreamland light enwrapt

and overspread all. Above, the neighbouring peaks, distant
and dark, mysteriously loomed like fingers pointing to heaven .

The strangely transformed world, the heavenly beauty and
purity of the scene bound us fast and when I looked up my
strangely excited. He turned to me and
said ; “ It was in this place with such a scene before me some
brother seemed

years ago that I determined that my life should be pure and
holy. Oh how our lives are wasted. Promise to me that yours
will be devoted to God's glory.

We were alone, alone with

God on the mountain top and we fell on our knees and
prayed .”

But the son soon followed the father, and this time

Krupabai's heart was sorely tried. For many months
she did not recover from the shock of his death, and
her health suffered materially.

Partly in the hope of arousing her, she was sent
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first to study with some Lady Missionaries and then

to school at the Zenana Mission in Bombay. There
it was found that instead of being, as she feared, more
backward than the other scholars of her own age, she

was too far in advance of them to be placed in any of
the classes. She was therefore allowed to pursue her
own course of study. She thus fell under the influence

of an American lady doctor , -a person of much origi
nality and force of character and this circumstance

led eventually to her choice of a profession .
Krupabai's remarkable talents and her desire to
study medicine induced her English friends to think
of sending her to England to complete her education
there .

She herself was most anxious to go, but it was

feared that her constitution was not sufficiently strong
to bear the strain of severe study in a climate which ,
to her, would have been most trying. The Medical
College in Madras had just then opened its doors to
women,—the first school of medicine in India to adopt
this liberal policy,—and her friends decided to send her
there. She accordingly left Bombay unaccompanied
by any friend or guardian and was received in Madras
by the father of her future husband, the Rev. W. T. Sat
thianadhan. She could not have been placed in better

hands. Mr. Satthianadhan was a much respected
clergyman and earnest Missionary , one of the earliest
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undergraduates students of the Presidency and a
Fellow of the University of Madras . He had been

honored by the Archbishop of Canterbury with the
degree of Bachelor of Divinity. His influence and
that of his excellent wife and daughters was for many

years a power for good among the community of which
he was the head.

A tender affection sprang up

between them and Krupabai, and she passed a happy
year in their house, working steadily and attending
lectures at the Medical College. She has, in “ Saguna,

described her reception there, when the whole body of
students rose as she entered and cheered the delicate

looking girl, the first Indian lady who had joined
their ranks .

At the end of a year she had won seve

ral prizes and stood first in every subject except Che
mistry. Some envious feeling might, not unnatu
rally, have been aroused by the high praise bestowed
on her in the class room by the professors but, to
their honor be it spoken, her fellow-students appear
to have always behaved kindly and generously towards
her. This may have been partly due to her unassum
ing and gentle demeanour. Writing of her, the other
day, a former Head of the Medical College says : “ I
always thought her one of the sweetest characters I

ever knew. She was so gentle, thoughtful and intelli
gent. As a worker she was a conscientious and un
tiring student. "
B
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Unfortunately her fragile frame was not strong in

proportion to the ardent soul within it, and when the
excitement of the examination was over, her nerve
forsook her, and her health broke down completely .
Nor was she ever strong enough again to resume her
medical studies .

It was one of the dreams of her life

to complete them in England but this wish was never
fulfilled. Her genius found another and a different
field as will be seen .

In 1881 Krupabai met the son of her friend and

host in Madras. Mr. Samuel Satthianadhan had

just then returned from England, after passing nearly
four years at Cambridge where he had distinguishd
himself and had graduated with honors. It must
have been a surprise to him to find, as Krupabai's
shyness and physical weakness wore off, and her
bright intellect could assert itself, the depth of
thought and of enthusiasm that lay beneath that
quiet exterior. To her it was new life to hear the
subjects of the day discussed by one fresh from the
homes of thought and learning, who still could be true

to his own country and his own people, and who was
ready to share her schemes for their benefit .

It was only natural that they should mutually at
tract one another. It may have cost Krupabai an ef
fort to give up the freer life of intellectual pursuits which
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she had sketched out for herself, and which had been

her ambition even in her school-days. “How hard,”
she says, “ it seemed to my mind that marriage should
be the goal of a woman's ambition and that she should
spend her days in the light trifles of a home life, live
to dress, to look pretty, and never know the joy of
independence and intellectual work .” But, in the
end, she found that love and intellectual life are not

incompatible and her best work was eventually done
in the home to which her husband took her. Krupa
bai had once before dedicated her life to God, when
alone with her brother on the mountains.

This

brother, her best guide and friend, had been taken from
her. Again, in the full bloom of her girlhood and of

maturer thought and feeling, she realised what it
was to find in another heart the echo of her own best

aspirations, and to start afresh with a companion
whose goal was the same and whose “ feet were also

planted on the Rock of Ages .” “ There was no fear
now ," she says, “ no losing one's way.

Let darkness

come, let the whole world be blotted out from view,

darkness and night would have no terror for us .
Christ was ours.

God was ours.

Heaven was ours,

and our lives were to be one full and joyous song ."
So far I have allowed Krupabai to tell much of her
own story. Those who wish for more details will find
them in Saguna."
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It was whilst she was a student in the Medical Col

lege that I first knew her, and that acquaintance ripen
ed into friendship, when, after her marriage, she lived
for nearly two years near us at Ootacamund, where
her husband was the Headmaster of the Breeks' Memo

rial School. Krupabai's health had improved and her

bright spirit revelled in the glorious scenery, the ex
hilarating air and the lovely flowers of the Nilgiris .
They reminded her of that mountainous region of the
Deccan where she had spent a portion of her childhood .

Here she began at once to seek out ways of being
useful. She spent many hours in the week in Zenanas,
and in the Hobart School for native girls, where she

superintended and improved the teaching. She also
started a little school for the hitherto neglected Moham
madan girls in Ootacamund.

This school has since

developed into a fairly large and very useful one
under the auspices of the C. M. S. Mission .

Her first attempt at writing was an article contri
buted about this time to the South India Observer.

It

was called " A Visit to the Todas," and appeared under
the nom de plume of an Indian lady. This was
followed by several others chiefly descriptive of the
scenery of the Hills. These articles attracted attention

by their truthful and vivid delineation of nature and
life .
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In 1884 Mr. Satthianadhan was appointed to a new
charge in Rajahmundry and she accompanied him

there. The climate does not seem to have agreed
with her. After a few months she broke a blood -vessel

very unexpectedly and this was followed by a long and
dangerous illness which left her a complete invalid dur
ing the rest of her stay,-a period of about a year. She
contributed articles to the National Indian Journal”

at this time and to other papers and magazines. The
following year was spent in Kumbaconam,—the educa
tional centre of the wealthy Tanjore District. There
Krupabai's health began to improve. Her pen was con
stantly at work and she seems to have begun to take a
delightin studying the people about her. No one was too
poor or too humble to interest her. She loved to gather
“ all sorts and conditions” of people around her sofa and

to listen to the story of their joys and sorrows. Then pro
bably she first became conscious of her talent as a story
teller, though she was always very distrustful of her
own powers. She certainly tried her hand at versifi
cation and attained to some facility in thus expressing

her thoughts, which were always full of poetry and of
devotion . But the exigencies of English Metre were
a difficulty to her which she did not overcome until
much later.

In 1886 Mr. Satthianadhan was appointed Assistant
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to the Director of Public Instruction, and afterwards

to the Chair of Logic and Philosophy in the Presidency
College, which necessitated their living in Madras.
About this time Krupabai was persuaded by a
friend, as well as by her husband, to write something
beyond the limits of a magazine article. She wisely
began by describing what she knew best,-- the scenes
of her childhood - out of this “ Saguna" grew.

Its freshness and originality give it an unusual charm ,
and there is a vividness and power in some of the

scenes which makes them very real . The reader is
carried along by the strong individuality of the writer
and those chapters which have perhaps called down most
criticism are in some respects those which leave the
clearest pictures on the mind. Krupabai's education
had been unlike that of most girls of her own race or

of ours. Christianity had been taught to her with an
apostolic simplicity utterly free from the Shibboleths
and conventionalities of the nineteenth century. As
regards secular subjects she had leant on no sys

tem and probably was ignorant of some things which
most children are taught, whilst in other respects she
was considerably in advance of girls of her own age.
So that when asked by her teachers to “parse

a

word she had no idea what was required of her, though
her knowledge of grammar made her quite equal to the
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task when the term, new to her, was explained. Mind
and body had developed unevenly and when she join
ed the Mission School in Bombay there

was

un

doubtedly, as is often the case with clever and delicate
girls at that age, something of the ugly duckling
about her.

Precocious in mind and thought and

terribly in earnest, she was a prey to self-conscious
ness and to an almost hysterical over -sensitiveness .

The discipline there was exactly what she required and
after a few misunderstandings and some amusing little
scenes” she and her teachers understood one another .

Wonderful as her grasp of English is it fails her
occasionally when she wishes to satirise and make
her strokes far heavier than she intends.

In like

manner the humourous passages sometimes miss their
point. This is particularly the case in her account
of the Christian village. She wished only to des
cribe its quaintness and some of the drawbacks

incident to the collecting of poor and very igno
rant converts in communities where they were not

under careful supervision. Unfortunately she has been
misunderstood, and by those especially whose cause she
most wished to serve. It is only fair to her memory that
this should be explained. She herself was a standing
example of the benefit of a Christian training. Could
there be a more charming picture than the one which
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she has drawn of her own home,—the father sincere,

earnest, enthusiastic and self-sacrificing ; the mother
sweet and gentle, with all the instincts of the Brahman

race, freed from its selfish exclusiveness, and developing
in the freer, clearerair of a Christian household , -- a house
hold , where no despotic mother -in -law is a terror to the

wife and mother, and where the women, young and old,
may profit by the society and conversation of the father
and his friends, unrestrained by cramping and narrow

ing native customs . Perhaps, however, the subject of
this memoir was at her best when describing scenery.
She loved nature with the love of an artist and of a

poet. Her own nature is stirred to its depths by the

grandeur of some of its moods and this when she was
a mere child. The power to paint in words which moved
her so much was probably increased by her love of
English poetry and the extent of her reading. Here is

her description of her first experiences of natural
scenery :

* My whole being took a great bound, as it were, as the

wide expanse of land and sky unfolded itself to my view. I
felt the freedom of nature ; nothing seemed too great to at
tempt here ; all was on a grand scale. The distant hills had
caught the skies. Why ! I felt that I could mount and catch

them too. I went bounding everywhere and was filled with
new life and spirits.

After some days I became somewhat

sobered, and my elder brother Bhasker promised to take me
to a very wild and rocky place. It was on a dewy morning
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that we went out on this eagerly looked - for walk. The half
risen sun was still veiled by the mists and clouds. There
was a rich tint of colour on the wreaths of mist overhanging
the rocks and hills. The mild light of the dawn had not yet
penetrated into the densely wooded haunts and the rocky
caves of this hilly country. It was still dark and dim , and
only the outlines of the trees and rocks could be discerned,
which gave a weird shadowy appearance to the whole scene.
The newly awakened birds were all life and merriment. A
loud twitter filled the whole place, as the birds kept answer

ing each other from tree to tree. The morning wind, the
thin light freshening wind, came along the hills and through
the trees in soft and gentle puffs, and we walked together,
hand in hand, up and down the mountain path . I was hushed
and speechless ; the sight, so new, thrilled me with wonder.
The mountain path with its loose stones moss-grown and
dark, the trees loaded with foliage, the twisted gnarled trunks

springing from the midst of granite rocks and stones, the
huge serpentine creepers swinging overhead, and over it all

the faint glimmering light of dawn, -all this formed a picture
too full of living beauty, light and shade , to be ever forgotten.
We ascended a little rocky eminence, and were looking at
the wonders round us, the mists and the shadows, and the
play of the light over all, when suddenly the scene changed,
and the sun emerged from behind a huge rock. In a moment
the whole place was bathed in light. Did the birds make a

louder noise or was the echo stronger, for I thought I heard,
with the advent of light, quite an outburst of song and merri
ment ? My brother, in his usual earnest way, remarked that
it is just like this , shadowy, dark, mystic, weird, with super
stition and bigotry lurking in every corner, before the light of

xxvi

MEMOIR ,

Christianity comes into a land. When the sun rises, he said,
all the glory of the trees and rocks comes into view, each

thing assumes its proper proportions and is drawn out in
greater beauty and perfection. So it is when the sunbeams
of Christianity dispel the darkness of superstition in a land."

So taught by her brother, Saguna's sympathy with
the outer world of beauty suffered from no chilling or
depressing influence . It grew and developed until
the glancing river met her with a smile, the stars
looked down with kindly light on her lonely journey,
birds told her their tales of love and praise and
the glory of the western sky lifted her whole being
into a higher atmosphere .

“ There on those heights I

should like to be, there, above the clouds, in the midst
of the light or nowhere at all.”

Along with much beautiful description of scenery,
the book contains some keen analysis of character .
Like many of our own novelists Krupubai was rather
silent in society . She loved to listen and to observe,
making studies for the characters she has reproduced.
No one was too insignificant to interest her. Shortly
after her first book was completed and when the last
chapter had appeared in the Journal of the Madras

Christian College, Krupabai's baby was born , -her own
Saguna — the treasure which was only lent to its parents
for a few short months and nearly cost its mother her
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One feels in reading of the death of Kamala's
child that the pen which described her sorrow had
been dipped in a mother's tears. Her husband wrote
life.

of her at this time “ she was never herself after this

great loss." Yet she never repined but moved about
quietly , -- seeking to make herself useful and thus to

still the aching at her heart. Her husband took her to
Bombay thinking that the sight of her old home and

her own people would cheer her. But unfortunately
the fatigue of the journey prostrated her completely,
and she returned again a complete invalid.
She passed several weeks at a hospital in Madras

and derived some temporary benefit from the treat
ment there.

She was told however that the illness

from which she suffered was one which must sooner

or later prove fatal. This intelligence she received
with her usual quiet strength and sweetness .

In the year which followed she was deeply pained
by the loss of several near relatives, especially by
the death of her husband's mother, and then by that of
his father, to both of whom she had been tenderly
attached , from the time when they had met her as a
timid, shy girl and had made her feel at home in Madras.

In spite of ill-health and sorrow, or perhaps to keep
her to bear both, she wrote continuously from this

time. The history of her father-in-law's conversion,
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which appeared first, contains some of her best writings.
It was followed by some sketches of his wife's life and
of the good work in her schools in Madras. Then
Krupabai's second story, “ Kamala, was begun . The

longing for expression must have been strong, for she
had thought out some of the chapters whilst in the
hospital in Madras, notably the one in which Ruk
ma's husband died of cholera.

It was written with

feverish eagerness for she feared she might not live to

complete it. When too ill to hold a pen she would
dictate, and some of the last chapters were dictated to
her husband when her temperature was actually at
104º. “ Let me show that even a simple Indian girl
can do something useful, ” she pleaded, and this desire
was granted to her.

She lived to see “ Kamala ”

appear in the same Journal whose Editors had recog
nized the merit of Saguna .

This earnestness of purpose and the way in which
she turned her talents to account in a totally different
field , when she found that of medicine barred to her

by ill-health, betokened surely something very like
genius ,-a readiness to do the work nearest to hand
and her infinite capacity for taking pains.

In many respects, “ Kamala ” is an advance upon
Krupabai's first novel, though we miss the brightness
of “ Saguna .” There is a plot and the writing is that
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of a more experienced teller of stories. Still it is now
and then a little difficult to follow the thread of the

narrative. Its prolonged strain of sadness too reflects
the painful effort made by the authoress to complete
her task. Her talent is perhaps best shown by the
manner in which she has divested herself of the effect of

her own Christian surroundings and the ethical reflec
tions which, in “ Saguna," seemed to flow naturally from
her pen . “ Kamala ” is, as it professes to be, essen
tially a tale of Indian life. We rise from its perusal
to shake off the dream-like feeling of having been
living another life and breathing another atmosphere.
We are admitted into the secrets of an Indian house

hold,—the difficulties and the sorrows of a Hindu wife

and mother. Happy children we meet every day but
from the time when an Indian girl enters her mother
in -law's house her life seems rarely to be a very happy
one. She is not imprisoned in a Zenana and denied the

blessings of air and exercise, but her life is seemingly
too often one of hard work, of misconstruction and

of covert rebellion against injustice and domestic re
pression. She sees very little of her husband and
only in very exceptional cases takes any part in his
pursuits or is able to converse with him alone. Thus
he is powerless to help her, and she gains very little
from any culture which he may possess and remains

in the same narrow ignorance, which no one attempts.
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to enlighten. Kamala is represented as having learnt
from the noble old Sanyasi, her father, to think and to
feel, and as one with talents of an unusual order, which
made her all the more conscious of the narrow circle in

which she moved. A more ordinary woman would have

hungered less for love and sympathy, would have con
tented herself with trying to hoard up jewels, and thus
lay up a little store against the dark hour, when a cruel

fate might make her that saddest of sad beings, -an
Indian widow .

Krupabai says :
* Blame not the poor Indian woman for her love of jewel.

lery, she strives and toils hard to put by a few rupees out of
the money allotted to her by her husband for home expenses,
and invests the money in jewels. She knows well that they
are the only things that will not be taken away from her at
her husband's death , or when any trouble or calamity orer
takes the family. The jewels are hers whatever may happen
to the other property . She sees her future independence in
them , or at least has the consolation that she will have some
thing to fall back upon in times of distress . It is a hard

wrench when she is obliged to part with one of them . Life is
not so dear as these jewels are ; for what is the use of liv.
ing :-she argues within herself, —to be trampled on by others,
and to slave for others. Such feelings are purely Hindu and
are the outcome of wrongs committed for generations on the
poor unprotected Hindu woman . "

Almost unknown to herself Kamala had higher
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ideals andaspirations. The passionate sorrow and sense
of humiliation which drove her, when convinced of her

husband'scruelty and faithlessness, to fly, with her baby
into the dark night are touching in the extreme.

So too are the dawnings of hope and faith which
the stars and the silence of the night seem to teach her.
Events are crowded into the last chapters of Kamala .
It is natural that it should be so.

Still the death of

Kamala's child is most pathetically told and her lullaby
is the most finished of Krupabai's attempt in verse. She
has shown throughout, but especially in the purified
Hinduism of the old Sanyasi, whose character is
powerfully drawn, and in Kamala's renunciation of the
happiness offered to her, that she could enter into and

value that spontaneous lifting of the soul by which
men and women of every religion and every nationality

are bound about the feet of God.” The descriptions
of scenery are as beautiful as in “ Saguna " and there is
some keen analysis of character . But to fairly guage
the mind of the authoress the two should be

com

pared , —the story of Christian life and the story of
Hindu life.

In her autobiography she has shown, sometimes it
wouldalmost seem unconsciously, what a higher culture
and a purer faith can achieve in her country. She
brings into strong contrast the ignorance and supersti

xxxii

MEMOIR .

tion of Kamala's home and the equally simple but
happy and enlightened atmosphere of her own home and
surroundings. Her sense of humour and her truthful

ness led her to paint the picture as it appeared to her.
But the touches of satire, here and there, are not the
straws which show the way the wind blows but
the light spray tossed back by the breeze when the
tide is setting full in a contrary direction . Did we
need it, the story of Kamala would confirm this. It
must also prove that Krupabai's love for her country
women remained as strong as if she had not been
divided from them by a different faith and a higher
culture . The character of Kamala is purely Hindu
and it is drawn with a loving hand. Young, beautiful
and intelligent, she needed only to have seen the light
to have recognised and absorbed it. There is surely no
character in fiction more pure.

Once, only once,

“ in the midst of her misery,” we are told, " a wish
intruded itself in the deepest and most sacred chamber
of her heart,-a wish which made her blush at her
boldness and cover her bosom with her hands as if to

hide it from herself. Would, she said to herself, that
Ganesh had been more like Ramchander. Such a wish,

though natural it may seem, was shocking in the
extreme to a Hindu girl, who must never allow herself
to compare her husband to anybody else.” Like
Enid, in her patience, Kamala stoops until she can stoop
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mo lower that she may lift a weak and unworthy hus

band, and, in the end, she puts aside the happiness
offered to her that she may be true to his memory
and to her ideal of a faithful wife.

“ Her religion, crude as it was, had its victory.”
This is the key -note of the book .

This is what

Krupabai seems to say to her people : - “ There is a
higher light which you have not yet discovered . If it
has been revealed to me, I have not forgotten that your
lives may still be the highest and the noblest, that
we are all feeling after the same God 'though He be
not far from every one of us.' ”
The greater portion of “ Kamala ” was written

at Conoor in the Nilgiris, whither Krupabai had been
taken , in 1893, in the hope that the cool air of the
Hills might in some measure restore her strength .
She was taken again to Conoor in April last. The
change did at first seem .to revive her but only tempo
rarily, and though tenderly nursed by her husband
and his sister, her health continued to decline, and
at one time her life was despaired of. Her cheer
fulness seems never to have forsaken her, and her

strong faith burnt more brightly as death approached .
She lived to return to Madras, but the sudden death
of the sister who had tended her was a shock greater
than in her feeble state she could bear, and the life
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which had long hung on a thread ended peacefully on

the 8th August 1894. She lies beside her child, in a
quiet unlovely cemetery , at Pursewaukam in Madras.

Who can say what Krupabai might have achieved
had her life been prolonged, and had her fragile frame
been strong in proportion to the soul within it ? Her
most poetic prose gave promise of the future poetess .
Her books though written in a language foreign to her

are worthy to take rank among English Fiction for
their exquisite description of scenery, their life-like deli
neation of character, and for the pure and earnest spirit
which breathes in every line.

She has interpreted her countrywomen to us as no
writer has done before.

Seeming to reach a hand to

each and to plead to us to study the people about us
and to enter more fully into their interests,-into their
joys and sorrows, their hopes and fears. Whilst to her
country women she must ever be a bright herald beck

oning to them to leave their prejudices behind, to
learn to understand us better, and to walk on fearless

ly in the path of knowledge and of enlightenment in
which she has led the way .

Krupabai never sought notoriety, she lived a quiet
studious life, though she had many friends both Native
and European.

Still the home which she shared with

her husband was a small centre of intellectual culture
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and of modern thought. She loved, when health per
mitted , to meet her friends, and especially shone when ,
as was frequently the case in Madras, some English
lady sought her help in entertaining other Indian
ladies. She could on these occasions be as bright and
playful as a child .

The freedom of her position as a Christian and the
wife of a Christian, her descent from a good Brahman
stock, and her great intelligence, sweetness of manner,
and breadth of views all helped to give her influence
and to add weight to the views she advocated. She
will ever be a standing reproach to those who deny
the effect of Western teaching and who would meet out
grudgingly to Indian women the benefits of Western
education .

Her wide and varied reading of English authors
resulted in no servile imitation. On the contrary she

seems to have absorbed and assimilated the thoughts
of the poets she loved, until they became a part of her
self and helped to make her what she was.

As an authoress she is singularly truthful, original
and courageous. No novelist or story - teller in Southern
India, or, as far as I know, in India has achieved so

much , either as regards a mastery over our language
or in an absolute freedom from imitation or book

making.
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From her deep love of nature and her manner of

describing it one would have expected to find that
Wordsworth was her favorite poet, but although

she doubtless was well acquainted with his poems and
may have unconsciously reproduced some of his
thoughts she seems to have preferred Tennyson, Long

fellow , Mrs. Browning and Lewis Morris. The lyrics

in The Princess she especially loved and Tennyson's
last sweet poem :
· Sunset and evening star
And one clear call for me, ”

seems to have been often on her lips before she died.
She took great delight in the writings of George
Eliot, and indeed in those of most of our best writers of

fiction . Some of Rudyard Kipling's stories and poems
she read with pleasure during her last illness.
It had been her intention in her next book to deal

with peasant life in India, making her Ayah the heroine
of the story. Her sympathy with the poor and perfect
simplicity made her well- fitted to be their exponent .
She would have thrown herself into their life with

the same earnestness that characterized her other

writings.
Krupabai Satthianadhan has left no children to

follow in her footsteps, but her memory is a precious
possession to all true daughters of India .

It must
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fill them with hopes that they may yet produce a
beautiful and beneficent literature. It must fill them

with gratitude, -- a gratitude in which we English
women share, for she has taught us to know and to
love each other better.

hlis?1. Bright
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KAMALA .
A

STORY OF HINDU LIFE .

CHAPTER I.

NDIA may not be a perfect paradise, yet there are
in it spots of surpassing beauty and grandeur.

The mountainous part of the district of Nassick in the
Deccan, where Ganga Godavery takes its rise, is one
such spot. Here nature is sublime in its majesty and
rugged in its grandeur, here hills rise above hills,
some verdure clad, others bare, bleak , and barren,

with caves and caverns at their bases through which
the waters leap in torrents in the rainy season . Here,
not far from the chain of hills that form the glorious

Western Ghauts, is situated the sacred city to which
I shall give the name Sivagunga.

It is evening and the phantasmagoria, of clouds, lit
by the setting sun, lies stretched in front covering the
great open space that seems an arid desert for miles

around. On the one side are old, stunted, weather
beaten trees and stony hills, and on the other may be
seen the city of Sivagunga, extending as far as the

eye can reach, with its domes and cupolas, its glisten
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ing tanks and its dingy houses , touched by the rays
On a little hillock, not far away,
are a few trees, which appear to catch and retain the
of the setting sun .

halo of departing light in their branches, and through
them glimmers the suffused redness of the sunset sky.
In the glowing light between the trees, the form of a
little girl may be distinctly seen . It is that of Kamala ,
the daughter of the old Brahman recluse. She stands
by the ruined temple that tops the hillock, her face
resting on her hand, and a weary expression in her
eyes. She seems to be gazing at the blue expanse of
the plain below . At last a sigh is heard, and the girl
murmurs :

“ Father is nowhere to be seen .

Oh !

when will he come home ? ” The great big idol stares
at her from the temple and the trees rustle mournfully
overhead. Poor girl ! her thoughts are hard to ex
press. The old woman , her granny , has been cross ,
her father is not there to protect her from the anger

of the old dame and to hush the noise of the pujaris*
who live close by and who keep constantly wrangling
among themselves for the temple money . She knows

the road her father is to come by. She has often
accompanied him to the city to buy vegetables and
grain , returning in the evening through the rice fields,
all radiant with glints of shining water between the

patches of tender green . On such occasions her own

hillock would be recognised by her far away, dark and
prominent against the evening sky .

And the girl

would sit on her father's back with her hands round

his neck and wonder whether in the growing dusk the
* Priests.
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red light was still in the trees, whether the wind, her
friend and play -fellow , was there, and whether the old

woman, cross but well-meaning was there too ; and as
she would look up she would see the red light glinting

among the trees while all around would be darkening.
At the welcome light a dart of happiness would pass
through her, as if a friend had kept his word and was

waiting for her. She would clap her hands with joy
and rest her head on her father's shoulders, and then

go to sleep . Ah ! in after years how the memory of
those visits haunted her !

How often she wished she

could rest her head as in days of old, with no thoughts

of the future, and sleep the innocent dreamless sleep
of childhood ! The girl had not to wait long for her
father. In the distance she saw a figure wading
through the rice fields, and with alacrity she bounded
down and joined the old man . He took her up and

put her on his shoulders, and lovingly she slipped her
hands round his head and said with a tremulous

voice :- " Three days, father, three days I have waited
for you

and you never came, and it grew dark and

the idol stared at me, the owls hooted and I was
alone. "

Hush, child !

Here we are at home.”

The house was a little hut with a neatly swept

cowdunged verandah shaded by trees. The tulsi * grew
on a pedestal in the enclosure in front, and there was
a well on one side with shining water vessels round it .
As the father and child entered, the old woman

growled and said : - " I see what the girl has been
* A sacred plant.
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was coming home.”

The father smiled, and the girl rubbed her face on
his shoulder half hiding it.
said he, affectionately .

“ Is she a bad child ? "

“ Bad enough, ” was the rejoinder , " with all your
spoiling. Why, she gets more petting than a son
would ,” and the old dame went in to bring them
their supper while the father washed himself at the
well . The girl waited for her father with a peculiar

wistful expression in her eyes, then the plantain leaves
were spread, the food was served, and father and

child enjoyed their simple meal of dal bhat.*
The hillock, or rather the mound, on which the
house was situated, formed part of a great sacred hill

famed for its pilgrimages. The scenery around was
pretty and homely, but just here it was weird and
desolate . The little shrine or temple belonging to

this particular part-for each hillock had some sort
of a shrine of its own — was mostly in ruins. The trees
were stunted, the houses were little better than huts

built mostly out of the broken ruins of the temple,
and the clear tank that had been supplied by moun

tain springs had overflowed its stony basin and was
rolling down the valley, a noisy tumbling stream . The

wind, coniing in tremendous gusts, shrieked and
whistled round the temple and roared in the empty
passages. Caught in the trees it shook their branches

in terrible confusion, then tore past the bare bleak
mountain rocks, and moaned over the tank a sad, sad
* Rice and pulse .
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dirge, which mingled with the voice of the stream in

weird and mysterious harmony. There was a moun
tain cave whose pebbly sides showed that in former
years it had been the bed of a stream now dried пр.

Near the cave was the girl's hut, and other huts lay
scattered round it with the thick foliaged neem trees
Here the whistling of the winds was the
loudest, so that neither by night nor by day could one

between .

feel all alone.

A road from the city led on to the

main hill , the great sacred hill crowded with its

temples, its shining domes, its stony passages, and

pillared halls . From a distance came borne on the
breeze the never-ceasing din of tom -toms, * bells, and
musical instruments .

The little girl, Kamala, was an only child , and she
was devotedly fond of her father.

Her mother had

died when she was quite young, and her recollections
of her mother were very faint. The picture of a fair
tall lady with large sad eyes often came to her in

dreams, and she remembered a time when she was
fondled and petted and called sweet names. But that
time seemed very long ago, and only the image of her
mother's eyes came before her with any distinctness.
Their soft sweet light shone round her in dreams, and
sometimes in the starlit evenings they would come
back to her . Then she felt the sweet presence of
some one near her and in this blessed delusion she

would fall asleep.

Kamala's life had hitherto been a very uneventful
The dawn of each day was ushered in by the

one .

* The Hindu drum .
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music of the temple close by, the soft ringing of bells,
the long drawn chants of the Brahmans saying their
prayers, and the hushed refrain of the pujaris who
intoned their mantras* with a peculiar drawl, and the
mingled faint din of the waking city below . The
song of the birds was dear to the girl , but not so dear
as the soft melody of the chants of the Brahmans

which , though she understood them not, filled her
soul with feelings of devotion . Thus stirred from
sleep she hastened to make her own pujat to the gods
that gave her all the good things of life. She was
fond of the Sudra girls who every morning tended
the cows and goats that grazed beside her home.

From them she received most willing assistance in
the many household duties that she had to preform .
By them also the little girl had her head filled with

superstitions and exaggerated accounts of occurrences
that took place in the neighbouring villages. But
her father occupied her attention most .

It was her

duty to fill his chembuď with water, to lay his plantain
leaf ready for food, to water the tulsi tree, and to
attend to other domestic duties under the direction of

the old daine, whom she called granny. The greater
part of the day however she spent with her father ,
who generally sat in the temple verandah which was

densely shaded with trees. She would nestle by his
side and listen to his learned talk ; for he was a
recluse and a scholar .
Brought up in this way ,

unlike other girls of her own age, she was shy, retir
ing and innocent .
* Sacred verses .

☆ Worship .

Brass vessel .
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Besides the diversions she had by her occasional
visits to the city, one incident in particular served

as a break in the life of comparative monotony which
she led .

This was the festival which was celebrat

ed in honour of the presiding goddess of the temple
close by. Early in the morning on the day of the
festival a troop of little girls ascended the hillock
in their gala attire, accompanied by old dames and

widows. It was the festival of Anjini, the goddess
of wind, which came once in ten years. Pandals
were erected round the temple, and all the way down
to the city fairy mantapams* had risen in the night.

The temple music was in its glory, and when it ceased
the beat of the tom-tom was heard all around.

The

wind strangely enough on that day veered towards
the mountain side and blew with more than its usual

It was a delightful sight to see the usually
desolate hillock alive with people all bent on mirth
force.

and enjoyment.
The festival being only a local one, was not of very
great importance, but it was duly observed by the

women folk in the city below, who considered it un
propitious to begin a decade without making offerings
to the goddess who presided over wind, rain , and sun

shine. The people bathed in the stream and filled
their chembus with the clear temple water.

The girls

brought simple offerings of flowers, rice, kunkun , t and
other things, and went away making silent vows in
return for favours asked . There was the religious
* A temporary decorated shed .
* Red lead used in toilet.
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mendicant dancing quaintly round the margosa tree,

blowing on his horn and performing many antics, and
getting in return copper coins from the laughing spec
tators . Near the temple the bhairagis * and ghosavis*
were prominent, each with a brass plate and some
kind of crude musical instrument making as much

noise as possible .

Inside, in the dark recess of the

temple, where the goddess was enshrined, were the
pujaris, solemn and repulsive, with huge marks or
their foreheads . There were also seen men and women

silently bowing and prostrating themselves before
the goddess . The lights flickered here and there in
the dark recess and gave to the whole an air of solem
nity.

Near her own hut stood Kamala, shy, not knowing
what to do .

It was a new experience in her life to see

so many people come to the temple which she regarded
as her own . She had seen festivals in other places,
but at this particular festival she thought she should
take a prominent part ; for, was not her father the

greatest man there and was he not looked up to and
revered by all around ? She felt possessed of a
dignity all her own as she sallied out in her best

attire. But the sight of a group of girls of her own
age staring at her made her shy, and she would have
hid herself had they not gathered round and poured
questions on her. They looked at her dress and her
jewels and made remarks about her without the slight
est respect for her feelings . “ Where do you live ? "

“ Where do you come from ?” were questions that she
* Different classes of religious mendicants.
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Surely you are not the sunyasi's *
Why are you
“ How old are you ?”
not married ? " “ Have you lived here all your life ? ”
heard on all sides . “

daughter.”

“ What a peculiar cloth you have on !”
The little girl was dazed and bewildered at having
attracted so much attention .

She looked round with

tears in her eyes, when an older girl more sympathetic

than the rest drew her away , saying to the other
girls : - “ You are frightening her, don't you see ? ”
and took her aside. Then one of the girls asked :
“ Is it true that you are coming down to the city with
your father to live there."

“ I do not know, father never told me."
“ Father ! Surely he is not your father, an old man
like that,” said an elderly dame with a mischievous
twinkle in her eyes . · Perhaps he has picked you mp
somewhere. "

At this, Kamala's eyes again filled with tears, and in
a trembling but indignant voice she said :- “ He is
my father and no one may say that he is not.”

“ Where is your mother ? ”
“ Mother ! I have none, but I have a grandmother .”
“ Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! ” laughed the giris. “ Do you
mean to say that the old crone is your grandmother ?
We can't swallow that.

We know her well : she is

Ganesh's grandmother .”

Kamala, now crest-fallen, looked completely be
wildered while the girls jeered as before. Once more
the big girl who took her aside, came to her rescue
and said : - “ Never mind, you don't know . They
* One who has renounced the world.
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to call her grandmamma' but she is not your

grandmamma."

“ Then she is my mother's grandma," said the girl,
tarning round brightly and seeing her way out of the
difficulty .

At this there was more jeering. But it was

soon

suppressed ; for the tall girl looked round with great

displeasure and checked them saying : - “ What fools
to laugh ! Don't you see, she knows nothing.” So
-saying she put her arm round Kamala's neck and
asked her in a soft voice where she got the pearls that

glistened on her neck, adding, “ Don't you know they
are real ?

The necklace was the only jewel the girl possessed,
and her father allowed her to wear it little thinking
of its value .

“Pearls ! ” said all the girls grasping her necklace.
“ Oh ! Oh ! Are they really pearls ? "
But Kamala drew herself closer to the big girl,

Kashi, and simply said :- “ They have been always
on me .

I think I was born with them, and I play

with them.” Then turning away from the group of
girls round her, she exclaimed : - " See there a father

and a mother with their children . ” She laughed and
the girls laughed too, and left her with the tall girl

who exacted a promise from Kamala to come and see
her in the city. “ Tell your father, “ Ramkrishna
Punt's daughter is my friend,' and your father will
bring you to me.

He knows my father.”

Kamala

gazed into Kashi's eyes with such a responsive look
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of trustful joy that the big girl could not help clasp
ing the little one in her arms .

But soon the temple rounds had to be made. The
girls offered flowers to the goddess, drank the holy
water, and touched their foreheads with the holy

ashes . All these sacred duties they performed with
scrupulous care, and Kashi seemed to be the leader
of them all. She bought flowers and fastened them
in Kamala's hair, and when going, reminded her of
her promise.

The sun rose and beat over the hills and plains
with a fierce light. The breeze fell and the morning
festival came to an end.

Kamala retired to her hut

to talk over the events of the festival with her father,

and to tell him of the new friend who had so cordially
invited her to her home.

1

CHAPTER II .

group of little girls are seen at a well in the back

yard of Kashinath Punt's house in the city. Their
brass pots are laid down on the stony pavement that

surrounds the well . There is apparently an animated
conversation going on , and the gestures of the girls
indicate suppressed excitement. A rippling flow of
laughter now and then breaks forth from the girls as
they talk in the fulness of youthful spirits. A big
girl with a huge vessel on her side joins them , and all
hail her eagerly saying, “ Come, Come, Bhagirathi!
We want you to make up the number seven.”
“ Are there not seven sisters among the stars, seven

daughters of the King ? and we are seven now ," said
one with a side glance and a twinkle in her eyes.”
“ Seven demons of misfortune, seven plagues, rather,"
said another, laughing. “ Why, Indra himself was
afraid of the number seven , and so Arjuna was created

to make up the eighth .”
Stop your learned nonsense.

You know nothing

of Arjuna nor of Varuna ," said the shastri's daughter.
“ I tell you I know all about it , ” maintained Harni,
“ We had the Puranic reading

the one contradicted .

last night at our house and we had such a gathering.
By the bye, have you seen the sanyasi's daughter
Kamala ? Ramakrishna Punt's
brought her to our house ."

daughter ,
daughter,

Kashi,
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I see Kamala is the great friend now, and Kashi
shows off the girl wherever she goes,” said another girl,
with a smile of disdain and a proud curl on her lip.
“ Why ! my mother was off her head last night,"

added Gungi, a short fat girl, with an ill -natured
sneer .

“ The way in which she petted the little minx

and put flowers in her hair was most provoking. She
kept on saying to us the whole evening that Kamala
was so sweet, and had no mother, and so on. I think
she would like to play the mother herself.”
“ Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! To play the mother- in -law rather ,
laughed the other girls. “You have a brother,haven't

you-studying somewhere ? just the thing."
“ She for my brother ! Why, I wouldn't tolerate her
a day in the house , " was Gungi's reply. “ Good looks !

why, Kamala has no good looks . She looks shy and
frightened and stupid as if she had not been brought
up among human beings.”
“ What can you expect of her when her father spends
half his time in the jungle ? ” said Bhagirathi, “ I
don't wonder that she is like that. My father thinks

much of the old man though.

Poor man ! They say

he was very rich once but nobody knows. "
“ I don't believe a word of it,” said Gungi, with a

toss of her head. Then lifting her vessel, which was
already filled with water, she placed it on her side and
returned home.

The other girls laughed at this out

burst of ill -temper, and then taking up their own
vessels they returned home as solemnly as if they had
never met before.
*
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It is evening-one of those evenings very common
in mountainous places, where the sunlight lingers on

the tops of the hills loath to depart, while the world
around is growing dark. The stars are beginning to
peep out from the wide expanse of sky overhead.
Kamala is alone among the trees, between whose

gnarled trunks she catches glimpses of the western
horizon .

The brown stones and bare rocks around

seem to increase in size mysteriously in the deepening
twilight, and the rustling of the trees appears ominous
to her superstitious mind . She looks at the deserted
scene around her and trembles. To her simple mind
each tree has its mysterious occupant, and though
naturally brave, she is a little timid on this occasion,
as she had never before strayed so far away from
home .

“ Dada ! Dada !” she cried, as she cautiously stepped
over the stones and among thorny bushes and peered
down as far as she could into the valley before her.
A shepherd lad had told her that her father was
coming in that direction . There were three visitors
at home, one of whom , a woman , had sent her in haste

to fetch her father.

Everything was growing more

and more weird and desolate and she was about to

return when the figure of a man suddenly emerged
from the dark space below . He had ascended a sharp
curve of the hillock, and he seemed surprised when

he came suddenly upon her. He looked at her for a
moment and then stood still, as if trying to recollect

something he had forgotten , and the girl also stood
still looking at him waiting for him to speak ; but
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when he did not say anything, she said simply : “ I
have come to look for my father and it is getting so
Have you seen him anywere ? "
“ Your father ? Who are you , little

late.

girl ? I have
come here from a distant place gathering herbs , and I
saw nobody down there . But don't be frightened .

I daresay I know your father ; tell me who he is.”
My father is the sanyasi ; and we both live here."

“Of course I know the sanyasi Narayan. Lead me
to the place where he lives . I daresay he is there

already. Don't be frightened ; I am your father's
friend."

Kamala said nothing and looked at his face at first
with some misgiving, but there was something so re
assuring in the strong manly countenance and in the
pleasant eyes that looked down on her that she could
not help feeling bold . “ Come, " she said simply, and
walked in front while he followed her.

When they reached the hut, her father was already
there.

She ran to him and said : - “ There is some

body asking for you . He is outside.

Where are the

visitors ? " and then added : “ I was looking for you ,
Dada, and could not find you. I was near the light
ning struck tree when I saw the person outside.”
“ You ought not to have gone so far. Yes, I have
seen the visitors.

me see.”

But who is this new caller ?

Let

So saying, he rose and went out.

Why did Kamala's father look so bent and aged ?

And why was there such a change in him immediately
after, when he saw the stranger ? His face brightened,
and the look of joy in his eyes made him appear quite
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different from what he had been a moment before.

The evening light was rapidly vanishing but there
was enough to see the face of the stranger, who also

seemed to be overjoyed at meeting his friend. The
old man grasped the neem tree close by and stood for
a second looking at the young visitor, and then his
countenance fell as he gasped out, “ Come at last !
Oh ! why have you come now . ”
“ Hush ! don't talk ," said the stranger, “ let us
go yonder amongst the trees. Is that your little
danghter ! "
“ It is too late now.

What shall I do ? ” said the

old man to himself in piteous tones, without paying
any heed to the words of the strange
' Why is it that father is so moved ? What can he
have done ? ” Thus questioning herself Kamala came
forward and stood by her father's side, but he sent

her away with almost a harsh voice, saying, “Go in
You must not wander out in the evenings

Kamala !
alone.”

After some time the old man returned home, but
the stranger was not with him . Kamala was seated

with the old woman near the fire-place, watching
intently the operation of cooking, but when her father

returned he took her out and they both sat on the
raised basement in front of the house.

By this time it

was night, and the stars shone brightly overhead.
The light of the moon glimmered faintly among the
trees in front and the voice of the stream was hoarse

and loud.

Kamala's head rested on the old man's

knee and, as he stroked and petted her, he told her his

CH . 11. ]
secret .

17

A STORY OF HINDU LIFE.

“ You are to be married,” he said , “ and I

can't help it. It was arranged some time ago. The
visitors came to see you more than me. I have had a
great struggle, but it is all over. Your father -in - law

to be is a pundit well known to me. His wife was here
this evening. Are you satisfied, my little girl ? ”
There was a ring of pain in his voice.
The idea of marriage was not unfamiliar to Kamala.

She knew she was to be married some day, for the old
woman had often said that it was high time she was

married, and had grumbled over and over again at the
delay, and her father had also sometimes jovially
added : “ Yes ! she is troublesome enough , I shall have
to get rid of her soon .”

The little girl anticipated the event only thinking
of it as a prospective gala day in her life. But now ,
why did her father speak to her in such an apologetic
tone and why did he look so troubled ? Why did he
say, “ I can't help it. I wish it was otherwise. You

must go and be like other girls, toil for your own food
and be at the mercy of others.” Work ! What was
there new in that ?
work .

Even now she was brought up to

Did she not know how to cook food ?

The

little girl's eyes had opened wide with wonder and
she looked at her father and said , “ Yes, Dada ! I
know how to work , don't fear."

He tried to avoid ber gaze and said , “ Don't look
like that -a remark which he had often made when

ever she looked searchingly at him, and she wondered
still more what there was in her eyes to trouble her

father . But he merely patted her and said that she
2
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was a good girl and would bring credit to him wher
ever she went .

The next day preparations were made for the marri

age. It was the mother of Gungi-- the girl who had
so warmly protested against Kamala - that was to be
Kamala's mother-in-law. Kashi, whom Kamala visited
often , did not like the idea of her friend being married
into Gungi's family, and she would have asked her
father to use his influence to prevent the marriage,
but the matter had been settled already and it was too
late to interfere .

The marriage day was approaching , a great day in
the life of a little girl, and one which is looked for
ward to with eagerness .

The pageantry and the
excitement of the event have a peculiar charm for
children , who are of course utterly ignorant of the

nature of marriage and look upon it in the light of a
festival.

So Kamala took all the preparations made

for her marriage as a matter of course . The evening
before the eventful day came at last. The whole day
had been one of great excitement and it was with
difficulty that Kamala, who was the centre of attention,

got outside the house.

No wonder she felt depressed .

The continued excitement of the past few days had
brought about a reaction, and combined with this was

the strange but indistinct misgiving felt in her heart
at the change that was about to take place in her life.
Her future mother-in-law had called often, and more
than once had taken her to task for her carelessness

and ignorance. She was comparatively a stranger to
Kamala , but the latter having been taken more than
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once to her future home had had a foretaste of the

position she was to occupy in it as a daughter-in-law ;
and now , though decorated and made much of, she

felt a great weariness come over her. She lingered
by the temple ruins, and as she gazed on the clear
waters of the tank in front, and listened to the voice
of the wind and the stream close by and the familiar
twittering of the birds, her eyes filled with tears,
and , turn where she would , she felt miserable. The
little home she was to leave so soon was never so dear

as it was then, and even the cross old dame that took
care of her seemed to have a new charm about her,
and her father,-she felt a choking in her breast at
the thought of leaving him . He was a peculiar father.

She knew no love but his, and it was no common love
that surrounded her.

He had been all in all to her

from her babyhood,--her nurse, her confidant, and her
instructor. Now, poor girl, she knew not what awaited

her in the future. She was to go down, she knew , to
live among strangers in the city on the other side -- the
city that seemed so dreadfully large and unfriendly to
her ; and with these thoughts she sat down on a stone
close by. But she was not left long by herself. Little
children came running up to her in great excitement

crying out to her : “ Kamala ! Kamala ! you are needed
inside.” The jewels had to be tried on and the gold
smith was waiting to put the finishing touch to them. ,

The flowers had already come. “ Such heaps of them , ”
said the eager voices.

“ And, Kamala, what a lot of

people are gathering - why, the pandal in front and
the two sheds round the house, all are full !”
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“ And the cooking,” said one, “ heaps of cakes and
sweet things are being made at the back, I just had a
peep at them . And rice is coming in sacks. Yeshi's
villagers, Dashrath's headman, and the old shepherd
---all have brought dal, rice, ghee, any amount.”
Come, come, there is no end of fun .

The tom - tom

is going to beat and it will beat for three days
running."
In the meantime another batch had rushed out and

taken their turn in giving other breathless messages.

Kamala caught the excitement and laughed loudly.
She took the hands of two little ones and was going to
run in when she saw Kashi and her mother and two

other girls coming up from the path below towards

the house. The girls as soon as they caught sight of
Kamala , called out to her : “ Come along ! come along !
what are you doing there. The bride is actually
hiding herself. See what we have brought for you ."
Kamala ran out to meet them, and at the sight of
Kashi's venerable mother she drew back , covered her
head , and, with a shy respectful look, bowed herself at

the old lady's feet,-a common way of making obei
sance to older women or to people of higher rank .
“ Get up little girl. Don't be so shy ," said the old
lady, and patted her while the girls laughingly be
smeared Kamala's face and hands with sandal -wood

powder made into a paste, which they had brought
in silver vessels.

“ Enough ! Enough !" said the old

lady, “there is time enough to do all that to -morrow .
Come along," and they all entered Kamala's house.
As they did so all the women assembled made their
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respectful obeisance to Kashi's mother, for she was the

wife of a great man , the mamlatdar * of Sivagunga.
They took her to the seat of honour, where a long

pillow was placed on a huge rug spread at the further
end of the pandal, which was screened for the women .
“ It is indeed an honour to have you here on this
occasion,” said Gungi's mother.
“ Oh ! it

is nothing.

Kamala is like my own

daughter We are all so fond of her, and I wasn't
going to let her get married without my being present.
See this is Kashi's present to her.” So saying she
took out a little necklace and gave it to Gungi's
mother.

“ This is very kind indeed . Come along Kamala ,
and fall at this lady's feet and show proper gratitude,
child . Kashibai, you will make Kamala quite proud ."
Kamala came forward and bowed her head and sat

by the old lady. There was something so sad in her
gaze and humble obeisance that the old lady drew
Kamala towards her and said :- “ Poor girl , your
mother, what would she not have done for you if she

had been living ?” and lifting the girl's drooping head,
added : “ Let me put it on you ."
While some other jewels were being tried on the

bride her pearls attracted the attention of the old
lady, who said, “ Her mother must have been very
rich. Poor people don't put pearls on their daughters.
I wonder where the other jewels are."

“ The father is so peculiar ; one doesn't know what
to make of him ," said one of the guests present.
* A Revenue officer.
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“ And much he knows about jewels, " added the
grumbling old woman who took care of Kamala , “ why,
he does not know gold from brass. I never saw a man
so careless or indifferent about money. No wonder he

took to such a life. He lets Kamala grow up like a
boy, and the girl is no better than the father.

She

will tell you the contents of many books though, picked
up, you know, from her father.”
Kamala and laughed .

And all looked at

The men sat in the outer half of the pandal in front,
with trays of sweets and betel leaves in their midst.
Kamala's father was there also, but he kept himself

in the background, for, as a sanyasi, he was not expect
ed to take any part in the receiving or entertaining
of guests. The distinguished visitors, however, sought
his company , and conversed with him . A change came
over the recluse. His bent head was raised , and his
thoughtful face with its deep forehead and dark keen
eyes, wore its wonted expression of dignity.

CHAPTER III .

HE whole night was spent in preparing for the
festivities of the morrow . People gathered from
all sides.

There were the friends and relatives of the

bridegroom's party ; there were the sanyasi's special
acquaintances, the shastris and pundits of the city
below , with their families, and the pujaris of the
temple close by ; and there was also a large number
of Sudras who had come to assist in the outside work.

Kamala had the special satisfaction of seeing her
favourite Sudra friend, Yeshi, and her whole family
there, making themselves useful in various ways. She
had known them from her childhood . They seemed
to be part of the woods, the hills, and the glens around
her.

She used to hear their voices in the woods sing

ing to themselves a loud hearty melody while the
sound of their axes echoed and re- echoed in the glens
below. It was from their loud conversations as they
went about doing their work that she gathered her
knowledge of the wide world ; and when the fields
below , those long undulating stretches of green , were

ripening in the sun, the girl used to watch with
deepening interest the operations of reaping, thrash
ing , and gathering ; and would try to recognize among

the workers her own special friends, Yeshi and her
brothers.

Their old father was a favourite also.

He

did no work, though in the evening he demanded the
best of food .

It was the duty of Yeshi's mother to
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get him his curry in the evenings, and when it was
not forthcoming she received a beating from him ,
which, however, she took in a very cool matter-of-fact
way .

Sometimes Yeshi's face also would swell up

suspiciously, and when asked the reason, she would
answer, with a broad smile, “ Oh ! It is nothing.
Father did not get his curry and I had a share in

mother's beating,” and then she would naively add,
with her hand lifted to her face, “Does it look very

bad ? ” and would laugh heartily over it . Simple
people ! they had their own peculiar traits, good and
bad, but they were faithful, honest, and, as a rule

hard -working, and would do anything for those who
were kind to them .

The morning of the marriage was one of those mom
ings common in the month of September - cold and
crisp. The rays of the sun shone aslant the hills and
the dewy leaves glistened and rustled in the fresh cool
breeze. The red leaved thworna bushes mingling
with the neem and the tender wavy shoots of the

bamboo, with here and there a gigantic pallus towering overhead, its autumnal leaves all red and yellow,
made a pretty picture, and Kamala, as she looked
down into the valley arrayed in its fresh morning

garb, was tempted to go down in spite of her grand
mother's orders. She stepped over the cool dew
washed stones, picking here and there a wild flower
which she pressed against her cheek, and with each
gust of wind she felt the happy buoyancy of life which
made her forget that she was a bride. The song of
the birds rang out sweet and clear.

Tew Tew rose to .
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the heavens, and filled the whole valley ; and Kamala

felt the melody dance in her veins, and in her wild
delight she too danced round the trees with Teu , Tew ,

Wheu, Wheu on her lips . It was very early, and the
servants and guests, who had remained up late the
night before were still asleep, when Kamala left the
house ; so she felt free to do what she liked.

She

ran and jumped over the stones like a mountain goat,
and sang out in her joy whatever came to her lips .

All this time she was being observed by a person
who stood behind a tree .

It was an unexpected sight

to see the bride of the previous evening, who was almost
too shy to lift her head, so completely given up to the
enjoyment of life as Kamala then was ; and the picture
impressed itself indelibly on the mind of her observer,
who was no other than her father -in -law . It enabled
him better to understand the girl's character, and he

was pleased and greeted her with a kindly smile .
Her first glance at the intruder was one of surprise.
When she recognised who he was she felt a throb of
“ Had she done wrong in dancing
and singing ? What would others say if they knew

shame and fear.

it ? ” and the mocking, jeering faces of the girls came
before her. She therefore put her head down and
moved aside, and would have run away had her father
in -law not spoken to her in a kindly tone

“ Stop ! stop ! girl.

Dont't run away.

your morning occupation .”

I see this is

Kamala had never before

met him alone , but always in the company of others ,
where he appeared grave, stern , and unapproachable,
but now when she saw his smiling face she became
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sufficiently bold to talk to him . “ I ought not to be
“ Granny told me not to go very far,
but I was running and didn't know .”

here," she said.

At this he laughed and said, “ Never mind, little
girl, go inside.” The laugh sounded kindly in her
ears and she felt somehow that she had a friend in
him .

Kamala had to go through severalceremonies that
day, but the most important were at night when she
had to sit by the side of the bridegroom on a flat stool,

with brass lamps all ablaze around, facing the holy
fire in front. The mantras repeated by the Brahmans
were unintelligible to both . The only persons close
to them were the mother-in-law and the father - in -law ,

and, at the auspicious moment the Brahmagath, the
silken knot, never to be untied, which united them for

life, was tied. Living or dead she was henceforth the
wife and the property of the man whoever he might
be. This was ordered by the shastras, and the law
was never to be broken .

There was one more interest

ing ceremony to be gone through that night. It was
when the bride and bridegroom went out in the moon
light and scanned the heavens to find out the moon's
companion , the tiny star Rohini, the discovery of which
is regarded as conferring life-long companionship and
happiness on a young couple.
The bride and bridegroom were the subjects of a

great deal of fun and laughter. The incident which
cansed the greatest merriment was their attempts to
use each other's names in rhymed couplets-- a common

custom at a Hindu marriage. They were prevented

CH. m .]

A STORY OF HINDU LIFE .

27

from sitting down to dinner hy damsels who gathered
round them .

The bridegroom was the first to be

pounced upon .
“ Take the name of your wife. The guests are
waiting for their dinner,” said they .
The young man , who had no alternative, made ridi
culous efforts at rhyming. Every failure was hailed
with a burst of laughter, and jokes were cracked at
his expense . “ Oh ! he is quite ashamed of her, "
remarked the matrons .

“ If he does not know how to

rhyme his wife's name with a good word he had better
not have her .”

After much teasing he at last succeeded in making
the following awkward couplet : “ Stars, stars in pearls,

and the best in flowers is Kamala my wife. ”
At this there was a fresh burst of laughter. “ Who
ever saw stars in pearls ? and the best in flowers is a
rose and not your Kamala,* you conceited youngster,"
said an old woman .

A Aush of shame came over Kamala's face and

she looked at her husband with a shy side glance
to see how he took the rebuke.

Her turn, too, came

soon , and her trial was harder still .

She was at a loss

to know how to get a rhyme containing that most un
poetical of names Ganesh , t the name of her husband.

Prompted, however, by the matrons she said : “ Parad
ed is the big -bellied god once a year, but my husband
Ganesh mounts the elephaut's amhari every day."
* Kamala is the lotus .

† Ganesh is the name of the big-bellied god .
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She thought that she had successfully passed
through the ordeal not knowing that she had added her

husband's name unconsciously just as he had taken hers,
and to her surprise she saw shocked faces all round
her, and loud hisses and laughter came from all sides.
“ Hari ! Hari ! ” they exclaimed in unison . “Break
Break cocoanuts ! She will be the most
undutiful wife . She has taken her husband's name ! ”

cocoanuts .

“ Don't you know , you little stupid ,” said an old
woman shaking her, “ that a husband's name is to be
heard, but never pronounced by a wife . He can take
Make your
your name, but you can't take his. Make
Prayaschita now ."

Thus ended the farce .

The next three days were days of intense excite
ment, during which the festivities were kept up
with great spirit.

After these were over , Kamala

was carried triumphantly in a procession to her hus
band's home .

Before going down to the city, her

father had called her aside and told her that he was not

going with her, but if she wanted him she had simply
to send word to him ; and, taking her once more in
his arms, he kissed her. She clung to his neck and
said : “ Oh ! why are you not coming ?'
“ You must try to do without me, child, hereafter,"
he said , with a choking voice .

There was nobody there to witness this parting
The girl herself did not realize what the
parting really meant till she went to her husband's
scene .

home . There she knew her loss and in vain longed
for her loved Dada who was all in all to her .

The Brahman quarter of the city of Sivagunga,
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which consists of a single long, winding street, is
packed mostly with low thick-walled houses, each with
a shaded verandah in front. Here and there, there
are a few larger houses projecting in front, some one
storied , and some with two stories. These houses
extend at the back to the bank of the river, and each

has a private bathing-place of its own , the ghauts, the
common bathing - place, being further on. On the pial**
are seen fair Brahman childern scantily clad, with

their characteristic jewels and their hair either tied in
top -knots or hanging in low plaits behind. In front,
the houses look insignificant and small ; but behind
each opens out into a court-yard with out-houses and a
small garden . The houses communicate with each

other by means of paths leading through the hedges,
and the women while at work often keep up a running
conversation with their neighbours. The wells in the

backyards are usually scenes of great bustle, and
around a well with exceptionally good water there
gather groups of girls and women who have come
from far and near with brass pots and other water
vessels .

It was early morning. Men and women returning
from the river with wet clothes and chembus full of
water, hastened hither and thither in all directions.

The air resounded with a busy din . On all sides
were heard the cries: Bhagighya Bhagi ! + Dahighya
Dahi I

The fruit-sellers also lauded their goods in

* Raised platforms constructed of stone in front of thehouse.
+ Buy, Buy vegetables !
Buy, Buy curds.
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cheerful, vociferous tones, indulging now and then
in amusing extemporised rhymes .
“ Halloa ! What brings you here ? ” said a tall
man with a big-built frame and a commanding counte
nance in which sternness and reserve were mingled

with the proud Brahmanical features. He was stand
ing in the verandah of one of the larger houses in
the street and was accosting a Sudra who had taken
off his shoes and was respectfully coming forward to
hand a letter,

The

Brahman received the letter

with a “ hump " and went inside .

The letter -carrier's

betel-nut bag was out in an instant ; and taking the
betel leaves in one hand and a lump of chunam *
in the other he sat down to mix the ingredients, and

with a self -satisfied look in his face grinned at the
woman who came with a basket of pails on her head
to milk the cows and also at the vegetable -seller just
then entering the backyard by the side door.

He

also cracked jokes with the gardener who was dig
ging ostentatiously beneath the few mogra trees that
grew in tufts by the side of the house.
“ There is more pleasure in the airand more bakshish ,t

for the young man is coming down soon ,

said the

letter -carrier.

“ What, passed ? "

“ Yes ! passed right away ,

said the other with a

look of conscious knowledge, and that air of importance

usually assumed by servants when they use English
words .

At that moment a country cart stopped in front
* Calcium hydrate.

+ Money
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The driver shouted out as he

drew up : “Ram ! Ram ! Gopala ! Baisahib is come.”

The gardener jumped up and ran to the cart and
lifted out three half-naked childern and then helped
to bring out a number of bundles of all sizes, while
the people in the house rushed to the door.

“ Who is come ? Who is come ? Is Ramabai come ?

ran the cry, and an elderly dame, who was no other
than Kamala's mother - in -law , stepped out and the
half-naked childern ran to her .

She took them and

kissed them, and seeing a man get down from the
cart, she covered her head and asked if all was well.
When all the bundles were removed, Ramabai alighted
and was caressed by her mother, for it was the elder
daughter and her husband who had arrived. In the

verandah Ramabai looking respectfully down and
answering her father's question, said : — “ We had a
nice journey.
“ That is well .

That is well, ” said the old man .

“ Go inside and rest yourself.

You need rest.

Did

you halt at the Shepherd's Inn by the way ? ” .
" No, we came straight on .
“ That is well too, for there are rumours of robbers
on the

road .

By this time Ramabai's husband ,

having got all the bundles inside the house, came

forward to greet his father -in -law . He was a short,
stout man , with irregular features, and rather dark

for a Brahman . Ramabai made haste to hug her
sister Gungi who had just come out with a smile on
her dark fat face. A slim fair girl stood far in the
background, near the inner quadrangle of the house.
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She did not come forward but merely bent her head
down at the approach of Ramabai.

“ Oh ! Is this Kamala ? ” said Ramabai gathering
her saree* and passing on with a look of undisguised
.contempt to the side - room to which the bundles had
been taken. The three children, however, stood around

Kamala and stared at her very hard . Kamala, not
knowing what to do, passed in also to the side- room
where the bundles lay, and as she entered she heard

Gungi say rather loudly : " Shut up those things and
don't take them out now ," for Ramabai was untying
some of the bundles.

The mother was also there and

all sat and talked excitedly while Kamala stood near
the door of the adjoining room and looked on.

* The upper cloth worn by Hindu females .

CHAPTER IV .
T was now six months since Kamala had come to
916

her husband's house. Her first experiences were
happy . Gungi disliked her, but both her father-in-law
and her mother-in-law treated ber kindly. Gungi ,

finding that Kamala was superior to her in many res
pects, felt herself thrust in the background, and this
she could not forgive. What was there about Kamala
that won people's hearts ? Her eyes appealed to one
even when she was spoken to roughly, and she moved
about with a pose of the head and an air that marked
her out as distinctly superior to those around her. For
a time Gungi was baffled by her soft sweet ways and
her willingness to do every duty that was laid upon

her. The heaviest drudgery was light in her eyes, for
she was doing it for her own father. He would know
that she did not shrink from anything. The old man ,

her father -in -law , resembled her own father very
much , for he was a shastri also, and like him fond of

the same musty old books. He would pat her when
she looked eagerly into his face as she had done into
her father's ; and the little girl, feeling the loss of her
own father, drew near to the old man . He used to
wonder at first at her little attentions to him , her

guileless ways, and her total ignorance of the relation
ship he bore to her as a father-in-law, a man more to
be feared than loved . When he was in his study, a
3
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front room set apart for him into which no one dare

go, she would fearlessly go to him after her work was
over and stay there quietly arranging his books for
him or watching him with a mute love while he was
deep in study. At first he felt uncomfortable at the
little stranger's taking to him so, but after some time
he got accustomed to it and even looked out for her

coming. She appeared somehow to help him in his
studies, and one day he discovered to his great sur
prise that she knew what was inside the books, for

once when arranging and dusting them she said very

naively : “ Shall I keep the book with the shlokas*
of creation on the top ? Shall you require it to -day ? ”
“ What do you know of the shlokas of creation ?”

he asked, turning round sharply on her . She was
frightened at first, but replied innocently with an

upward glance : “ I know them. My father was very
fond of them .

I think I understand them ."

Oh ! those dark large eyes ! what a world of inno

cence, love, and trust they expressed ! He felt the look
go through him and said gently : “ You understand ?
Tell me, are you able to read ? "
66

Very little,” she said with a sigh, “ but father
used to repeat the shlokas so often that I knew them all
long ago, when I used to lie in his arms and be lulled
to sleep by them .”
“ And who taught you to read ?”

" I don't know how I learnt.

I used to play at

learning to read on the sand when I was small, and

father used to put me right and say that it was right
* Sacred verses.
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that the daughter of a reading man should know how
to read. He would add : ‘ Lakshmi could read .' ”
“ And who was Lakshmi ? ” said her father-in-law .

“She must have been my second self, for he called
me Lakshmi at times, and spoke of her as one who
lived long ago . I used to say she was my shadow ,
for there was Kamala in front and Lakshmi her

shadow behind. Isn't that funny ?” And she laughed
and hid her face, while he stroked her head and
wondered at her innocence .

Now it was against all rules of decorum for a
daughter -in -law to be so very familiar with her
father -in -law , and to be in such favour with him.

Gungi found cause to misinterpret this dreadfully.
She assigned all kinds of wicked motives to Kamala,

saying that she despised the company of herself and
her mother, she was immodest and bold, and that the

air of humility which she put on was but a mask to
conceal her boldness.

She worked well , Gungi said,

in order that she might have more time to be in the
company of her father-in-law, and influence him

against his own daughter. At first these complaints
were not listened to by Gungi's mother, who petted
Kamala and said : “ Let her get as much love as she
can .

Poor girl ! she has no father.”

Gungi's mother was a simple impressionable sort
of woman, very easily led by others, and under the
excitement of the moment expressed her feelings in

rather strong language. Hence, prevailed upon by
the continued complaints of Gungi, she covertly scold
ed the old man for what she considered his callous
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indifference to the family, now and then throwing out
hints against Kamala . Don't you see how common

Gungi looks beside Kamala ? Yet you don't make
any efforts to get her married.

Her jewels and

clothes are so ordinary, and you are all for your daugh
ter-in-law.

She will of course be in the house .

I am

:
tired of hearing people say -Oh
see what a good
daughter -in -law you have. How pretty she is ! Where
did you get her ? ' But they take no notice of my
girl. If our son also takes to her as you do, why, she
will wean away his heart from us and where shall we
be ? He won't take the least notice of

us.

wretched was the day she set foot in this house .

Oh !
The

relations murmur, Gungi feels slighted .” Thus she
tried to poison the old man's mind. He gave up
taking Kamala with him to the temple -- a distinction
conferred on none of the other members of the family.
Every action of Kamala's was looked upon by the people

in the house with suspicion , and her father-in-law
himself began to be indifferent towards her.

Gungi

triumphed and Kamala pined and shed silent tears,
and often hid herself in corners and out-of-the-way

places. What could she do ? People did not like
She had done something wrong , something
her.
to displease the old man, for when she now and then

ran to him with joy he would set her aside and give
her some work to do .

She would cast furtive glances

at him and try to talk ; but he would say: « Girls
ought to keep silence when elders are busy ." This
was a mild check but it suppressed the flow of innocent
spirits , and damped the joy that arose in her heart.
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Her husband she scarcely knew . He left immedi
ately after the marriage ceremony and went to a city

not far away for the purpose of study. He was ex
pected to return when he had passed all his exami
nations. She had a faint recollection of a young man
who was made to sit beside her during the marriage

ceremonies and feasts, when she had felt most awk
ward and furried and had tried to run away. She

knew that he was her husband and that by the cere
mony and tamasha * they had been bound together in
some unknown, mysterious way, but she never thought
of him or cared to see him again. The outside world
began to engage her attention more and more.

She

began to make the acquaintance of girls of her own
age ,

and their talk revealed a new and dreadful world

to her.

hood .

Her life was no more the life of her child

The sweet innocent freedom that belonged to

it seemed to have vanished. She learnt many a thing
that horrified her. Her eyes would dilate with fear
and wonder, and she grew more reserved and quiet.
Kamala's special friends were four in number.
They came from neighbouring houses and she fre
quently met them by the well . At first they avoided
the stranger who had come in their midst, and who

was seen going about bedecked as a bride . They
were jealous, but her frank innocent ways won them .

One day they chid her good humouredly for having
won the hearts of her mother - in - law and her father

in -law , a thing that was never known before in a

Brahman family. “ You turn them round your fin
* Entertainment.
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“ Wehear that ' the syrupy sugar

is running in streams in your house .'

How did you

manage it, you with no father and no mother ? Why,
you must be a little witch ! ”

I have done nothing of the kind, ” Kamala said ,
and added with tears :

It is not as you say. "

“ Yes, we know it won't be very long before you
will be brought down from your pedestal. You have
such an affectionate sister-in-law ! "

“ But that is not it," remonstrated Kamala, and was

going to explain herself when Bhagirathi, a tall, dark
girl, the oldest of them , stopped her, saying : “ Yes ,
yes, we know everything. We have gone through it
all ourselves . Only we are astonished at your foolish
ness and your belief in them . Why, child, don't look
so distressed , we each have our troubles at home and
the mothers - in - law and the sisters - in - law are not so

sweet and innocent as you imagine.

A time will come

when not a day will pass without your getting a good
beating from them or from your husband, and they
will try to poison your very food for you.. Don't look
so blank with wonder. Did not your mother tell you
all this ? But you had no mother.

Poor child ! You

don't look as if you would stand much beating . ”
“ But we have all to go through it, and you must
not be frightened.

It is a woman's

lot,"

added

Rukhma, the shastri's daughter.

“ But why will they beat me ? "
“ For your misconduct , of course . It is always mis
conduct. If the ghee is spilt and you are near it, it
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must be you , though it was your sister - in - law that did
it.

You are the evil influence.”

Why, last night I had a beating,” said Harni, a
soft, fair looking chit of twelve, with tears in her eyes,

“because my husband did not take his food. My
mother -in -law said that it was I, and though I cried

and said I was innocent in the matter, they beat and
starved me too .”

“ That is nothing, ” said Bhagirathi . “ Wait till
you get older.

You will have enough to suffer from

your husband's behaviour.

Did you hear of Seeta in

the opposite street ? Poor girl ! Her husband wanted
some of her jewels which his own mother had just
put on her, and when she would not give them he
actually brought a dancing girl to the house and

would not send her away till poor Seeta had parted
with some of her jewels .

Hearing this Kamala, unconsciously put her hand to
her necklace, and they all burst out laughing.
“ No, not such a jewel as that. Why, it is a mere
baby's toy . Your husband won't care for that,”
said Rukhma .

“ But I will give it to him if he wants it,

» said

Kamala in an earnest tone, “ and he won't beat me
then.”

Biagirathi, moved at her innocence, drew Kamala
near to her and said : “No, child ! Nobody will beat
you . I will see who will . We ought not to tell you
all this . · Whom the gods have not enlightened why
should man ? ' You go in and do everything that
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they tell you and don't think anybody will beat you .'
“ What a little simpleton ! ” said Bheema, a big fat
bouncing girl , who all this time was silently looking
Coming near to Kamala she said : “ I will be

on .

your friend .”"

“ And I will , too , ” added fair little Harni , and the

four drew near Kamala by the well and their hands
met in a solemn compact while Kamala with tears in
her glistening eyes looked into their faces.
Kamala's father-in -law , in spite of all the influences

brought to bear upon him, had a tender spot in his
heart for the little girl . His indifference was only
assumed .

He was a man of a determined will and

once he made up his mind to believe anything it was
hard to move him . He felt instinctively that his
daughter -in -law was very different from the other

girls, and considered himself her special guardiar.
The scene of the morning of her marriage day, when
he found her enjoying nature and revelling in its free
dom so unlike other girls, was fresh in his memory, and

he could not think that she was capable of deceit of
any kind whatever her other qualities might be. In
deference to the wishes of his wife, however, he had

prevented Kamala from coming often to his study.
But from the day of her arrival he had let her pour
water on his hands for washing before he took his
meals, and had even made her sit near him while he

was being served. She took a special delight ii sit
ting near him, and, though other things had changed,
this custom was allowed to remain. But
the very day
But the
her sister-in -law Ramabai came, she ordered Kamala
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to go and stand inside ; and when the old man missed

her and inquired for her, Ramabai officiously came for
ward and said : “ Oh, she sits with us women after

wards,” for the girls were afraid of the father and did
not like him to think that they were unkind to his
daughter-in-law . “ See to her,” he said, “ she eats

very little, poor child.”

He even called out to her,

but she had been given some work to do just then .

After that Kamala never saw her father-in-law during
meals.

One evening both the sisters were very grandly

dressed , for they were going out to witness a cere
monial to which the whole family had been invited .
“ Take Kamala, too, ” said their mother, to which

the sisters replied that as Kamala knew nobody it
was no use taking her.

They asked permission of

their mother, however, to let them wear some of

Kamala's jewels ; and so Kamala was divested of
them all-even the pearl necklace and earrings , her
father's gifts , which Gungi wore .

Then the sisters

both went out. Immediately afterwards Kashi entered .
Kamala was feeling wretched , but when she saw Kashi
her face brightened and she ran to her.
with a look of anger held her back.

But Kashi

“ Who told you to make such a fool of yourself and
give away all your jewels to that brat to wear ?
I just saw her outside. I cannot take you now. I
came all this distance to take you to the ceremonial

at Ranıchandrapunt's house. It is a grand affair and
all the world is to be there except of course the old,
the lame, the deaf, and the widows. But, my Kama
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What mean those tears and that starved face

of yours ? Are you not happy ? ”
“ Oh ! I don't want to go anywhere. Only you stay
near me a little while, and I shall be satisfied. I was
feeling so miserable, and I don't know why. I know
nobody and I ought not to go. I never felt like this
before.

I wish I was in my

old home far away.”

“ The truth is, nobody loves you , and there is some
thing wrong somewhere, but come, I must not waste
time.
You wear this and this," taking off two neck

laces from her own neck— " and there you look all
right.

We must make haste now.

How well you

look with even those few jewels . We shall baffle
them yet.”

“ But my mother-in -law ?"
“ I got her permission long ago, and she told me
to take you . ” Kamala , her eyes sparkling with de
light, followed her friend to the gathering, and
forgetting all her sorrow , spent a happy evening with
Kashi .

After Ramabai's return there was a great deal of
stir in the house. She rushed up and down, and
talked with eager excitement to everybody. She
would often take her mother into a room and there

form all kinds of plans. Her husband followed her ,
suggested, discussed, argued, and did as much talking
as Ramabai herself.

Ramabai's husband had not

approved of the marriage, for he seemed to have had
some plan of his own. He was disappointed at the turn
affairs had taken and found fault with the whole thing.

He prided himself on his shrewdness and was ready
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with interpretations of Kamala's conduct and beha
viour which were anything but favourable to her.
What ! an only son, the heir to so well known a man

to be married to a penniless man's daughter, the
antecedents of her mother all unknown and the father

none else than a wandering mendicant. What a de
gradation ! Where was the hurry ? I fully thought
you would wait a year or two more .
write !

Able to read and

A woman cleverer than her husband !

This

is what the world is coming to. She has already
usurped the best place and when the son comes we

don't know what tricks she will be up to .” He spoke,
too, of the great loss that the family had suffered in

not getting the son married to the girl he had recom
mended

“ She is a big man's daughter,” he said, “ the very
alliance would have given your son a lift," and then
added : “ Even now, well , I don't know what to say,
the difficulty is so great.” He also spoke in ambigu
ous terms about some plan he had in view, and threw

out certain hints about a young man to whom Kamala
had been promised in marriage and who was very
much disappointed at not getting her.
Kamala did not understand the reason of all this

excitement, nor why they held such hot discussions.
Her father-in-law did not join them , and in fact when
he was seen to approach there was a calm and hush
as if they were afraid of him , though even in his
presence Ramabai hurled her stinging remarks at

persons and things. Kamala admired the spirit and
energy of the woman , but wondered why she herself
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was so ignored . When in her ignorance she happen
ed to approach the excited party a blight seemed to
fall upon them and all eyes were turned on her. Her
walk and appearance were marked minutely, and
feeling uncomfortable in their presence she would
take herself away to some quiet corner.

She did not

know that she was the subject of a great deal of their
excited conversation, neither was she aware that it
was partly owing to her husband having passed his
examinations and secured an appointment under
Government.

CHAPTER V.
T

was night. Hills rose above hills in sullen, silent
majesty, piercing the skies. The silver light of

the moon fell over all, enhancing the loveliness and

The fairy veil was brightest
over the vast wilderness of peaks as they rose behind
one another, dazzling the eye like so many snow-clad
solitude of the scene.

mountains.

There was a unique grandeur about it

all. Nearer, the shimmering light covered in sombre
glory the thickly foliaged plants, the mighty forests
below, and the wooded sides of the hills, that hid with
a soft feathery veil the deep caverns and the dark
repulsive ravines.

Here and there the moonbeams

touched with a tender kiss a solitary bush or a gigantic
tree overhanging a precipice . The waters from the
neighbouring hills and mountains, sparkling in the
light of the moon , like molten silver, dashed down the

ravines with a roar, to get lost in the densely wooded
valleys below . In the midst of this scene was a table
land containing a few mutts, the abodes of religious
recluses, who went thither from time to time for prayer
and meditation. On this particular night two men were
seen on this table - land engaged in earnest conversa
tion .

One of these was Kamala's father.

The tall

thin figure, the peculiar bend of head and walk , and
the absent look on the face were unmistakably those
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of Narayen , the sanyasi, the man who lived in him
self and in his dreams .

What was it that led him to

spend half his life in these weird mountain solitudes ?
What was it that he found so congenial to his culti
vated mind in this life of meditation ?

What was his

early history ? And why was he unlike other recluses
that he did not care for money and gifts offered to

him ? The person with him was no other than the
unexpected young friend who visited Narayen on the
eve of Kamala's betrothal.

Ramchander,” said Narayen, “ I am sorry for
you and for myself. But it is too late, and you will
promise me not to see Kamala now . The secret , I

hope, is safe in your possession. Happiness does not
depend on riches, and I expect my Kamala to be
happy as she is . I know from my own experience
that when I left the world I was happy till the envious
gods and Yama, the enemy of life, deprived one of my
wife .

Oh ! how I should like to have had you as my

son, but the fates were against it .

I seem

to have

lost everything with that one great wrench . Kamala
alone is left, but I dare not see her, for I should long

to have her with me again and she must do without
me .
Strange that I should find you on the eve of
her betrothal Say, can I rely on you for every
thing ? ”

“ You may,” said the young man , with evident
emotion. “ I leave Sivagunga to -morrow , but I have
left those behind who will watch over your daughter

and let you know everything even in these mountain
solitudes. May you find the happiness that has eluded
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you so long. I am off.” The young man's face in
dicated sadness and great disappointment .
*

*

*

The town of Rampur, where Ganesh, Kamala's hus
band, had gone for study, was not far from Siva
gunga. It had an important institution and students
from all parts resorted thither for their education.
They lived in different parts of the town in bands of
three or four, the cheapest and most convenient spot
being near the bazaars. Let us dwell for a moment

on the sights and sounds familiar to those who live
in a narrow street in a crowded part of a town like

Rampur. Vegetable and fruit sellers are seen squat
ted in different parts vending their goods. On one side
of the street is a row of sweetmeat shops. In the dis
tance the ironmonger's din and the jingle of the brass
vessels is heard , while now and then the uproar is
greatest close by, for either a sack of corn has faller
from the overladen carts or a fight is taking place
between two cartmen whose carts have got jammed

together, and who with their fists are discussing the
truth of the doctrine 'might is right. The people
are shouting : "Arrai ! Arrai ! ( Enough ! Enough !)

you go first and he goes afterwards.” The shop
keepers, stout and greasy looking, scarcely able to
move about, stare with indifference, chewing betel
nut. The road is stone paved and uneven , and the

noise made by the carts is deafening. Here and
there are seen groups of Brahmans with their charac
teristic red shoes, their flowing dhoties,* and their
* The upper cloth worn by men .

48

KAMALA.

[ch . v .

turbans about the size of a small umbrella.

Some

have the upper cloth thrown round their necks, others
not so well dressed have only a waist cloth and
the sacred thread hanging from the shoulders and
reaching to the waist.

Overlooking such a busy scene was a dark , upper
storied house, with small, dingy, crudely railed
windows. It was occupied by three young men whose
ages ranged between eighteen and twenty -four. Two
were deep in their books, sitting on ricketty chairs
with their legs stretched on a table in front.. The
third was lounging near the window on a thick heavy
mattress, with a long round pillow under his head.
A newspaper was in his hand but he laid it down and

looked lazily out at the window .

After some time

one of the two sitting near the table threw his book
down and got up with an air of disgust, saying :
“ This is stupid stuff. Ah , Ganesh ! You are enjoying
your rest. I wish I were in your position. Secured a
good place, too, in the Collector's office so soon after

passing, and now going home for the holidays.”
At this Ganesh looked at the speaker with a smile,
yawned lazily, and stretching himself, said : “ That

dramatic performance which we witnessed last night
has undone me.
examination .

I never felt so tired even after an

Yes ! We know what the attraction was .
care, Ganesh ! ”
66

“ I know how to take care of myself.

Take

You needn't

be alarmed . I was only admiring her wit and beauty
from a distance.

What a fund of humour she has,
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and how self-possessed she is, to be sure ! She was

holding a conversation and actually kept three engross
ed near her.

I was

I don't think she noticed me.

far off, but by the gods I could not take myself away

from the place.”
She not notice people ? She sees them with the
corners of her eyes and when she has a hold on them
she never leaves them.

She is a woman who in olden

timeswould have made kingdoms to rise and fall : she
is not like other women . ”

“ No, that is the difference, and therein lies her
power over men , ” said Ganesh .

“ She is wonderful

indeed . Do you know I have heard that she has
bands of Bhils who work as her slaves and she is very

lavish in her gifts ? It looks suspicious, but she seems
to know something about every man that others don't
know ."

“ A very dangerous character indeed , ” added the
third young man, who had put down his book and

joined in the conversation . “ The whole world knows
Sai. I should like to study her character. "

“ A very worthy occupation, but wait till you have
passed your examination like Ganesh, and then you
can take to the study of people's characters,” said the
other. “ Now that you are going home, Ganesh , that
is good.”
“ Yes !
by her.”

and there is no fear of my being influenced

“ We shall see ! We shall see," said the other
students as they left the room for their baths, for it
was dinner time.
4
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Ganesh was come of a learned family. His father
and his grandfather were shastris, noted for their
learning and their bigotry . But in these days Sanskrit
learning is not appreciated, and those old days have
gone when young men of high descent congregated in
groves and temples and sat at the feet of learned
shastris and pandits, wearing the mendicant's garb ,

begging their meals and spending their days in chant
ing hymns to the gods. The groves are no more the
resort of the wise and the good. Sanskrit learning is
despised and English learning is all in all, for it pays
best.

So much against his will the old shastri of

Sivagunga sent his only son Ganesh to an English :
school .

The old man in his inmost heart had the

greatest contempt for English learning, which he re

garded as not only superficial but also as antagonistic
to the Hindu religion. But he was forced to yield to
the influences of the times, and he felt no doubt some
satisfaction at the success of his son , though he had
his own misgivings as to the influence the new train
ing would have on the young man's religious belief
and conduct .
*

*

*

It was evening in Sivagunga. The streets were unusually quiet, the only sounds heard being the heavy

rumbling now and then of a cart or the song of the
cartman as he lazily drove his bullocks. The light
was fast fading and the narrow streets and shaded

places looked dark and dismal . Only in the open
spaces near the river did the departing light linger
for a little. Groups of girls played in the backyards
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Most of the men had sallied out

either to the river-banks for a stroll, or to the bazaars,

the general rendezvous of the gossips of the city.
The women also, dressed in their best, had left their
houses on some pretext or other, either of washing

clothes, bringing in water, or making poojah to the
gods. Kamala was left in the house with only the
servant woman who was attending to the cows just
come in from their pasture .

Her heart was sad . She

had of late undergone much hard discipline and she
felt as if there was no love left in the world for her

poor little self. Nobody cared for her. Her father
had not even once come to see her. She felt desolate,
and wondered how long all this was going to last.

She had tried her best to get into the good graces of
Ramabai, who was all-in-all in the house, but it was
no use .
The woman who seemed so full of spirit,

bright and happy, had no kind word for the shy girl
who did her best to win the love of her sister-in- law.

Kamala would hasten to bring the little things which
Ramabai

wanted when cooking , or making cakes

and other delicacies, at which she was an adept.

Bnt no amount of willing labour was of any use . To such
questions as :- “ Shall I do this ? ” “ May I do the

pounding or the rolling, or the kneading ? " timidly
asked with an eager trembling voice Kamala received

but an unwilling grunt of assent, and she looked in vain
for a smileof approval while her little hands pounded the
dough or rolled out the flat cakes. This particular
evening she was seated in .a corner of the backyard
near a clump of trees overlooking the river . She was
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giving rein to her thoughts, and the sadness gradually
left her as in imagination she beheld her own mountain
home, Yeshi and her other friends ; and somehow
the thought of the fields, the rocks, and the flowers

brought quietness and peace to her and filled her
heart with a calm joy. She began to think of happy.
things that were possible even now . “Ramabai will
be won over soon . Surely she will love me when she
sees how I long for her love. And Gungi will

become my friend, and then there will be such
happiness,” thought Kamala ; and she conjured up
in her mind visions of going to Yattras * and festi
vals with her companions in gala attire, her father
with them , and herself happy in the love of all. She
even thought of her husband, but was puzzled whether
to regard him as her friend or not. She had sat
long thinking thus when she heard voices near and

trusted that her people had returned . She

was

preparing to go in when some words fell on her ears
that sent a pang through her. She was stunned
and her visions fled completely. It was Ramabai who
was saying in a tone of disgust in answer to her
“ Who knows

husband :

who her mother was ? That she, a penniless girl,
should be thrust on us in this way . My poor fathor,
how he was taken in ! Now there is this golden oppor
tunity . What a grand match it would have been and

what a good family for Gungi to be given into . It
seems impossible to get rid of her.”
The meaning was clear. It was about Kamala that
* Pilgrimages.
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they were talking, and she winced as she heard those

words and thought of running away. But where

could she go ? Why was she born ? In her agony she
unconsciously went to her father - in - law . It was he
who had brought about the marriage and she would

speak to him. She rushed in through the quadrangle
to the side room where her father -in -law usually

stayed. Trembling with excitement she fell at his feet.
“ Oh why did you getme married to your son ? Why
did you not ask for money ?

Did you not know that

I was a beggar ? Now all this trouble has come on
No one will love me . Let me go to father.”
The words were uttered in a tone of agony .
me .

Hush, child, why are you so agitated ?” said the
solemn man in a tone of surprise. He stooped to raise
her, saying, " Don't cry so. Who told you that you
were poor and penniless ? We have to look to that .

You go and do your work .” . She was so child -like
in rushing to him and crying that he forgot that she
was a grown -up girl and stroked her face and said

that she must not get all kinds of nonsense into her
head . He did not expect that of a shastri's daughter.
She must work to please her mother-in - law .
“ Oh !

He does not know and cannot understand

what I have to bear," thought Kamala. “Father
will say the same." And she went inside to her own
room and almost sobbed her heart out. The whole
thing was clear now.

She was born to give trouble

to others. She was a poor man's daughter and they
wanted to get rid of her. That was the reason why
she was so despised . And now her husband would

KAMALA .

54

[ch . v.

also despise her. She tried to remember if her father
ever spoke of money. Did he possess any ? And if
she asked him would he give her any ? But how
was she to see her father ?
her mother ? Did
looked so dismal .

And what was that about

no one know her ? Everything
Her happiness seemed to depart

with the evening light, and there was darkness in her
soul.

While she was thinking thus, some one happen
The light of the window fell
on the face and figure of a young man . He said :
“ Mother ! mother !" Kamala turned and looked full
ed to enter the room .

at him .

Was it her husband, who had been expected ,

that had returned ? And the thought that he too had
come to despise her sent a pang through her. In a

voice that was full of pain and scarcely audible she
said : “ Mother is not here."

“ And who are you in the dark corner ? Get up .”
Kamala rose shyly and said, “ It is I. ”

The light

from the window fell full on her as she stood there,

and revealed to him what seemed a vision of beauty.

It was now two years since Ganesh left his girl-bride,
and he was quite taken aback at the sight of a tall,
slim, but handsome girl, with tears trembling on her
long dark eyelashes and her white rounded cheeks.
Her soft fair face seemed as if it were lit by a moon
beam . “ Are you Kamala ?” he exclaimed , and Kamala

looked up with surprise and her gaze went through
him, so child-like in its helpless innocence and confiding
trust it seemed . He turned away as if he did not care ,
but he felt a yearning in his heart to say a kind word
to the startled girl .

CHAPTER VI .

FTER her husband's return there was no change
for the better in Kamala's lot, only the daily
routine of work became harder and she was kept more

in the background. Kamala's duties commenced very
early in the morning. She slept in her mother -in
law's room, a dark dingy room lighted by only one

window at the top and full of little niches in the wall.
In one of the niches were kept her simple toilet things,

a kunkun box, a shell-comb, and a hand mirror. In
another were placed wreaths of flowers of jessamine,
or shiranti, and a betel-nut box and tray . Her
clothes were hung on a rod which was fastened across
the room ; and two wooden boxes formed the only fur
niture. In the darkest corner were Kamala's own
little bundle of clothes and her mattress rolled up by it.
In the morning, long before day-break , there was a stir
in the house, and the mother - in -law would wake the
girl who slept near her. Thus aroused Kamala hurried

out through the quadrangle to the back of the house,
for it was her duty to get the water vessels ready and

fill them with water for the morning ablutions.
Then came the cow-dunging of the kitchen and front

yard, and the working out of various flower designs
on the cow-dunged floor with white shell powder, at
which difficult feat every Hindu girl is an expert. Next

came the buying of vegetables and other things from
street vendors and the work in the kitchen, where
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she was expected to help in cooking. She was also

required to prepare the baths, keep the ointments and
other things ready, and if anything was missing a
shower of abuse was hurled upon her. The food was
served by Ramabai while Kamala stood looking on
from behind a door.

In the afternoons the older

members of the family generally rested , whilst the
girls attended to their toilet. They arranged their

hair, wearing flowers in their tresses, and put kunkun
on their foreheads. The hardest share of work fell on
Kamala .

She went through it willingly but she felt

hurt when, after doing all that she could possibly do,
po
th
or
at
her mother-in-law would come and say
a
n
Kamal
that
s
and
work,
Gungi' back was broke with

required somebody to attend on her instead of taking
her share in the generalwork and thus lightening the
load of her sister - in -law .

Then would come complaints

from Ramabai that Kamala did not eat all the food
that was served on her leaf. “ She wants others to
think that we starve her and that we are cruel to her,

She puts on such an air of martyrdom before people
that one feels inclined to scoop her eyes out.” And
the mother would pass Kamala with a scowl and a
withering look and say : “ Yes ! the Kydashin * will
create more mischief still.”

Thus was kept up a long

misunderstanding ; and poor Kamala knew not how to
defend herself or what to say. She was shocked at
the lies told by her sisters-in-law and was dumb before
them .

Somehow Kamala became resigned to her lot, and
* A term of abuse.
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it was her crude religious convictions that enabled her
She had sat at the puranicbava’s* feet and
had imbibed the teachings taught by the heroic tales

to do so .

of Seeta, Rama, and the Pandavas. She had heard
many a legend of demons and their power over human
beings. The dreamy melodies of the Sanskrit shlokas
had lulled her to sleep. The stories told her by old

dames on moonlight nights, when, half asleep, she
would with others press round the story tellers, were
mainly in the manner of fables with a moral.

The

rivers and hills and trees were represented as person
alities, and birds and beasts had tongues given to them .
All these had taught her one lesson, the great lesson
of humanity, love for others and the need of doing
one's duty at anycost. However crude the stories
and legends were they all shewed how good
deeds were rewarded and bad deeds punished even
in the next life, how humility had its reward, and
love, chastity , honour, and respect for elders were
looked upon as the distinguishing virtues of a noble
life.

This was the sum and substance of Kamala's

moral code, and this gave her an impetus to be good.
But there was another kind of teaching mingled

with it all and that was that whether she was good

or bad, whether she enjoyed pleasure or suffered pain ,
she ought not to grumble but accept it meekly, for it
was her fate. This gave her very little consolation.

It only made her feeble in purpose and in will . She
lost even her simple interest in life ; for life was a
poor spiritless affair and whatever was written in the
* The interpreter of Puranas.
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book of fate would come to pass do what she could to

avert it. She wished to be exemplary like Savitri ,
Seeta, and other noble women ; but even they had to
submit to fate and did not get their due in this world.
So Kamala reasoned while she bore meekly all the
taunts and hard words of her sisters - in - law and won

dered why she ever felt happy at all, as she did when
she looked on the blue sky, the radiant sunset, or the

swollen river,—why she felt such longing to be lost
in a great wild wilderness, where she might dream in

silence and enjoy to her heart's content the glory and
the magnificence of earth and sky.

Kamala was not entirely absorbed in her own affairs.
The lives of her girl friends were to her the objects of
a great deal of interest and sympathy. She heard
story after story of trials and troubles undergone by

girls of her own age ; and she often with her own eyes
witnessed scenes which shocked her and gave her food

for much painful reflection. In the opposite house, for
instance, was Bhagirathi, suffering terrible persecution
at the hands of her enraged husband, who thought

that she had set at nought his orders and had openly
defied him by leaving the house . She was a girl with
some education and a great deal of spirit.

Her hus

band, who was wealthy, but illiterate, did not care for
her ; and he slighted her in every way possible, ridi
culing her learning and taking a delight in breaking
her spirit, as he called it . She spent days and nights
in great mental agony, and when he openly insulted
her by bringing in a mistress she left the house, fling
ing aside the jewels which he had given her and even
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smashing the bangles on her wrists which were not to
be removed so long as she lived . But, poor girl! she
was not allowed to remain in her mother's house even

for a day, lest her husband should cast her off for

ever. So she was brought back disgraced , by her
angry mother, who tried to act as peace maker. Kamala
was returning from the well when Bhagirathi was
brought back to her husband's house. Bhagirathi was
writhing in anguish as she stood at the door with her

mother, but nobody seemed to take any notice of them .
The mother made a great noise and began abusing her.
“ There ! See what you have brought yourself to, go
in now , ” she said, pushing her.

“ I won't go in, mother ! You can kill me with your
own hands, but I won't enter this living grave," she
said, with quiet firmness . It was aa painful sight to
Kamala . A number of women gathered from the

neighbouring houses, but very little sympathy was
shown for Bhagirathi . One said mockingly : “What ?
You went away in such a temper and you

have come

back again .” “ Shame to you, girl," said another ,
Don't you know that if a man be tied to you once, you

.cannot free yourself from him, even if he be an ass.
The halter is round your neck, let it be wooden or
golden, it is all the same. ” “ What a fall,” said a
third triumphantly. “ What jewels he gave you !
Can't you at least be satisfied with them. Go inside
and fall at his feet.”

Bhagirathi did not answer, nor did she shew by any
signs that she heard these remarks. She had at first
a fixed scornful look, but afterwards she sat on the steps
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What pangs passed

through her nobody knew . Kamala stood for some
time looking at it all from afar. She was afraid of
the people, but when she heard the cruel taunts she
rushed to her friend with the water vessel in her hand .

Just then the door opened and Bhagirathi's husband

asked carelessly what the noise was about and then
added : “ Has the ' spit -fire' returned ? ” Bhagirathi
rose quickly. Her breath came fast and quick, but
she suppressed her sobs, and covering her head enter
ed the house. Her face was full of determination , and
she cast a withering look around her. When inside
the house she turned to her mother who was apologiz
nduct, and said
said : “ Don't talk mother.
ing for her conduct,
Don't demean yourself any more . You have brought
me back and nothing shall make me leave this house
again alive. Go home.”

The husband chuckled and said , “ But who is going
to take you in ? She talks high. She has broken
even the bangles which can only be removed after
she is dead . Let her break the sacred knot round her
neck as well .”

Kamala went away heartsore and feeling a choking
repugnance for the coarse and heartless man . She
realized for the first time the extent to which a hus

band can tyrannize over his wife when he chooses to
do so . She did not as yet understand, however, what
pangs rend the heart of the wife who craves for love

to find only hatred . She knew not how the better
feelings of the soul are turned to bitterness and gall
by looks, contempt, and insults undeserved.
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There was, too, the fair looking Harni close by, who,
though she belonged to a wealthy family and was

blessed with a good husband, had a very ill -natured
mother-in -law who tyrannized over the little girl in a
shameful manner . Though brought up in luxury ,
Harni did not shrink from even the hardest work, but

nothing that she could do pleased her mother-in-law .
In fact the more pliable she was the more the mother
in-law hated her. Her husband tried all means to
bring about peace and good will between them , but

the more he interfered the more exasperated the old
woman became, assigning all kinds of evil motives to
his efforts at peace-making.
“ He cares not for me.

He loves her, and would

like to see the chit of yesterday lord it over me. In
one or two years she will drive me out of this house
and she will have it all her own way .

I shall be left

in the street, I who brought up that boy and have
made a man of him ."

Harni heard such remarks daily and hourly. In
the mornings when she was busy her mother-in-law
would inquire in a harsh voice : - " What underhand

work have you been doing to -day ? What lies have you
been telling about your mother- in -law ? What secrets
have you confided to your husband ? He can't bear me,
he who was so fond of me.

You have thrown dust

in his eyes, you have drugged him with draughts, so
that his heart is against the mother that bore him ."
Then, irritated at Harni's calm demeanour, she would

work herself into a frenzy and exclaim : - “ Oh ! the
day will come when I shall see you dishonoured ,
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she would burst into tears and say : “ The gods will
have their revenge, on him also for his unnatural

conduct, " and cry loudly while the timid son would
slink away from the house and go to his work. The
poor girl, after weeping her eyes out and seeing her
husband go out despondently to his work, would
refuse to eat and thus provoke more grumblings
from the old dame. When the grumblings became
unbearable she would on pretext of bringing water, go

to the well side with her brass pot. There she was
sure to meet with some sympathy from her girl friends.
They would gather round her to give her counsel and
advice and cheer her up.

But such comfort was only

for a short time and then she would return home-a

home made dark and dismal by the hatred and

jealousy of a foolish ignorant woman .
But there were other girls, like Kashi and Rukhma,

who were supremely happy in their homes. They went
in and out among their friends spreading joy and

happiness everywhere.

Kashi had a dear mother who

had a high sense of duty and was full of wisdom and
goodness. She hated double -dealing and had little

sympathy with weak people who were easily led by
others. She pitied Kamala for having a mother - in - law

who did not know how to manage her house and
family. She knew how it would all turn out in the end
for Kamala, how the first extravagant love and praise
for the beautiful girl-bride would change into indiffer
ence and coldness, and then into hatred at the insti
gation of others . She loved Kamala from the begin
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ning ; for her truthful and innocent spirit quite won
over the grand old dame, who regretted that because
she had no son she could not take Kamala into her

own family. She showed great wisdom and discre
tion in choosing a husband for Kashi, and affairs were
so managed between the two families that there

was no misunderstanding between them .

Kashi was

extremely happy in her husband's love , and her
mother -in-law was as fond of her as her own mother ,
The two families lived near to each other, and the
old dames regarded each other as sisters .

Rukhma, the shastri's daughter, was also intensely
happy in her husband's home, though she was not

so rich and highly connected as Kashi. Both these
girls got their mothers to provide amusements for
their less fortunate friends and came and took them

away on the plea of feasts, festivals, and ceremonies
to their own houses, thus bringing sunshine and

happiness to girls whose lives were dark and dismal
compared with their own .
The relations between a husband and a wife in an

orthodox Hindu home are , as a general rule, much
constrained. The two have not the same liberty of
speech and action that are accorded to them usually in

European countries . The joint family system is the
chief cause of this anomalous state of things. The
Hindu wife, unless she lives with her husband in a

house of her own, scarcely exchanges a word with him
before other members of the family.

They behave

as if they were strangers to each other, the woman

covering her head at her husband's approach , or
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leaving the room when he happens to come in , or stand
ing aside, and when talked to, either not taking any
notice of what is said, or, with head turned aside,

.answering in the most distant manner possible. The
mother-in -law's jealousy prohibits the young people
from having anything like liberty of speech or action
in her presence . Kamala had no desire to speak to
her husband nor did she court any notice from him .

At the marriage ceremony all eyes had been on them ,
.and if they were at any time caught looking at each
other the fact was made the subject of ridicule .
After that Kamala had not seen her husband for a

long time, and now she dared not lift her eyes in his
presence. This was due not merely to false shyness
but to the feeling that she was a creature to be des

pised and ill-treated . Hence it was that she avoided
her husband as much as possible. She, however, had

opportunities of watching him. He was very fond of
his mother and often sat by her, petted by her. When
anything took her to the room where he was he would
look at her frankly as if she was his property, and this
brought a flush of shame to her face, but she drove

away any feeling of regard for him by saying to her
self : - “ He will not long take an interest in me . He
will despise me when he finds out that I am low and

poor and that I have not a soul in the world to care
for me . ” But her husband's interest in her deepened
the more she recoiled into herself. He wondered why
when girls of her age craved for flowers and jewels
and courted admiration she was so perfectly indiffer
ent. His mother had often hinted that as a sanyasi's
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daughter she had lost all the instincts of civilized life
and behaved differently from other girls. Was this
all true ? Was she really without feeling ? The thought

of Kamala being unlike other girls disheartened him,
but as he observed her more closely he found that the
immobility of countenance and indifference of look
were not natural but were due to a long course of
wrong suffered by her at the hands of his sisters.

His mother, he knew, was easily led by her daughters.
Already she had begun to make remarks to him about

Kamala, whom she accused of being ungrateful and
obstinate and not having any regard for his sisters,
who, she made out, were most kind to Kamala. “ They
are not like other sisters-in -law ," she would say. " The
teach her work which will be most useful to her here

after, but she has no love for them, and behaves still
as a stranger."

CHAPTER VII .

ANESH found out that his sisters gave Kamala all

the drudgery to do. This was done, it was said,
to make her hardy . Before strangers, however, it was
all “ Poor Girl ! No mother ;” and it was made out

that the daughters were managing the house all by
themselves.

He also accidentally discovered one

evening why the girl looked so feelingless and in
different.

Kamala was not aware of the interest she

was exciting in her husband and it was only by
chance that she found this out .

It was a hot dusky

day and she knew not why she felt ill and feverish .

All the girls of the neighbouring houses had met for
play in an open space, but she had no mind to join
them .

She had found a cool nook for herself behind

a small ruined temple that stood between her house

and the river, and there she sat feeling very misera
ble. She did not know that she had a burning fever
and was there a long time sitting with her throbbing

head in her lap when somebody seemed to approach
She was too tired to lift up her head , and it
was only when she was touched that she started with
her.

surprise, for the touch on her head was soft and
caressing and the words that fell were sympathetic.
“What, not well ? What are you doing here ? ”
Kamala's eyes opened with astonishment and dread
as she looked on the face she had avoided, for it was

her husband who was standing by her side. “Don't

CH . VII . ]

A STORY OF HINDU LIFE .

be mad, I am not going to eat you up.
let me feel you .

67

Come near ,

You are hot and feverish ."

At this she opened her eyes wider with astonish

ment and when he approached her she shrank and
drew her head away with great agitation saying “ You are not to touch me, you know, and you are
not to talk to me,” and she tried to hide her face and
get away .

“ Who told you all this ? ” he asked with a smile,
Don't be foolish . Now go in and
detaining her.
take care of yourself. Tell mother that you have

fever, and take medicine. I knew you were foolish
and that is why I came to search for you .”
“ You search for me ?
“

she asked .

Yes ! I missed you the whole day and wanted to

see you," he said , stooping down to look into her face.
She looked more surprised than ever, but after a little

while she gazed into his face, and with trembling lips
and glistening eyes said " Will you not also despise
me like the others and wish me away ? "

“ No ! why should I ?

What thoughts are in your

head ? ”

“ Because I am poor and penniless,” the girl said,

“ and I have nobody to go to . "

She broke down as

she uttered these words and began to cry.

The inter

est and sympathy shown by her husband had tonched
the springs of her heart and she unconsciously unbur
dened her mind to him .

Tears came fast but she was

not afraid to show them .

Kind words and looks had

done their work, and she forgot everything and talked
to him as to a friend .
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“ Father does not come to see me,” she said.

“ I will bring the sanyasi to you, and you must not

give way like this. Nobody despises you. What do
you know of money ? I have to get that for you .” He
wiped her eyes with her saree, at which she felt shy
again and went in with her head down and her heart
full of new emotions while he struck out to the river

bank for a stroll . Her head was throbbing with pain,
and as she went in she laid herself down in her own
room .

There was joy in her heart. She had found a

friend at last when she least expected one. Her head
ached more and the fever rose, but she cared not ; she

scarcely felt ill, for somebody there was who cared for
her .

That night she saw lights dancing round her and
the room full of people, and felt the touch of many

hands, but was not able to distinguish whose they
were .

After that she knew nothing till days after
wards, when she opened her eyes and felt the bracing

mountain winds around her.

Some one was feeling

her pulse. Two eyes were earnestly fixed on her and
the power of those eyes transfixed her so that she
could not turn away . The man had one hand on her
pulse and the other on her forehead, and waves of

new power seemed to pass from him to her. Her
morbid excitement left her.

strengthened and closed her

She felt soothed and
eyes. “ She is better, "

said the young man, relinquishing his hold. “ I have
had a great struggle, let her sleep . ” The voice was
so soft and the firm touch on the forehead so soothing,
that she slept for hours together, and when she got up
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she realized, for the first time, that she was in a strange
place -- a cool temple cloister with bells ringing, inter
rupted at intervals by the boom of gongs and the
shrill sound of conch shells. Her mother-in-law, her
husband, and Kashi all were near. The priest came,

chanted mantras and burnt incense , and waving
margosa leaves over her said that the bewitching in

Huence was gone,mysteriously adding : “ Seven shares
had been made of her body but the grahadevas (house

deities ) and our great goddess refused to take shares
and so she has been spared . ” He asked them to have
the sick girl bathed in the sacred tank in front and

to present further offerings to the goddess . Kamala ,
however , gathered from the conversation of those pre
sent that it was not the mantras of the priest but the
skill of the strange young man who had such influence
over her that wrought the cure . All day long she heard
nothing but praise of him and his wonderful medicines .

.“ We thought that you were not going to live, ”
said Kashi, putting her hand round Kamala. “ The
fever did not leave you for days together They tried
every means and failed, and were at last told by a
woman, who, in a trance, invoked the aid of the spirit
of a departed relative, that you were bewitched and
that Kunniah, the virgin spirit, had got hold of you,
and they brought you here to be exorcised . But after
coming here you became cold and lifeless, and mes
sages came to me , those terrible messages— you know

what they mean, my Kamala ! I hastened here with

father who brought the young man with him , for he
knew his skill , and see what it has done for you .”
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Next day the young inan came again. Kamala
felt awed in his presence and a strange power seemed
to hold her again in his grasp . She felt that she
would do anything that this man ordered, and she

trembled at the thought. It was when he was about
to go that she recognised to her surprise that he was
the stranger she had met near the mountain home
gathering herbs and whom she had taken to her father.

But she kept this knowledge to herself, afraid to tell
others.

After a time her strength returned and she

was taken back to her home.

Her husband was un

remitting in his care and attention. This roused
much opposition but he did not mind . Feeble and

weak she accepted his attentions with great gratitude.
She knew that her mother - in -law and sisters-in-law

were displeased. They were angry because her
husband in defiance of all rules had taken upon him
self the task of nursing her. They resented his coming
into the sick room to enquire about her ; but Kamala
was too weak to do any thing to pacify them .
Among the Hindus it is customary to pay a visit
once a year to various sacred places which they look
upon as the favourite abodes of their numerous deities.

Women and children meet together, prepare cakes and
sweetineats to last them for days, and then set out in
carts, sometimes going long distances before reaching

their destination. Among places of pilgrimage Dud
hasthal is justly famed, and people go to it from far
and near . It is itself a spot of great beauty and there
are many similar spots in its neighbourhood . Here
Ganga Godavari converges and leaps down from a huge

4

CH . VII.

A STORY OF HINDU LIFE.

71

rock into a rocky cavern below, forming a very beauti
ful waterfall. The water, falling on a rocky slab in
the cavern , breaks into spray, which rises, and appears
in the distance like a soft white fleecy cloud. It is for
this reason that the place has received its ame, for
Dudhasthal means ' milky spot .'
To Dudhasthal a large party went from Sivagunga

every year . The time for the pilgrimage was drawing
nigh as Kamala was recovering from her illness, and
when the party set out she went too . Kashi and

several more of her girl friends were with her and she
was intensely happy. She joined now one group and
now another and enjoyed herself to her heart's content.
The freedom and innocent pleasure such journeys

afford are in striking contrast to the dull, artificial
surroundings of Hindu homes.

Kamala cared not

what her sisters-in-law thought of her. They were
there, but they had no power over her.

Her instinc

tive love of nature was thoroughly satisfied , for many
and varied were the rural scenes she witnessed.
The dewy woodlands through which the pilgrims
pass in the mornings echo to the sound of the wood
man's axe, and the splash of water being drawn by
bullocks is heard in the distance.

Sounds come, too,

from Arcadian spots, where the purple clusters of the
vine are seen drooping through light green leaves,
and the flowers of the orange and the lemon waft
their sweetness on the air.

Nearer the wells are seen

and vegetables growing in long luxuriant beds ,
and human voices begin to be distinctly heard .

greens

Perhaps a damsel is passing by with a load of fruit or
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vegetables, and the youthful peasant who is driving the
bullocks sings out to her in mocking rhymes. He asks
her to turn round and taste of his water :- “ Drink ,

and your thirst will be quenched , your face gather new
beauty, and grace ; for such is the liquid I draw out
for you.” Then the “ Hakya ! Hakya ! ” to the
bullocks, as he spurs them on to walk faster is heard
echoing and re-echoing from the hills around . The
retort of the damsel to the daring peasant is lost in
the wind as she hurries through the grove : “ My

song is locked in a box, thou long-tongued man , but
take care that thou for lack of words, hast not to

borrow from it, for those who do so fare badly in
The peasant heeds not the girl but goes
on with his song. As the pilgrims approach the fields,
the scent of flowers, or of the new mown hay, or of
the upturned earth overcomes them . They hear a
deed .....

merry challenge as they pass by, for men and women

vie with each other, amid much hilarity, in gathering
the bundles of hay and binding them together in
heaps . Further on they hear the tramp of feet keep
ing time to rhymed songs sung with great gusto by a
chorus of male voices .

These are the labourers re

turning with their loads to their homes.

Listen to

their songs .
.
Lightly, lightly, step up boys,” come
from one group . " Hoi ! Hoi ! ” is the answer from
another . “ Now o'er mounds, now o'er dales.” “ Hoi !

Hoi ! ” “ Now to our homes, where fried cakes are

cheap, where the silly women folks wait our coming ."
“ Hoi ! Hoi ! ” And then as a pretty woman happens to

pass by the song and the tune change suddenly :
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“ Was it a black saree that did the work ?” “Nay !

Nay!”

“ Or the fawn-like eyes or steps like the

hind's ?” “ Yes ! Yes !" come the answer, and there is
a loud laugh. The poor woman just approaching
turns aside with her head down, while the song be
comes more mischievous. “ Modest face and modest
eyes !” “ Hoi ! Hoi !” “ That is what I love !” “ Yes !

Yes !” “Stop your foolery, or your ears will tingle,”
says the woman, but only a loud “ Hoi! Hoi ! " is
heard from over the hills where the men have already
gone. The long procession mingling with the clouds
has a weird effect on the passers by .. The labourers'

village is far below , and their wives and children
eagerly waiting for them excuse their passing mirth .
It is their hard toil, and the free air that they breathe
which breed such
hearts.

innocent

cheerfulness

in

their

Now the pilgrims pass by a dreamy tapa tank over
which the lotus bows its modest head . Lazy cattle are
sleeping on its banks, and the hum of bees is heard
on all sides . In the grove near by is a deity of greater

or less sanctity according to the number of huge stone
carved figures in front. A solemn Buddha is sleeping
not far away, either in a grove or on a mound over

looking the scene. The travellers as they proceed come
across a few ill-built huts surrounding a crudely built
temple from which are seen peeping the ashen figures
of bhairagis. After making their obeisance to the deity
they pass on , and soon find themselves standing in front
of a rocky cave, overgrown with creepers . They hear
the continual drip drip of the water that wells out
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The cool refreshing air

greets them as they peep in , one after the other, and
the pellucid waters received in the clear basin below
quench their thirst. This is Seeta's bath, and the
rude slab of rock cut in the shape of a cot with moss
grown stones underneath and ferns springing up on
all sides is the cradle of her babe. It is a hilly place,
and monkeys chatter in the gigantic trees round
about and throw the stones of jambul and other fruits
in merry mischief on the passers by. Further on the
travellers hear the sound of the tom -tom .

A god has

visited the place and all the villagers close by are
A tree cut by a reckless wood
man's axe has shown signs of the god's presence, for,
behold, through the wound made by the axe the blood

hastening thither.

gushes out. Already a goat has been killed to ap
pease the wrath of the god, flags are being raised on
all sides, and soon a primitive shrine of stones will be
erected .

Kamala sees all, gathers the forest flowers

with her friends, and at every shrine and temple
visited, she offers her gifts and prays her prayer :
“ O God ! befriend me, help and protect my father,

and grant me happiness. "

Her heart is moved to

greater awe the more hideous the deity she is wor

shipping
In the day-time the pilgrims stopped their carts in
a tope or grove under huge spreading trees or by the
side of some tank or stream .

Fires were lit and every

one lent a helping hand in cooking the simple meal.
All would join in bringing water and collecting fuel,
and many a hilarious talk would be carried on and
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many a joke cracked at the expense of the younger
members. The men were very few compared with the
women , as is the case in all such pilgrim bands. But
among the men was Kamala's husband .

Kashi, Bha

girathi, and some other girls were much older than
Kamala, so she had to bear the brunt of the teasing,
for she had to do many a little task for her husband
before her girl friends.

There was an

innocent,

happy familiarity between them all. When drawing
water from any deep well , the men gladly came for
ward to help the damsels, not minding to which group
or separate family they belonged . In the evenings,
before nightfall, the pilgrims would stop at some inn ,
and there they would rest for the night. The familiar

lowing of cattle and the sight of liouses brought a
peculiar sense of restful peace to Kamala. She would
sit by Kashi and hear her talk, dreamily gazing at
the stars and listening to the howling of the winds

in the ill-protected rest-house. Her husband always
sought her out in the evenings and would sit by her
sometimes and describe to her and to Kashi and her

mother the various places of interest they had visited
during the day.

CHAPTER VIII .

HE pilgrim band reached Dudhasthal, the furthest
point of their journey , after spending about eight

days in visiting various places by the way. Kamala
was much impressed with the sight that met her eyes
and with the loud roar of the rushing waters that fell
upon her ears . The breeze came in gusts, making a

hoarse melody. The voice of the forest was loud, and
the hills echoed back the rush of the waters .

Quaint

little dwellings built of rounded stone and slabs were
visible all round.

At a distance from the waterfall

the river broadened and just washed the feet of a huge
Nundi (the sacred bull) carved in stone that stood

aloof, frowning on all. The temple was in a dark
grove all by itself a little away from the river. Kamala
listened to the talk of the women about her.

Some

were throwing fried rice into the river, and some were
breaking cocoanuts, while the elderly ones made quite

a hue and cry as they saw the river leaping into the
cavern below . “ Hari ! Hari ! Shiva ! Shiva ! ” exclaim
ed the pious ones, “ our sacred Ganga is being swal

lowed by the earth . There are enemies all around .
Even Mother Earth is jealous of her good deeds and
tries to thwart her in her good course. ” Kamala was
in the thick of the crowd standing on the steps very

near to the dizzy rush of waters . The place had
awakened sensations which she felt she had experi
enced before .

She seemed to think that she was look
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ing at an old familiar scene. The feeling was most
powerful as she stood on the brink of the rushing
river.

There was a rock opposite to her, and she

recognised it distinctly. She had heard the rush of
the waters before. Surely she had seen it all. But
what had happened there ? Why that dreamy pain
in her head ? It was a throb of anguish . She seemed
to have fallen into a trance, for who was it she saw

near her leading her by the hand ? It was the form
of a noble lovely woman who wore a diamond bracelet.
The waters hissed and roared round her, and in a mo

ment she felt her foot slip and herself carried forward.
Then she seemed to see the woman plunge after her
with a cry. The dreadful pool, alı ! how dark it
looked ! A dart of pain passed through her. She
was grasped and pulled out by the woman , but when
was it and where ? Had she really once gone through

it all before ? What was it that brought it all so
vividly to her recollection ? While thus absorbed, a
voice fell on her ears and she started .

It was her

father's voice which had strangely mingled with the
vivid picture her mind had formed . It was like a strain

of long forgotten music casting a spell on her and
round her, and now it struck her ears distinctly as
she seemed to awake as it were from her dream . She

turned round with a great effort and just then she

saw her father's form disappear in the crowd. She
cried :-"Father ! Father !” and ran through the
crowd .

But what became of her father ? For at the

farthest end of the surging crowd she found herself
alone on the steps of a temple in a dark yrove. The
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sound of gongs and shells was deafening. Fear over
came her at the strange scene, and the crowd of faces

round her looking at her curiously. “ Oh ! what will
my husband say and my mother - in - law if they see me
here alone ?" she thought.

The ashen figures of the

bhairagis and the large staring eyes of the hideous
looking priests made her feel uncomfortable. She was
terror -struck , and the dreadful thought of spells cast
over damsels came over her and she would have

screamed, but she felt all her power gone and she
sank on the ground .

“ Rise," said a voice calm , com

posed , and authoritative, and she obeyed with a shud
der . “ Come to your people, this is no place for you.
Your father is gone.” At this she looked up, and
whom should she see but the young physician ? A
sudden calm came over her .

She tried to say some

thing

“ Hush ! don't talk ! This is not the place to talk ,"
and so saying he grasped her hand firmly and led her
through the crowd to a group far from the others.
It was Kashi's group, and Kamala breathed freely
as she saw Kashi approaching her.
66

Narayen, the sanyasi, told me to ask you to take

Kamala to her people. He is there in the temple
and saw you from a distance, but has other duties just
now . " Having said this the man left. This speech
took Kamala's breath away, and she could not say

anything to Kashi, who had looked at her inquiringly,
and when Kamala began to cry Kashi thought that it
was due to the parting with her father and comforted
her, and then they all went to join Kamala's own
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people, who were still on the raised bank .
incident disturbed Kamala considerably.
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This little
What was

it in her that gave rise to such visions ? Had she
really witnessed the scene once before, and why had
her father disappeared ? She had heard of visions
and trances, but she feared to tell this to anyone.
Was it a message from the goddess, the noble river
deity ? Oh ! what would Kashi say if she told her
all, and who was this man who said he was commis-

sioned by her father ?

Kamala felt grateful to him

and grew more and more troubled, but kept it all to
herself.

Ganesh saw much of Kamala during this journey ,
for there was not then the same fettered relation be
tween him and his wife as there was in the house .

Many were the stolen conversations he had with her,

and he daily became more and more enamoured of her.
There was a certain grace and refinement about her

which together with her unique beauty marked her out
as distinct from other girls of her age . He found her,
moreover, eager to get information about everything,
and wonderfully quick of comprehension, and with the
English ideas he had imbibed regarding women's love
and education he thought of striking out a new line
and developing Kamala's mind and so training her
to be a real companion to him .

With this object in view he took the training of his
wife into his hands immediately after they returned
from the yatra . The obstacles in the way were great.
His mother and sisters disapproved of his conduct
and accused him of forgetting his manhood ; for, said
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they, what man with any self-respect would make
much of his wife, give her learning, and raise her up
to his own level ?

The wife, as the saying went, was

" the cat under the plate,' the slave of the family and
.of her lord . They considered that he was disgracing
himself in acting thus.

Ganesh for a time assumed a

bold attitude and tried to follow his own way. But
his mother put on a grief-stricken air and showed a
wounded pained face as if some great personal wrong
had been done to her.

She would sometimes cry

before her son and upbraid him in words like these :
_“ What is it that has come over you . Why do you
make an idol of the girl ? You have stopped her from
working and have put books into her hands as if she

were going to earn her bread . Why was I born into
this world to see such things. How hurt your sisters
She has no feeling for us, no love. It is she

are !

that has put you up to all this.

We knew that she

was fond of reading."

“ Oh, mother ! Why do you say such hard things ?
Do you think an hour or so devoted in the mornings
to reading will make her all that you describe. I
only want her to be a little more of a companion to
me .

She won't lord it over you .

In fact learning

will teach her humility, and she can work after her
lessons are over .

When the food is cooked for all,

eould you not give her a little ? Why need you say
that you have all to work for her ? ”

But she was not to be pacified, and she would pull
a face and sit disconsolate in a corner.

It went to

Ganesh's heart to see his mother so sad, and he would
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try his best to soothe and coax her.

When dinner

was served, his mother, who used before to sit in
front of him and watch him eat, would now leave him
and go into another room . It was a hard time for

Ganesh, for his father, too, changed in his behaviour
to him . The old man was in the habit of holding long

conversations with his son about college life, and
would take a delight in ridiculing the new learning or
would sit hours together going into raptures over some

piece of Vedantic literature. But now he sat in sullen
silence, and whenever anything was said by Ganesh
he would merely give an unwilling grunt.

Ganesh

was avoided, too, by his sisters, who would stand aside
talking to their mother in whispers. The only person
who appeared to behave naturally was Ramabai's hus
band, for he was somehow assiduous in his attentions

to Ganesh. Kamala of course was the greatest suffer
er.

She noticed the averted faces and heard covert

sneers and abuses, and her heart sank within her, but

she did not for a long time know what offence she had
committed . When she, as usual, went to assist in the
domestic work, no one took any notice of her, and

even the most insignificant work was rudely taken
from her. One day when she went to the kitchen to
take her food, for it was here that the female members

generally took their meals, she found none for herself .
She stood and waited for some time, but nobody, not
even the servant woman, took any notice of her.

She

was very hungry, but she did not open her mouth. In
the evening when she went to the well, Rukhma asked
her why she looked so cast down. Happy Rukhma
6
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did so in her usual jovial, chiding manner and tears
came to Kamala's eyes when she felt she had to tell

her all .

She simply said that she had no food and

was very hungry. Rukhma at once put down her
vessel and ran to her house and brought some cakes

which she had herself prepared, and coaxed Kamala
to eat.

Kamala felt as if she would choke , but with

difficulty she swallowed a little. “ Why did you not
receive food ?” Rukhma asked.

Kamala said that she

did not know. There was something wrong, she said,
and she was afraid to ask anybody, and she also add
ed that she had not been given any work of late and
that all in the house had avoided her.

mystery to both .

It seemed a

After a few moments' silence, Rukh

ma said , “ What will you do if this goes on ?" Ka
mala again broke down and cried, and her companion
wiped away her tears. Rukhma asked her not to tell
anybody, but to come to the well side after dinner and
share some cakes with her every day.
What would Kamala's father have said if he had

seen his darling daughter then, he who had done his
best to keep her free from every kind of work ? She
had never felt any want as long as she lived with him
and her life with him had been one long dream of

happiness . But as it was with Kamala, so it usually
is in Hindu families. Once given over, the daughter
so lovingly brought up, is no more the concern of her
parents. It is improper for them to interfere in any
way with her new life, for what is written in the book
of fate comes to pass.

By chance Kamala learned that her food was served
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in the men's quarter. The servant woman it was that
gave her this information , for she could not bear to
see Kamala's starved face. She, too, was indignant
with Kamala , and told her that it was her own con
duct that brought all this on her. Kamala did not

know what to make of it all, and questioned her hus
band afterwards about it.

He told her that all this

came of his having begun to teach her. Kamala then
asked to be excused .

“ You don't know what I have

to bear,” she said, “ have pity on me.” But he told
her not to mind anything, and that he was determined
to go on with the lessons.

He was for

a

time

kind and loving and taught her regularly in

very
the

mornings, and those were happy times for Kamala ,

in spite of all opposition. But there came a change
in her husband's behaviour, and he gradually left off
coming to teach her. Kamala had nothing to do in
the mornings ; but she was afraid to leave her room
and go to work again as usual, for many were the
bitter shafts directed against her in the women's
quarter. Day after day she waited at the appointed
hour for her husband to come and teach her, but he
did not come .

She did not know how to

account

for this change in him and she felt indignant at his
conduct.

She had not cared for the other people and

had learnt to put up with their treatment of her, but
now when she found that the only person whom she
regarded as her friend was beginning to be indifferent,
the disappointment was indeed keen. Her pride was
touched, for this was a downfall for her. She had felt
a certain reposeful confidence in her husband which
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now was replaced by a weak distrust. Many a taunt
and covert sneer now flew past her as she left her
room , and smiles and words distinctly said : “Ah !
what a fall .

What was the use of so much ado and

what has come of all your intrigue ! ”

She felt

In vain she tried to find excuses for
her husband's conduct . “ He cannot help it,” she

sorely hurt.

thought, “ it is probably his mother's and sister's
doing. ” But such thoughts gave her no comfort. In
the meantime, however, there was a change in the
behaviour of the other members of the family. They
did not give vent to their hatred of Kamala in any
open manner, and they seemed to make much of her
husband and take great pleasure in his company , and

she felt glad for him, though for herself she knew
there would never be any pardon. This change was
brought about by Ramabai's husband. He was the
family counsellor.

When the female members found

that what he had predicted with regard to Ganesh's
relation to Kamala and to the family had come to pass,
they went to her father-in-law and upbraided him
for bringing such a girl into the family. “ He is
madly in love with her," said the mother, “ he does
not care for you or for anybody else, and outrages our
feelings by showing such preference for her. He
won't let her work and wants us to be her slaves ."

Such were the complaints they made.
The old man heard all, reflected , and was troubled ,
but Ramabai's husband came to his rescue.

“ I knew

what it would all come to. These are the new-fangled

ideas. I have been observing and have warned you
more than once . But why, then, do you go on like this ?
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The more you oppose him the more he will be set on
educating his wife, as he calls it. He will think he is
fighting for his rights and your conduct will only
alienate him from us .

What does he care ? He will take

if he finds that you are all against her. So
now give him full liberty to do as he likes. Don't op
her away

pose him in any way, but on the other hand humour
him in every way and hide your resentment to the girl .

There are a thousand and one ways of diverting a young
man's attention from his wife. I can see he is fond
of pleasure and society. Try, therefore, to take him

to temples and feasts, and so displace the new madness
that is in him. When he finds no real opposition, he
will put off the education of his wife, as he calls it.”
They all assented, and the old man only said with a
pained voice that he did not believe that his son
would behave so foolishly, and that the girl he thought
so much of would have encouraged him to publicly

disobey his mother and attempt to alienate him from
his own people . After this conversation Ganesh's
mother beamed kindly on him and did not allude in any

way to what she considered his disobedient conduct.
His conscience smote him for having displeased so good
a mother. “ Her love is so great that she tolerates even
this unpardonable conduct,” he thought to himself,
and then, moreover, as he was going away shortly to
Rampur, he thought he could do the teaching there .

So he gave up coming to instruct Kamala. He did not
even seek her company as formerly, and he entered joy

fully into the spirit of the diversions that were so
cleverly prepared for him by his scheming relatives.

CHAPTER IX .
deo

HERE were heights and depths in Kamala's nature ,
which no one knew and of which she herself was

unconscious. The ' open sesame' had not been uttered.
The torrents confined by artificial barriers lay still and

dark . The strength of the floods no one had tested,
and their sweeping vehemence had not begun to shew
itself. Hitherto she was the placid, dreamy, bewilder
ed, passive Kamala, the toy and prey of circumstances,
submitting quietly to every tyranny, bearing calmly
every new load of suffering as if everything was the
outcome of fate.

She was herself astonished at the

way she was drifting along, doing the things that she
was bidden to do, like the dumb mule, questioning no
one, nor inquiring into the why or the wherefore of
anything
Somehow the conduct of her people did not trouble
her much at this time.

Her eyes had been opened

gradually, and once disgusted with their meanness
and their underhand dealings, she expected nothing
good from them, and regarded their treatment of her
as nothing extraordinary. But it was different with

Ganesh ; for though her feelings towards him had
not as yet ripened into love, she had begun to regard
him already as a friend and comrade. She felt that
he was superior to his people. His conduct had justi
fied her belief and trust in him .

To have such a

person as her husband, was it not a rare happiness ?
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So she thought, and tried to satisfy her longing throb
bing heart. But why did her heart beat so wildly
now and then ? What did it long for ? This friend
ship had awakened springs of new affection and had
given birth to thoughts which startled her not a little,

and which seemed to belong to a new world altogether
a world wbere it would be possible to live an ideal life,
where perfect unity of sentiment would exist, and
where each would understand the other's feelings and
each would live for the other. Her feelings were

vague and indistinct, but they were at times very
strong. The persecution to which Ganesh and she
had been subjected for some time had tightened the

bonds between them . She sympathised and felt for
him, even though he knew it not, and she wondered
whether he too felt the same sympathy for her. Then
she began to experience strange longings for some

thing more than friendship . What did it mean ? She
questioned herself.

But in vain she waited, longed ,

and pined. One look from him at that time, one sym
pathetic word, one loving touch would have opened
the flood gates of her soul. As it was Ganesh kept
away . Kamala, frightened at her thoughts, wondered
at his coldness towards her, but thought it her duty
to care for him, and to watch over him as a mother
would watch over her son . Many little things were

happening to disturb her, and her fears were often
aroused . Was Ganesh coming to any trouble ? She
had already acquired an experience of the world that

showed her where the quicksands of life lay, which
those who wish to get on in this world must avoid .

KAMALA .

88

(ca. ix.

Sai had come, and this was one of the chief sources of
Kamala's troubles.

Sai Zadhovini, who was more generally known as

Sai, whom Ganesh met casually at Rampur, at the
dramatic performance, paid a visit to Sivagunga,
where she had some property. On the evening of
her arrival she was sitting in the verandah of her

garden house at Sivagunga with some of her female
attendants, when the sound of footsteps was heard .
“ Halloa ! who is there ? ” she asked loudly.
“ Ram ! Ram ! Bai Sahib !”

said a tall stalwart

Bheel, approaching with a deep salaam .
“ What is the news, Bheemiah ? ”
“ All is going on well with your favour and God's
mercy .”
So ! So ! How did the affair of the theft end ? ”

“ Ha ! Ha ! The poor man did not know how to get
out of the difficulty.

He cursed his stars and said

't was all Sai . I was, with your permission, under the
trees and heard all the swearing and cursing. The
vessels and valuables were found under his own grass

gunjee.

What a sell for him who wished to show off

his detective powers by trying to trap the Bheels on
the hills !

“ Serves him right,” said Sai. “ He did not take
On whose shoulders does he rest the
my advice.
blame of the theft now ? ”

“ He has not done anything. He only wishes to see
you and consult you.

The whole village is astir.

People walk the streets anxiously and no one thinks
his property safe .”
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“ All would have come right if he had left the
matter to me and waited as I told him to do . What
a humiliation this must be for him after all the ado he

made in tracking the Bheels, when he finds the whole
property secreted under his very nose ?

You are in

deed valuable servants and you shall be rewarded.
But what about Shunker Rau ? ” added Sai, turning
the conversation to another subject. “ Did he find
his way back through the woods ?

Did I not send

him the right way ? Does the simpleton still believe
that his mistress ran away from him ? Be very close
about this matter and I shall reward you handsomely!

Not a word , mind you. The swell young man, the
stranger, why does he still linger in these parts ?
You said he had some valuable jewels and passed
through your hills . "
“ We know nothing of his whereabouts as yet, Bai
Sahib . He now and then puts on the mendicant's
garb to deceive us. But we shall yet find out and let

you know. One of us met him leaving the hills dress
ed quite differently and on horseback , and all that
means money and servants."

Here another stalwart

Bheel put in : " He will have to be careful of Dhondia,
though, for I watch the pass on that side .”
“ All right, Bheemia, Dhondia ,” said Sai . “ You
I stay here for a fortnight. I shall be
back at Rampur on the new moon day and then cross

may go now .

the stream to Agnai by Friday. Meet me at Sada
shiva Dholl on the second day after the new moon.
Give this to Aprathi the old woman, and tell her to
have my room ready. Also tell Gondan that I may
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need my pony at the Dholl, Ram ! Ram ! Kabar
Dhar ! ”

The above conversation gives a clue to the charac
She was intimately connected with
niost of the mysterious things, such as robberies and
quarrels, that happened in and about the district.
She had attendants and trusty servants who kept her
informed of all important events that took place
ter of the woman .

in different localities.

To outsiders she seemed a

woman of great ability and power, and she was often
entrusted with work, belonging to others, as for

example, the detection of robbery and the settling
of disputes. She always employed strangers who
came with her own agents to see her, professedly on
various errands. She would request them to buy
something or other, now an old lace saree, or a jewel
of a certain kind, addressing them as her own friends,
and giving them the necessary instructions as to how
to proceed. These tasks she imposed on them in such
a free and jovial manner that even the rude rustics
felt at ease in her presence. Government officials,
too, consulted her now and then, and her advice and
suggestions were eagerly carried out. Considering
that such was her influence wherever she went, it was

not surprising that she should have been acquainted
with Ramabai's husband, who was himself a shrewd
man of business .

He was one of the first to be sent

for by Sai when she came to Sivagunga. Ganesh was
anxious to see her, and yet feared to come under her

influence. So he kept at first in the background, but
being persuaded by Ramabai's husband, he went with
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him to her house. There was quite a large number of
people waiting to see her, and Ganesh mingled with
them and peeped inside to see for himself what Sai
was doing
“ Oh ! who is this ?

new face,” she said

This is

eagerly. Ganesh would have withdrawn, but Rama
bai's husband put his hand on his shoulder, and said,
“ This is my brother-in-law who has come home to
spend some time with us ; he has taken an extension

of leave and stays here for Gungi's marriage.'
Oh, indeed , ” said Sai, lifting her eyebrows and
eyeing him pleasantly with a smile on her face.
“ That was your lovely wife whom I saw at Dudhas
thal ? Don't be shy . Uncommon girl, but not of this
side. Mind I know more about her than you do ; and
that was the quarrel sometime ago between you and
your people ? How is her education going on ? Oh,
there is no hiding ,” she said, as Ganesh looked start
led .

“ We know all about it, could anything be a

secret to Sai ? I should like to see her again, but
take care, she is a sanyasi's daughter. ” Saying this
she waved an adieu with her hand as they were
departing. .
Poor Ganesh ! His breath was almost taken away by
her talk . He felt excited at the notice she had taken
of him ; and was surprised that she should want to

see Kamala. How ignorant, innocent, and strange
Kamala would look beside her ?
Kamala think of this woman ?

And what would

He shuddered at the

thought. Just then Ramabai's husband, as if reading

his thoughts broke in : “ Do you see now the differ
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ence between being educated and uneducated ? Whom
would you like to have as a wife ? A simple, innocent
modest girl afraid to open her mouth, or a bold, clever
woman wielding such a dreadful power over others as
this woman wields ? Yet it is education that has made
her what she is. She was dissatisfied with her home

and her stupid loutish husband, and rumour has it
that she poisoned him. Anyhow nobody knows what
became of him . She has learnt to her heart's content

and now she excels any man in accounts, and as for

reading character no philosopher even could equal
her. She is independent as a queen and cares not for
common folks such as you and me, for she has princes
for her friends.

Now, do you see what it all means ?

Do you perceive that the great rise and the great fall
I suppose you don't care.
Your new learning trains women to be free, but what

are combined in her .

does it do for their morals ?

You would not mind,

perhaps, seeing your lovely Kamala like this ? You
have only to stir her up and the sleeping waters of her
soul will soon burst over all. And what will you be,
Ganesh ? Do you mean to say she will care for you ?
You will be only one of her many admirers who will
make poojah to her. Did you not hear the note of
alarm in her talk when she said : ' Take care of a

sanyasi's daughter ?' ”
“ Pooh ! what care I for her alarms ?

Don't talk to

me in that way ? What do you know of Kamala ?
I admit that education and freedom do not do for all

women , and there may be some sense in your talk,
but all women are not Sais .

Are you not aware of
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the innate sense of nobility that dwells in human
souls, making them abhor everything that is mean,
despicable, and low ? Women love and honour those
above them when their minds open to grasp the great

and noble qualities they see in others. They cherish
the loving hand that raises them up, and though ele
vated even to a throne they will do their best so to
walk as never to grieve the tender heart that loves
them and raises them .

I am

sure Sai never knew

love. "

“ Well done ! You have spoken boldly, yea, nobly,
but what woman, her heart full of jealousy, her mind
constantly bent on admiration, will ever rise so, I

should like to know ? Try the experiment and let us
see whether you will succeed ? Ninety-nine out of a
hundred have others besides their husbands to love .
But let us go in, for we have now reached home.”

One of the objects of Sai's visit to Sivagunga was
to be present at the great car festival that was about
to be held in that city . The festival was an import

ant one and people came from far and near.

The

car was decorated and was drawn out into the quad

rangle of the temple of Bhagvani, which stood a little
away from the city.

It was a monstrous, barbaric

chariot, blazing with tinsel and gold, and drawn by
huge wooden horses about twice the size of ordinary

animals . These were draped in fantastic colours and
had mimic wooden figures of men and demons seated

on their backs. Cart loads of offerings of all kinds
had been prepared to propitiate the god, in order to
facilitate the movement of the car through the city.
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The scene at early dawn was one of the intensest excite
ment.

Before cockcrow people with their offerings

all ready were gathered in the enclosures and the
groves around the temple, eager to catch the first
glimpse of the moving car. At first there was a great
stillness, but soon the cocks began to crow and there
was life and animation in the crowd.

The mothers in

vain tried to hush the voices of their children by sing
ing to them and pointing to the huge car which now

towered in front dark and high, the living embodi
ment, as it were, of the prayers of the multitude. The
light of dawn was met by a burst of music from the
priests who stood ready in front of the car with soft
sounding veenas * and tals * in their hands. The gentle

soothing melody rose and fell, and was hailed as the
benediction of the priests by the expectant multitude.
Its long drawn notes were very unlike the usual noisy
clanging of cymbals and the beating of tom -toms.
The sun rose, and then came the excitement of the

moment, the offering of gifts. Fruits of all kinds,
vegetables, flowers, fishes, goats, everything in fact
that the people had brought, were offered, and nothing
was despised.

While the offerings were being pre

sented there was a great uproar, followed by the

jarring sounds of gongs and cymbals and the harsh
beating of tom -toms. The people yelled frantically,
caught hold of the huge ropes attached to the car, and
pulled with all their might. But in spite of all the
pulling, the car refused to move.
invoked .

Then the god was

A woman rose and danced in front of the
* Hindu musical instruments .
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has come on her," said the people around . Then she
spoke in a high shrill voice : - “ Behold, I refuse to
move , my heart is not satisfied . The field of gold I
have , the waters of the universe I possess , the animals
pay their tribute, but why does one woman refuse to
bring her offering ? Why does she cry in secret and
stay at home when the whole world is out in gala
attire .

Behold , her hut is on the banks of the river

near the great pimpul tree , and she belongs to the
lowest class.” At these words people ran excitedly
towards the hut and drew the frightened woman out,
saying : “ What virtue dost thou possess, woman ,

that the god notices thee and craves for thy offering ?"
and they were astonished to find her old, poor, and
decrepit. She had scarcely anything in her house,
only a turtle cooked without salt, and she said, “ I did
wish to offer something, and wept because I had
nothing but this turtle. But I will lay it now before
the god. If he has taken notice of me, blessed and
happy I am though poor and old . ” She rose in haste

and brought her simple offering on a plantain leaf.
The multitude once more yelled out with a frantic yell
and each laying hold of the ropes pulled a long and
strong pull, and the car moved. The whole day it
took to pass through the important street, and before
the evening shadows fell it was drawn back into
its usual place. Kamala was out with her friend
Bhagirathi and others almost the whole day. She
heard the cries of the multitude , saw the rush of

the people and the waving mass of heads round her,
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and felt herself alone in the midst of the great crowd .
She stood there caring not for it all . She had
heard of such processions, and now that she had
witnessed one with her own eyes the whole thing

seemed unreal. Her mind was far away , following
pictures of her own making. The might and power
of the god whom the crowd was worshipping did not
impress her as it did others, though she heard story

after story regarding him. Bhagirathi told her that
the car had stopped in the way once, when the Pujaris
exclaimed that there was danger and that the deity
was very angry and refused to move ; and it was
found that one of the seven runners in front of the

car had dropped unconscious because he had unknow
ingly crossed the boundary line that separated one
village from another . Then he was brought and laid
before the car .

The priests appealed to the deity and
went three times round the car sprinkling holy water

on the unconscious and apparently lifeless man, who
rose and sat. Kamala heard all this and wondered,
but somehow she felt that her God was not there .

She thought of another scene, rude, bold, and grand
that she had witnessed with her father-a mountain

ous place where in the midst of dim, dark surround
ings, she experienced an exaltation of spirit which
made her feel that God was there and that she was

ty power.
power. How different
almighty
in the presence of an almigh
was this scene ?

Her head ached, and she asked

Bhagirathi wonderingly, “ The gods are all that you
say, but why do the demons have such power over
human beings ?”
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“ Demons ? They are only the servants of the gods ,
soldiers that surround them . They are ferocious just
as people are .
“ But what about the demons that occupy groves,
valleys, and tanks and possess people ?" asked
Kamala eagerly .

“ Oh they are the spirits of the wicked who die,
and they work harm to people, but they are cast out
by spells . When the spell works the person possess
ed with the devil carries a huge stone which even
four men cannot lift, and throws it out of the city

gate. Thus the spirit is driven away. The spirits of
good and virtuous persons become the graha derus *

which go straight to swarga ,t only visiting the earth
to foretell calamities , deaths, & c . ”
“ I thought, ” said Kamala, “ that the great God
of the high hills and the level plains dwelt alone in
his silent unapproachable abode, and cared not for
the swarming multitudes of this world ; that he only
ruled the stars and the heavens, the storms and tem

pests, the floods and the broad flowing rivers ; and
that it was Fate that minded human affairs.

Bhagirathi laughed at this, and said with an air of
confidence, “ It is even so, but the gods of the hills

are different ; they are like the sanyasis among men .”
Poor Kamala did not understand all this, and she
became more and more puzzled.

* Household gods.

+ Heaven.
7

CHAPTER X.

ISN the evening the crowds began to disperse. Kamala
saw
men, women , and children struggling
against the wind on the wide breezy plain on the
916

way to their village homes .

Her heart went out

towards them . There was an elderly man in front of
her with a basket swung behind him in which were
snugly seated two children .

A woman by him carried

new pots on her head and a piece of sugarcane and a
bunch of green vegetables in her hand. Her joy was
great ; the greens, which were a great luxury, were
for the evening meal. The child that walked by her
side tried to hold the end of the sugarcane and was

delighted. But the journey was long and the child
clutched at the sugarcane and said :

mother ?"

“ How far ,

Kamala's heart went out to the little girl

and she thought of other little children in her hilly
home whom she used to see under the trees and whom

she would hush to sleep with melodies of her own
making. Brought up in the innocent freedom of her
mountain home she felt free like the air around her,
and, untrammelled by caste superstition and fear, she

entered joyously into the spirit of the rural diversions,
taking an interest in the simple rustic souls around
her, hugging their little black babies when they ran
to her and joyously clung to her feet. She would for
get to bathe after touching the Sudra and other low
caste children , and no one found fault with the lovely
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sanyasi's daughter. But now how different every
thing was, how the artificial barriers of custom and

caste separated her from all these people ! What a
contrast everything was ! It took a long time for her
to understand the meaning of the things that were

open as daylight to her city bred sisters. They knew
nothing of the freedom of hills and valleys and wide
fields, the innocence and joy of country homes. Their
precocious and artificial childhood ended in a prema
ture and forced womanhood , and there were no grada

tions of feelings or thoughts for them . Just as the
door of a city house leads abruptly into the street
where everything is open and glaring, so the thresh
hold of their childhood opened suddenly into woman
hood . Kamala often found it hard to realize things
which the others took as a matter of course .

The

child who was walking in front of her had com
plained of cold, and the mother had put her padur *
over the child as a protection from the wind and had

drawn her in a caressing way towards herself. Kamala
felt that the child that she had just been pitying was
rich indeed compared to herself, for where was her
own mother ? How she would have liked to walk by

her side, free and happy, though going to a poor
village hut !

As Kamala and Bhagirathi approached their homes
they went to their favourite place on the river bank
near a large clump of trees. The waters, interrupted
by the entangled roots of es, here formed numerous

eddies and pools. “ Come, come, Kamala ,” said Bhagi
* The end of the upper cloth worn by women .
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rathi, breathlessly, pulling her companion, who was
dropping stones into the pool in front, “ come behind
this tree .

I would not be seen here for all the world ."

They both tucked their sarees and hid themselves behind
a huge tree. “ Do you know who it is that is coming
in this direction with your husband ?” asked Bhagi

rathi excitedly . Kamala shook her head, and her
heart beat wildly at the sight of her husband . Was
she doing something wrong in hiding herself, she
thought, and more than once she entreated Bhagirathi
to let her go out.

“ I won't budge an inch. I don't want your husband's companion to see me.

“ Why, Bhagirathi, why ? He is no relative of
yours and if he were, he would not be angry at seeing
us here . "

Bhagirathi looked down into Kamala's eyes and

said : “ Don't you know why ? Who told me that your
husband had been visiting a person called Sai ? It
was he, Krishnan , ” and then clasping Kamala's hand
to her bosom in a sudden paroxysm of grief she ex
claimed : “ Oh, Kamala, how can it be all nothing
when I can't even tell you, my bosom friend, all that
he has said to me ? "

“ He spoke to you ?”
“ Yes !

Kamala.

He had the audacity to do so,

and in such terms, too.

Ah ! how can I tell you ?
Enough ! I shall have

Your innocence rebukes me .

nothing to say to him . It is wrong, it must be wrong.
Say you won't tell anyone .
“ No ! but why such ado ?” said Kamala .

“ If he
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is your relative you may speak to him . There is
nothing wrong.
“ Ah ! Kamala ! Do you know what he said ? It
is all due to my husband. The whole world knows
that he cares not for me, and this man took the liber

ty of speaking to me. It was a place near the temple
and he was behind a bush . Akabai was making her
poojah, and the man gave me such a shock, for he

came right up to me and thrust a letter into my
hand .

She took the letter out from her cholit and

showed it to Kamala , first looking all round to see

that no one was observing them. “ That night I
could not sleep. What could I do ? It was not my
fault. Oh, I wish I could die. How I despise myself
for all this . Don't look like that, Kamala . That

night the thonght came to me to run away with this
man as he had proposed.

He offered me his love.

How guilty I feel now when I speak . I thought
nothing of it then . I persuaded myself that it was
natural for me to feel like that, and he said so in his
letter.

But I cannot write to him. I was so ashamed

of it all in the morning and felt so angry with my

husband, who by his conduct and treatment of me
had given others a right to say such things to me.
Then the revulsion of feeling would come now and
then and I would say to myself, “ It would serve my
husband right if I ran away .' The man had appoint
ed this very spot for me to meet him, but I never

went out of the house for a whole fortnight, and one
day, Kamala, do you know, you were the means of
* The short - sleeved Jacket worn by Hindu women .
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preserving me . I saw hím accidentally alone, but I
seemed to hear your voice . I was at the place where

we generally meet when going to Kashi’s house, near
the bend of the road, and

your voice

gave me such a

start that I turned away from the man and fled, say
ing you were coming.

Who ?.Ganesh's wife ?' he

asked. By the bye, I saw Ganesh at Sai's to-day. '
This was said just to detain me. But the start your
voice gave me seemed as it were to open my eyes .

I

felt I was doing a dreadful wrong by meeting that
man there and I drew my saree over my face and
walked quickly away with my water vessel tightly
held in my hand . Akabai was just in front of me
and I joined her, but my heart beat fast all the way

and now I feel so afraid of myself, for my thoughts
wander, oh ! so much , and the words he used in his
letter tempt me in my weak moments . "

Oh, Bhagirathi ! This is dreadful. Let us burn
this letter, and come away from this place. We don't
want to see him , and don't let him again talk to you.
Why, Bhagirathi, surely some medicine has been
given to you to bewilder you . You must try mantras
And
and charms to free you from this influence.
then turning round she saw the temple of Rohini in the

distance, lit by the setting sun, and she clasped her

hands and said : “ Rohini mata ,* deliver my friend
from this evil influence and I will make prostrations
seven times seven on the great full moon day.
“ Grant this prayer , ” said Bhagirathi ," and I will
do so every month for one full year.
* Mother.

And both
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turned their faces towards the setting sun and bowed.
As they were emerging from the grove Rukhma, the
sastri's daughter, burst on them, starting them with
a wild exclamation .
find you

Here you are, I knew I should

here. Did I not say that we couldn't do

without one another ? Three is the Tirkut and now
we are four and that means devilry,” for Harni had
slipped in behind Rukhma. “ It is a bewitched

number, girls, and four would frighten anybody.
There are three apsaras,* but what are four let me
see .”

“ Stop your nonsense, you are always making up
something or other,” said Bhagirathi, shaking the
dimpled , laughing girl. “ With all your puranic read
ing in your house and your husband's coaching you

are a little stupid monkey, let me tell you , with
nothing but fun and laughter in your heart.”
Rukhma pursed her lips and tried to look very
dolorous, but changing her expression she said :
6 You need not think so now.

There is something

that I have got in my head that is really solid, for I
have been thinking what is to be done . It is really
getting unbearable, the way in which Harni's mother
in - law is going on . The poor girl has not been out
to -day, and I have just now brought her from her
grumbling reluctant mother- in -law .”

The four girls formed a pretty contrast as they
stood in the glow of the setting sun, the darkening
grove behind them and the shining river flowing close

by . Rukhma with her fat brown face, all dimples
* An imaginary being, a fairy.

104

KAMALA .

[ch. x.

and laughter, her eyes sparkling with fun, standing
in the centre, the tall stately Bhagirathi in front, one
hand resting on Kamala's shoulder and Kamala her

self leaning on a stump of a tree close by, her soft
fair face, looking softer and fairer in the evening light,

and her dark dreamy eyes looking eagerly and wist
fully now into one face, now into another, and Harni

with her slight figure, her babyish face, sad and down
cast, nestling by the side of Rukhma and holding one
of her hands—the four formed a pretty picture.

Rukhma was the only girl, besides Kashi, of Kama
la's friends, who had a happy home, and she had
a joyous buoyancy of manner.

She could always

twist a tale so as to make it ridiculous and excite

laughter, and she herself was wont to indulge in a

ringing laugh which was most contagious. “ Come, ”
she said, “ mother -in -law is bad, that is a fact. What
is to be done ? Let us not make wry faces but put on

a bold front - why can't we cheat Harni's mother-in
law and frighten her into good humour ? I have a plan
in view, if only you girls will listen to it. I can suggest
a remedy for all your troubles, but we will take Harni's
case first.

The cranky old woman deserves it too ! ”

Here Rukhma laughed loudly and added : “ Oh, how I
should like to see her thoroughly frightened and cowed
down. She is so superstitious , too . "
“ But what is all this about, you mischiefmonger ?”
asked Bhagirathi.
“ Wait ! wait,” said Rukhma, “ Hear me . We shall
represent three apsaras* or witches or devils or what
* An imaginary being, a fairy .
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ever else you may call them -- hair down, faces whiten

ed, eyes flaming, dresses long with black stripes all
over .

The men will be away to-morrow till very late

on account of the great fireworks tamasha.* The back
door of my house opens right by the side of Harni's

yard, and we will pounce on the old woman as she
comes out into the yard before retiring to bed, and if

we will frighten her more and escape.
We will say : ' We are the three sisters of pestilence

she screams

and we have come from the gods. We have witnessed

the mental anguish' and the vanvasant of the poor
suffering daughter-in-law and we will be revenged on
her ; and I will have my hair whitened to represent

the eldest and most dreaded sister of cholera. I will
wave my broomstick and my wionowing fan in her
face, while you will merely point towards her and stay
in the background and imitate the screeching of the

owl just as I utter the words, ' I will be revenged.'
Then you will slowly step back and disappear in the
shadows and run home as fast as you can while I shall
glide back waving my broomstick all the time.

Let

Harni go and sleep in her own place ; so that when
the old woman comes into the house gasping and
frightened to death she may be ready there to sym

pathize with her. How I should like to see the old
At this she laughed another twittering
laugh and said : “ Come, girls, don't you see the fun ?
Why do you demur ?"
crone then .'

“ The fun we see ," said Bhagirathi, “ but who is to

bear the beating afterwards ? We are sure to be
discovered .”
* Entertainment.

Fasting
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Beating ! Pha ! who will find us out ? It will be
such a lesson to the old tyrant who is sure to tell
others of the visitation, and then the confidential
whispers that will follow - Ha ! Ha ! Ha !-- and the

women gathering mysteriously around her, and the
shaking of their wise heads I see it all before me.
Won't there be fun ? Harni will at least be free for a

I tell you .”
“ Oh, no ! ” exclaimed Harni, who was listening with
a solemn face and dilated eyes. “ They are sure to
put the blame of the whole visitation on me and my

full year,

poor husband.” Hereupon the three girls shook the
poor frightened Harni and laughed loudly . Thus
ended in smoke Rukhma's wild plan.

CHAPTER XI .
T was

a garden house in Sivagunga that was

rented by Kashi's father for the occasion of
Gungi's wedding. A party was given by the shastri
in honour of his daughter's marriage, and women
celebrated for their singing were specially invited to
it from Rampur and other places . A large number

of people were invited to this singing party without
reference to caste or creed, and among those present
was Sai .

It was midnight and the moon was full . The
shadows waved ominously under the mango trees in

the garden . A woman was seen in the midst of the
flitting lights and shadows sitting on a large stone

and talking eagerly to a man who stood by her. From
the house came the hubbub of many voices.

The

cymbals were sounding, but above all was heard the

high trilling melody of a female voice accompanied
Well, this is a good opportunity for
us to meet ” -it was Ramabai's husband who was speak

on the veena . *

ing to Sai in the garden- " the gods are more favour
able now. How did your visit to Ganesh end that

day ? I knew that the house would be full of people
and that few would know who came and who went

away. Hence it was I sent you to Ganesh that day.”
She was about to interrupt him, but he stopped her,

saying, “ Wait ! Wait ! Let me be open with you .
* A Hindu musical instrument.
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I meant this visit of yours to have a double effect :
that Kamala should see you with her husband acci
dentally and that her jealousy should be aroused. I
told him that all women are of a low, jealous nature,

at which he was very indignant. It is so provoking
the stupid way he treats her, as if there were nobody
else that could compare with her in beauty and other
qualities.

I also want Kamala to know what she has

to fear in you.” It was with difficulty he stopped Sai
from interrupting him, and now she exclaimed with
considerable irritation, “ She fear me ? why, she
looked at me as if the very sight of me were pollution.
The impertinent hussy ! and the look of triumph that
she cast on me when she said, ' Ganesh is not here !

He is yone for a couple of days,' as much as to say
that he could not be aware of my coming there and
that there could be no engagement between us.

I

felt-well I won't say what I felt. I should like to
see that man at my feet just to revenge myself on
her, though I did not like your sending me there
without knowing his whereabouts. She put on the
air of a princess , the penniless brat, as she pointed to
her husband's room, and walked straight through the

hall not deigning to look back on me.
66

Well, never mind ,” said Ramabai's husband ,
laughing “ I am glad you saw her, and that you

dislike her, " and then followed a whispered conversa
tion between the two, after which Sai burst out
laughing, and said : “ Oh ! I see you want Ganesh

to marry that rich and highly connected girl in
Rampur and want to use me as a tool to drive away
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Kamala. But the plan you mention won't do. Merely
maligning her character when she goes off in a huff
to her father's house won't keep her away for ever.

Of course people may believe that a sanyasi's daughter
cannot be trusted, as the wandering, restless element
is in her blood, and may not be surprised to learn
that she had proved a failure. Kamala is herself
proud enough to keep away from her husband's house
when she hears such things spoken of her, but
Ganesh won't be satisfied . However, I know of some
thing else, which if true, will serve your purpose
better, but of that I shall tell you afterwards."

Portions of this conversation were being listened to
from a window overlooking the garden, for Sai was
an interesting personage to many women , and her
movements were carefully watched.
Some weeks after Gungi's marriage Kamala had

the pleasure of seeing Kashi in her own house. There
was a ceremony in the house and the shastri's wife

was asked to bring Kamala with her.

The two girls

had not met for a long time, and they rejoiced to see
each other. At the first opportunity they could get
they went hand in hand into the backyard for a long
chat. It was evening and the dewy atmosphere was
laden with the scent of the mogra and champa flowers.
Many a thing had happened in Kamala's house since
the two friends last met.

Kashi had heard of gay

doings and was anxious to know everything. Kamala,
after telling her all she could about Gungi’s marriage,
had to answer a number of questions relating to her

husband, which she did shyly, hiding her face on
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Oh, he is so good , ” said Kamala,

“ but so many things have happened lately that I am
afraid , Kashi, that he may change. He is all that I
can wish when he is alone with me, but somehow I

feel that he despises me when others are present. He
is not his usual self then. He has now almost given
up teaching me and lately-Oh, I don't know how to

tell it to you-I have been

so troubled ."

Here

Kamala paused, and then, seeing the eager look in
Kashi's eyes, tried to explain all . “ You know ," she
began again, “ that Gungi's wedding took place a
week ago .

Some days before the event active pre

parations were being made for the marriage. The
house your

father lent was full of guests and we had

to find accommodation for some of them in sheds

erected in the garden. Many people were coming and
going, and one day whom should I see coming straight
towards our room, but a woman whose name I after
wards learned was Sai.”

“ Sai Zadhovini ? ” said Kashi in astonishment.
“ Yes ! I did not know then who she was. I took

her for one of the guests or visitors. The bold woman
only laughed in my face at my confusion and asked
me where my husbard was . I was surprised at
this question, but further on when she spoke to me
my heart sank within me.

She looked so beautiful

and bewitching. What could she want with my hus
band, I thought to myself ? But one thing, Kashi ,
made me almost leap with joy. She knew not my hus

band's movements . So it was not by appointment
that she had come, and I could not help giving ex

CH. XI. ]

111

A STORY OF HINDU LIFE .

pression to my feelings.

To me the very sight of her
was pollution, and I turned to go away. But oh,

Kashi, her parting look sent a throb of fear through me .
It seemed to convey a threat, and this is what disturbs
me most now .

I care not how much persecution

undergo at home .

The people are after all my hus

band's own people and they are good to him though
they may hate me. But ah ! I shudder at the thought
of this woman . Do you think, Kashi, that she will

come between him and me ? At times this thought
does not distract me and I try to feel resigned, but to

lose a friend, the only one in my husband's home, the
thought of this is sometimes unbearable.

At the same

time, Kashi, when my husband appears cold and does
not keep his word to me, I feel the old indifference to
all my surroundings come over me .

I work, work ,

work, to drown all thought, and the hardest and the
worst kind of work is to me the most welcome.

Tell

me, Kashi, what I ought to do .” Kamala held her
friend's hands tight as if in an iron grasp and burst
into tears, adding : “ Oh ! I wish I could stay with
you always."
Kashi put her hand round Kamala and pressed her
towards herself and said after a long silence : " Oh ,
Kamala, I know Sai, but who could have sent her to
your husband ? Be sure that somebody is trying to
ruin lyou, my lotus flower. Be careful. The gods
alone can protect you .

Kamala was startled by Kashi's words. " Do you
think that somebody did really send her to him ?" she
asked .
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“ Sure as anything, ” said Kashi . “ She is a
dangerous woman .

She has the wiles of the devil and

is very influential, though she is not so degraded as
the ordinary sort of women of her kind, and that is
why I am so afraid of her. Did your mother-in-law
see her ? Did she stay in the house ?” Kamala
shook her head and said she did not know, for many

pandals had been erected in the garden to accommo
date guests.

Just then Bhagirathi, who had overheard the latter
part of the conversation, joined them , and all three
walked towards the river.
“ But who is this Sai ? Who could have sent her

to my husband ? ” asked Kamala again , dreamily
looking over the long line of trees by the side of the
river .

“ Who else could have sent her to your husband

but your husband's people ? ” said Bhagirathi vehe
mently . “ It is they that work all the harm for us .
O Kamala, there are many things that we could tell,
but our mouths are shut . They think that we can
not feel . They benumb us by giving us work that takes
the strength out of us. We get disgusted with life .
The daily drudgery, the murmuring and grumbling

leave nothing behind that we can desire , but we are
thankful for even a little sunshine such as this — this

liberty to see our friends and take a walk outside our
prisons.”

Bhagirathi was a tall girl with an oval face of a
soft subdued bronze-like colour, to which the light

of her flushing dark eyes gave a lovely glow . Her
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figure was slim and she tossed her head and turned

about with scornful gestures. Yet so graceful were
her movements that one would have thought that she

was the queen of some unknown gypsy realm come
Her lan

to take vengeance on those around her.

guage was always vehement, and , poor girl, she had
reason to be bitter. How much reason, others could
scarcely understand. Her girl friends knew and
sympathised with her, impetuous and fiery as she was,
and there never was a friend more sincere than she.

She would have given her life, if need be, for those who
were kind to her. Both Kashi and Kamala listened to

Bhagirathi's words calmly . The girls were nearing the
river on the banks of which just in front of them were

temples and groves and beyond a huge vast plain.
“ Hush ! we must not talk here," said Bhagirathi, and
changed the conversation abruptly. “ There, do you see
those groves ? The priests live there, and there is the
temple opposite. Come, let us lay our flowers before

the goddess Rohini Mata, she knows everything, the
black and the white, she sees all.

Wherever there

is a ditch the water will stand. Why need we talk ?
My mind is clear as the rocky pool, you can see for
yourself. I keep no grudge, though I speak harshly
and fly into a temper.”

“ But really, Bhagirathi, did you hear anything ?”
asked Kamala .

“ Did I hear ? Who brings trouble and discontent
into a family, if it is not the mother-in-law ?

Did not

mine do the same for a long time, till my husband got
quite disgusted with me and took to somebody else.
8
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I cannot be

touched or spoken to. I fly at them, why ? because
my heart is so sore. It burns and burns. What is the

use of wealth and plenty ? My mother-in-law looks
at me with a smile of triumph as if to say ' Look ,
oh ! you self-willed creature. See what your conduct
has brought you to. What was the use of your
struggling for independence ? You have got it now ,
but why do you writhe with pain and fly into a rage
when spoken to ?!” These words Bhagirathi uttered
with considerable vehemence, but afterwards turning
to Kamala she said softly : “ One thing, Kamala, I
warn you against.
band .

Be careful about Ramabai's hus

I was anxious to see Sai and watched her

through the window on the day of the singing party ,
and heard Ramabai's husband say something to Sai
which appeared suspicious, for I heard your name
pronounced now and then in some sentences which I
could not understand. But come, girls, there is the

goddess Rohini. It is getting dark, the bells are
ringing. The priests are out with their censers and
the lights are lit. Come, let us walk by the side of the
road. Don't fall in the way of the advancing gods.
You know it is just the time when they take their
evening walks.”
Boom ! Boom ! the sounds come from the temple.

The Mata has left the temple. The bells ring loudly.
People from all parts are hastening to the temple,
some with brass plates full of flowers, others with
offerings of different things to be laid before the god

dess. At a certain place in front of the temple they
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bow, a change in the music intimates to them that the

goddess is standing at the doorway, and they murmur
their petitions to her and prostrate themselves nine
times, and then, advancing, take the holy ashes, the
basil leaves, and go round the temple three times before

leaving the place . Not a word is uttered by the people
during the poojah. Fear and trembling fill their hearts.
Some break cocoanuts, some burn camphor for sick
people, and some count beads for merit. In the dark
groves near by are seen the hideous figures of the

bhairagis and priests, huge, big-built men with coarse
features begrimed with ashes. The girls clasp each
other's hands as they behold these men, who stare at
them with a coarse, rude stare.
66

" Oh, Kashi,” said Kamala, “ I feel so afraid of
One comes to beg food, and when I give

these men .

him anything he offers a blessing, but he does look so
dreadful. ”

They have a power in their eyes, it is said ,”
remarked Kashi .

“ Have you heard of people follow

ing them and being entirely at their mercy ? They
can do anything they wish , it seems. "

“ Oh, how dreadful,” said Kamala. " How I
dislike the priest that comes to our house. He has
always something to say about me, and I try to hide
myself from him, but he finds me out. Something
or other is needed for the poojah, and I have to take
it to him and he watches me so minutely that I feel

frightened . Do you think he knows I dislike him ?”
“ They know everything," said Bhagirathi. “ Their

gods tell them everything while they are in a trance,

116

KAMALA.

[CH . XI.

and they have even power over the gods. Some of the
bad ones go even so far as to order their gods. They
get so skilful in their mantras and so powerful. The
poojaree of this temple before the present one was a
most wicked person. Have you heard how he died ?
Well, our goddess Rohini is a good married woman .

You know the story of how she preserved our city
from being washed away . When the floods came in
the night and the bunds were in danger, it was she
who went to the mamlatdar, roused him from sleep,
and told him to bring his workmen . And when he
demurred and said : Oh ! it is impossible to secure

the bunds in one night,' she frowned on him and said :
Come, as many of you as can, and each one bring a
spadeful of sand. I will see to the rest. Do you
6

know who I am ? That night they worked as they
never did before, and the city was saved. Well,
Rohini is a virtuous woman and used to be very
indignant at the liberties this priest took with her.

Once at midnight, the time when she generally went
out on her rounds to watch the city, this man came

swinging along under the influence of bhang. She
had just left the temple and was in the yard, but he
did not notice her and walked right in and called out
loudly : ' Halloa ! wench, come out . This was very
rude, for the term used could only apply to a concu
bine or a dancing girl. The goddess heard it and
turned round in a rage. She was free in the air and

no more under his power, and she gave him such a
slap on the back that he fell down, spat blood, and
died. There is no trifling with her. She requires
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clean men with good hearts, not those that stare at
women and use bad words. Her virtue is very great.

By the power of it she goes dry over waters and
floods, and that is why women sing to her when grind
ing the corn :
• The front springs dry
And the back springs gush out
At the feet of Rohini,
Our lovely Rohini,

The Rohini who presides
Over the banks of the river.' '

Kamala in her turn approached the temple with her
heart full of misgivings. She had an indescribable
yearning to pour out her mind to the great and good
goddess, Rohini. She prostrated herself in front of
the temple. Her prayer was the dumb cry of the
heart for a God to rule where no order appeared to

exist, and to give strength and support in the midst
of struggle and strife. A blind fate, Vithi, appeared
to direct all. “ O God , ” exclaimed Kamala , as she
prostrated herself before the hideous images, and the
wind moaned in the trees and seemed to prolong the

sorrowful note, “ O God, if thou art present here” -and
a shudder came over her as she thought of the evils that
were being planned and that loomed before her. But
with this came a more consoling thought. As she
dreamily looked at the long stretch of road that led to

her home, the mound by its side, and the curve at the
far end, she seemed to feel that her God was not far
off, and that He was able to help her. Her heart rose

as she looked over all and unconsciously added : “ Yes,
Thou art here .

Thou knowest me.

Thou hast made
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me and lookest on all. Thou seest the wicked and the

good. The vile plots of the wicked thwart. Rescue
my husband and me.

The false is around me every

where. I invoke thy aid and supplicate thy help .”
The winds roared and rushed

and the trees shook

ominously. It was to her an awful moment. She
thought that her prayer perhaps was too daring and
that the god was walking in the twilight in the unseen
elements. Perhaps he was approaching her. She fell
on her face once more .

The loud mournful sound of

the roaring, rushing wind passed away and there
was a hush . Would anything happen to her for her
daring ? Would the deity before her get angry and

strike her dead ? Her hands were clasped in prayer
and her mind was concentrated to the uttermost .
Just then the voice of her husband fell on her ears,

but when she lifted her head she saw another face
which gave her a dreadful start.

Her husband was

by her side and was telling her something, but she
could not catch the meaning of the words, for the eyes
of the other man had transfixed her. “ That man ! oh ,

that man ! why does he come ?” and she pressed her
heart as she walked by the side of her husband. The
person in front was no other than the young physician
who had cured her, and whom she had met under

strange circumstances at Dudhasthal. The gaze was
unmistakable and she wondered at its power. But her
husband led her to Kashi, saying, “ Be prepared to go
soon to your father."

Then Kamala awoke as it were

from a dream and asked , “ Why ? What ??”" Her hus
band smiled, and looking into her confused face, ask
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ed her if she was bewitched in the holy grove, and
said : "Have you not heard what I have been saying
to you all this time ? Your father wants you . He is ill .
Come home at once and prepare to go.”
Ganesh's nature was hard to comprehend . He had
many good impulses but he was indolent, and there

was a selfish element in his character . Everything
was subservient to his pleasure, and it is no wonder
that he regarded Kamala as a sort of a chattel made to

give him pleasure and minister to his wants. He
seemed not to be aware of any pain that he caused
by his coldness and indifference towards her. She
was his wife, his property, and he felt that there was
no need for him to exert himself to draw her nearer to
himself.

He did not trouble in the least as to what

she was doing so long as his own hours were spent in

pleasure. He was intensely kind to her when he was
with her, for it gave him pleasure to be kind and to
see the beaming look of gratitude in her face.

He

was a man who could not bear to see outward signs of
pain or sorrow, and he tried to shirk displeasing duties
just to avoid the pain and trouble of them . Intelligent

conversation gave him pleasure and his mother's com
pany satisfied his vanity, for he was the pet son .
Ramabai's husband, who had studied Ganesh's charac

ter very carefully, tried his best to bring Sai more
and more in contact with him. There was a charm
in Sai's company . Her intelligent repartee, her

jovial, humorous way of taking off people, her wide
knowledge of the world , and her scathing ridicule of
those who did not fall in with her way of thinking ,
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could not but attract Ganesh towards her. Kamala
did not realize the weak side of her husband's character .

She was herself a sensitive, high-souled girl, and she
only looked at the bright side of those around her.
Her own heart was quite unselfish, and entirely de
voted to those for whom sbe felt any regard. Latter
ly Ganesh felt a certain constraint in Kamala's pre
sence, for he could not always manufacture excuses for

not keeping his many promises to teach her. He felt
rebuked at the sight of the light which leapt in

Kamala's eyes and the flash of pleasure on her face at
his approach ; and he was conscious that her nature
was higher than his own and felt uncomfortable.

He

was even angry with himself for having at first made
such determined efforts to teach her, and for having
led her to expect so much notice and attention from
him .

CHAPTER XII .

AI'S coming was a great diversion. She was seen
everywhere and continually spoken of by the
young men of his company. They congratulated him
on the notice she took of him in public, and he was

very much pleased. Poor Kamala felt very much
disturbed in her mind as her acquaintances spoke to

her of having seen her husband in Sai's company, and
the news of her father's illness caused her additional
anxiety of another kind. Now she feared for Ganesh
and now for her father and her mind was distracted.

“ If anything happen to my husband ,” she said to her
self after a great deal of thought, “ it won't be through

any fault of mine. If he commits any mistakes or
comes under this woman's power what can I do ? The
threads of destiny are taken out of my hands by a
Higher power. My father requires me. Yet some
thing tells me I am needed by my husband too ." In
her difficulty she muttered some kind of prayer to the
temple gods, though she felt that it was of little use.

In her concern for her husband she had sought to re
press her affection for her father, but having learned
of his illness she could restrain it no longer, and cast

ing herself down on the ground she wept, crying,
“ O my father, my father . I am here and who is there

to help you ?”

The thought that perhaps he would

die before she could see him made her intensely miser
able, and she could not sleep the whole night.
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Next morning she had to go with her mother-in-law
to her mountain home which she had not seen for so

long a time. Ganesh was up early. He had slept
soundly , little thinking of Kamala's troubles, but when

he saw her red swollen eyes and downcast face and
her vain attempts to quiet herself by bustling about,
his conscience smote him .

She was constantly going

to the outer door and back, restlessly waiting for her
mother -in -law to come out of her room .

Ganesh saw

all this and could not help going near her and saying
to her : “ Don't cry.” She drew back at these words,
for the tears began to gush from her eyes and she
went to a side room to hide them . Ganesh followed,
and lifted her drooping covered face, saying : “ No !
No ! Kamala . Don't go on like that.” Something like
pity filled his heart and the thought of his neglect of
her all these days flashed across his mind . It was
somehow painfully mingled with fear at her going
away .

A vague feeling as if he would lose her came

over him . But he shook away the thought and laugh
ed uneasily and said : “Kamala, you are a little baby
to cry so .

Your father is not so bad .

I made special

inquiries of Ramachunder Rao yesterday , and he said
that your father was only pining to see you . No
wonder ! He has not seen you for so long .” Then,
hearing voices near , he hastily drew away his hand
and said in a whisper : “ I shall come to see you soon,
and now go.”

Kamala's thoughts on the way were fixed on the

home far in front of her on the top of the distant hill.
Her head was reeling, and a feeling of unreality
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came over her. She passed the bazaar street at the
other end of the town -- the street that she had so

often crossed with her father in those bygone days
when she was carried on his back, and she felt a chok
ing in her throat at the thought of those visits. Ah !

where was the caressiog hand, the dear voice calling
her to go to sleep and not to mind anything ? The rice
fields waved as of old, dimpling with every breath of

wind, and she remembered her old joy when she and
her father waded through them ; and she looked up

wondering whether the sunlight was still there and the
wind, her old play fellow : and she saw the morning
rays struggling with the soft mist under the trees and
lighting up the shining leaves and the dew-laden tops
of the trees.

Then she thought of the long years that

had passed since she was last there and the change
that had come on her, and she exclaimed to herself :

.“ Oh, where are all the old joys ? Will they never
come back to me any more ?” and she shuddered at
the thought. Nearer the hill Kamala's mother -in -law
told her to run on, for she had been so eager to go
forward.

On the hill Kamala saw her old friend

Yeshi approaching. Her heart stood still. “ Yeshi, ”
she said, and realized for the first time the great change

that had come over her, for Yeshi held a child in her
arms.

But there was no time for words .

Blame not

the girl because she stumbled into Yeshi's arms- her
own beloved Yeshi — and cried .

There was no room

for the pride of caste, for the touch -me-not feelings of
the Brahman all vanished before the gush of her old
affection .

Yeshi held her

mistress in her

arms,
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delighted, surprised, and was almost lost for joy.
“ Kamalabai, how changed you are !" she said .

“How is my father ?” asked Kamala, eagerly.
“ Your father was very ill, but he is better.

Don't

be anxious . I have been looking out for you . ” And
they both went up hand in hand to the old home,
Kamala stumbling at every stone and ready to fall.
Eagerly entering the hut she fell on her father's
bed : “ Father ! father ! Oh, how I have longed to see

you.” The suppressed feelings of years gave way, and
sobs—heavy deep sobs-came from her.
“Kamala ! Kamala dear ! let me see you ,” said the
feeble old man, as he raised her head and kissed her..

The sobs were hushed, and a great peacefulness stole
over her as if she had found her haven of rest at last..

She did not ask him any questions.

She gave him

one inquiring look and laid her head on his bosom
while he held her tight, looking into her eyes and

caressing her. Thus she lay when her mother -in -law
entered the room, but shemoved not. “ What, Kamala ?”
said the old dame, and then seeing that she did not
move asked : “ Is the girl sleeping ?”

“ No ! let her be thus," said the old sanyasi, in his
feeble voice. “ It is a great thing for me to have her
near .
In her childhood we were never separated.”
Meanwhile Kamala sank

motionless from

sheer

exhaustion, and she was allowed to remain beside her
father.
*

*

*

It was a dark, primeval forest. The deep, solemn
stillness was broken only by the constant falling of
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dead leaves, which, collected in heaps below, lay in
some places to a depth of three or four feet. The leaves

one by one rustled and fell with a perceptible thud
through the length and breadth of the forest. The
huge gigantic trees, covered with creepers, met over
head, their branches intertwining and forming a huge

canopy, beneath which the sunlight rarely penetrated,
the light of day paling into a soft greyish blue twilight.
The forest lay on a high plateau among weird, bleak
hills, which were unattractive even to birds and beasts .
When the mists came curling up from the valleys or

descended from the hills they wrapped the forest in
their soft white fleecy arms and settled on the tree
tops, giving to the whole scene a dim shadowy appear
ance, as if it was a phantom forest waving in cloudland
far far away . But when the cold winds rushed from
the hill-tops they roared and crashed through the
branches, and the noise of the awakened forest re

sembled that of the ocean when in its fury it breaks
on some rock-bound coast .

Such was the forest of Panabaras, the abode of the
far -famed sage, Aranyadaya, who was learned in all
the old Vedic and Puranic lore, and who was regarded
by people, who had heard of his fame but had not seen

him, as possessing the key to the healing art. The
sage loved to have his abode here where he could
gather rare herbs and enjoy the sanctity of seclusion .

He had devoted his whole life to study and meditation
and only a favoured few had the privilege of his per
sonal acquaintance. Among these were Narayen, the
saniyasi, and the young physician, Ramchander.
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The Rishi was seated on a mat under a huge tree a

little away from his solitary hut and Ramchander was
by his side. After some moments of silence he called
out softly : " Ramchander !”

“ Guru Raj ! ” said the young man, reverently ,
“ Speak, I am listening."
“ My days are nearly over, Ramchander, though it
seems as if my friend Narayen will go before me.

Have you grasped everything I have told you ? Do
you think you will be able to keep the torch of know
ledge burning when we are gone ? ”
“ I will try, my master, ignorant and unlearned as I
am .” Saying this, Ramchander, the young disciple,
approached the sage so as to listen further to his in
structions ; but the mood for talking had passed away
and the old man seemed absent.

After some time

Ramchander said : “ I have bad news to tell you . "

But even this did not seem to have any effect on the
old man .

Then after a further interval Ramchander

continued : " I have read all the Charmapatrikas
(parchments) you asked me to read. I have found the
serpentine root that is so rare. I have found it in the

cliffs youder, a solitary clinging herb. The plates, plat
ters and powders are ready . ”

But all this was said in

vain , for the great rishi was lost in thought. Nothing
could awaken him from his dreamy reverie. He was
evidently deep in thought, and he rose and walked as
a blind man would, feeling for the trunks of trees and

looking intently on the ground, as if trying to catch
sounds unheard by other ears . The young man
waited, for he knew his master's moods.
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At last the sage turned sharply and grasping Ram
chander's arm shook him in excitement and said in a

hoarse whisper : “ I have been hearing the sound of
waters. There is a spring hidden here somewhere
and I have been calling to mind the pages in the
sacred book that refer to this spring. It is the famous
spring of Ashtarini that we read of in the old books.
Haste, search for it, lest I lose the sound again. Go

straight on and turn to the left . There you will see a
rock . Near by must be the rude image of Vanadeva
covered over all these years with dead leaves

Feel

with this stick ; close to the image must be the medici
nal spring whose waters give health and life. It bub
bles up and you must be careful to open its mouth
and let the waters run out . Haste ! something tells

me that my friend Narayen sorely needs our aid . ”
“ Yes, I came to tell you that he was lying in a deep
faint."

“ Well, be quick ! Fetch the water and we shall go in . "
Ramachander did as he was told .

bubbling spring.

He found the

Then he and the old sage went to

their primitive hut of leaves where they found
Narayen lying on a mat.

The music of the forest

was heard around the hut in all its grandeur, but
Narayen seemed to be unconscious of it. The rishi

approached, felt his pluse, and waking him made
him drink some water from the famous spring.
“ You have sacrificed much, my friend, to gain

knowledge and its power," said the rishi to Narayen,
“ and now you must not despair. What are your
wishes ? "
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“ My wishes ? ” said Narayen , in a soft whisper ;
So I have only one . I wish to pass away quietly in

this great temple of leaves but my heart longs to see
my girl. Then I should like to die peacefully.”
“ But, father,” said Ramchander, “ it is not possible
to bring her here .

Let me take

you back to your old

home in Anjinighur. You must not despair, you have
drunk of the waters of healing and you shall not die
yet. ”

Thus was Narayen , the saniyasi, brought over to
Anjinighur, where his old home was, and Kamala
was sent for. Since Kamala's marriage the old man
had led a solitary life He was absorbed chiefly in
abstract thought. His mind was puzzled over many
things. He felt the unreality of everything that

appealed to the senses. All things were changing and
yet there remained something eternal and unchange
able and that was God . But what was the sensible
material universe ? Was it an emblem of the deity ?

If so how could it partake of the nature of the change

able ? Or was it a part of the deity ? What were the
Shastras for :—the endless ritual and symbol worship
contained in them, if God was everywhere and in

everything ? Surely in human beings He was mani
fest. Such were some of the saniyasi's thoughts. He
felt that he had no scope for such speculations except
in solitude, apart from the world . There alone the
highest emotions of his soul were called forth, there
he felt the greatest exaltation of spirit, and there
he heard the voice of God speaking to his soul direct.

His one object was to become absorbed in the deity
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and to become one with Him, and for this he found

it necessary to suppress all the passions of the
senses .

He was very fond of the company of his

rishi friend, Aranyadaya, and when any thought
troubled him he went to the old sage for advice and

counsel. Often Narayen would emerge from his soli
tude inspired with a mission and with enthusiasm ex
pound to the people the real meaning of the Shastras.
He would grow so eloquent and yet remain so practical
in his eloquence that people wondered at the great
knowledge of the world and of mankind that he

possessed.
It is your old religion, he would say, the religion
of your ancient rishis and sages. Leave it not, change
it not for any other. God is God under whatever
name you worship Him . You take His different attri
butes and erect temples as symbols of these different

attributes and worship them separately. That is well ;
but He is not in the hills nor in the green waving
trees, and yet He is there and everywhere. You hear

His voice but you cannot see Him. He is a part of
everything you see. Now He is chaste Rohini ; now
the protecting Bhagvani ; now the guardian deity that
sustains you. To the wicked He is a fierce demon, till
proper propitiation is made in the way of sacrifices
and the passions are subdued ; but to higher natures
is given the privilege of being absorbed in the deity.
Do not care for pleasures, for pleasures are a delusion.
Work out your salvation by deeds of merit and acts

of charity. Thus Narayen would discourse, argue ,
and talk, now sitting on the steps of a temple, now on
9
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a river ghaut, and now in the grove of the shastris ;
and he was known and reverenced by all .
The intense love of the Indian for a life of solitude

and meditation has been a puzzle to foreigners, who

forget that a keen sensibility is one of the marked
characteristics of the Hindu mind.

The Hindu is sub

ject to moments of depression and exaltation of spirits,
and is deeply affected by intense spiritual cravings
which are generally alien to men of other climes .

He

loves meditation because he finds a deep pleasure in
it, and he hugs to himself the new found joys of the
intellect, and would sacrifice anything to satisfy the

longings of an awakened soul . He leaves the world
and the petty worries of life because they come be
tween him and his life of meditation, and he resorts to

places where he can be free and enjoy to his heart's
content the pleasures of the soul in the contempla
tion of all that is good and beautiful. He does not
find it dull to live alone, for he enjoys pleasures of

which men sensually inclined know nothing. His wants
are few and easily satisfied, and his love of all that
is beautiful in nature is great. The wind blows a
cool, refreshing breeze and he experiences the keenest
pleasure from it. The clouds form on the hills, arrayed
in gorgeous colours, and he looks at them, at the gaily
decked flowers, at the milky cascades, at the warbling

brooks, and at the merry birds, and feels he has
companions in them all . The mountain goats, the
cows and their calves, and the very crows gather
round the recluse and in numerous delightful trusting
ways proclaim him their friend ; and they weary
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He leaves them when

he chooses, changes his abode, or goes on a pilgrimage
to sacred spots, always returning to his solitude when
he is inclined. Others know nothing of the luxury of
such a life .

CHAPTER XIII.

HEN Narayen was brought to Anjinighur, Ram
chander

hastened to take the

message

to

Kamala's husband and returned immediately. He was
in the hut when Kamala entered, for he had nursed
Narayen through the night. But Kamala saw him not,

and as soon as she entered, Ramchander left the place .
He stayed in the temple precincts that day, but he
was unable to stay longer at Anjinighur, as important

messages had come for him and for Narayen, asking
them to go at once to Sinhagud, and Narayen urged
Ramchander to go and not to mind him. The young

man had to pass over the ghauts through one of the
important passes to get to Sinhagud where his mother

was lying dangerously ill.
It was

a weird mountain scene that he witnessed

. as the path led him down through rugged ravines on
the side of a precipitous hill. Lower down, the tan
gled branches met overhead and huge rocks stood per

pendicularly on each side . Streams gushed forth at
various points, their noise filling the whole valley.
Ramchander, who was on horseback, went slowly, the

sure-footed animal guiding him cautiously over rocks
and stones . The mid-day heat was great, and once
an uncanny sensation crept over him as he thought
he saw, in a dark grove close by, a hideous red image

of Kali, and two eyes, bright like living coals, peer
ing at him from behind. But the feeling vanished as
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he left the spot. The animal stopped to drink by the
way, and Ramchander looked around when he reach
ed the deep valley.

It was a scene of great beauty .

Huge tree ferns, hill plantains, and rushing brooks

appeared on all sides, and light-leaved trees shed
their yellow bloom on all.

“ Oh ! who would think

that this place, where everything looks so lovely, is
the dreaded Sadashiva Dholl, in which robberies and
murders have been committed ?
tales. ”

The stones tell no

So thought Ramchander as he looked around .

A huge mountain now

rose

on either side ,

and

a ledge of rock projected from one of them right
“ What a nice place to sit and dream.
Yes, it has all been dreaming with me. I could

overhead.

never go through the devotions like the others.
The lovely light on the hills, the birds, the gurgling
rills all have distracted my attention, and when the
clouds have come rolling down like feathery fleeces,

covering all up in their soft white arms I have walked
up the mountain heights to see the effect on the valley

below ; and the flashing lightning and the rolling
thunder have made me dance with joy. In my exulta
tion I have cried to God

the great God-and my

utmost soul I have poured forth in His praise .” With

such thoughts in his mind Ramchander passed through
the narrow defile and entered a broad smiling valley ;
and as the mountains receded, his horse gave a neigh

of pleasure. Just then a figure on horseback emerged
from the hills, and it came alongside of him from be
hind. It made him start, but when he found that the
rider was a woman he smiled at his fears.

The woman
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was sitting astride a small pony . She was small built,
thin and wiry, and wonderfully bright in appearance .
Her dark eyes sparkled with intelligence and her
small oval face was eagerly turned towards the passer.
There was a grace and tact in her movements as she
directed her pony over rough stones and steep places.
She had not what one would call a fair colour, but she
looked striking in her purple, heavy-laced saree and
light brown complexion .
“ We are well out of it, are we not ? " she said,

coming along-side of Ramchander.

But he said not

a word, only gave her a look. “ My attendants are be
hind and they will be breathless with running, for
they did not expect me to go so fast,” she said.

Ramchander smiled at her eagerness to make him
talk.

He had seen her before, but he feigned not to

know her and said : “ Have you far to go ? ”
“ Just to yonder village. But the sun is high and
I need not fear. You will guide me. There is another
dark pass yet to go through. I think I saw you in
Sivagunga, but you change your garb so ; nobody
can make you out.”

“ How do you know that ? ”
looking at her curiously.

asked Ramchander ,

“ Leave Sai not to know anything ."
66 And you are Sai ? "

“ Yes. Who did you think I was ? ” said she, with
a loud laugh . "Nothing is kept secret from me. I
know you better than you imagine , and you are in my
power just now , but don't fear .
those whom she likes.

Sai does no harm to
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“ And those were your Bheels that I saw watching
me yonder from over these rocks ? "

“ Hush ! don't tell anyone. I like to be
those who are my friends. "

open with

And, pray, tell me who I am ?”
“ You are Ramchander Row, the nephew of Nara

yen, the sanayasi,” she said, watching his face minute
ly. He gave a slight start, at which she laughed and
said : “ You thought you could hide that. And Kamala

bai, our great beauty, was once betrothed to you, was
she not ?”

this Ramchande
At this
Ramchanderr visibly changed.
At

He threw off his reserve and turning to her said in a
frank, jovial way : " I won't tell you how far you are
right, but we can keep secrets, can't we ? you mine
and I yours . ” “ All right,” she said, laughing, “ that
is our first compact. And now you promise to pay a
visit to our village. There is aj nice dharmashala *
where you will be comfortable, and I will see that your
men are all provided for. ”

She knew she had gained

a victory and that through Kamala.

Her woman's

instinct told her that there was more to follow ; and

hazarding a guess, she asked : “ Were you not at
Dudhasthal ?

" I may or may not have been , ” he said evasively,
but laughed as he looked into her eyes, for evidently
she was feeling his mind.

“ And you are still sweet on the girl. You have
not yet forgiven her marriage which the old dotard
her father stupidly hurried through ,” she said sarcasti
cally, glad to find confirmation now of every guess of
* A resting place for travellers .
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hers in the slight changes that she saw in his face and
behaviour.

At her last words Ramchander laughed, though she
expected him to be angry . " What a woman you
are ! ” he said , after the hearty laugh which had taken
her aback .

Don't you know when once married she

is out of one's reach ? I wish her well and not for
the whole world would I wish her happiness to be
marred. I don't like your talking in this light fashion
about another man's wife.

She knows not our rela

tionship .”
And yet she walks with you,” said Sai with a
loud laugh, meant to conceal her anxiety, for this was
a bold guess founded on the first. She fancied she
had seen Ramchander or somebody like him, from a

distance, guiding Kamala through the crowd at Dud
hasthal, and she watched him minutely now, to see
whether she was right. The words startled him not a
little and the laugh sounded coarse in Ramchander's

He felt as if he had received a rough slap,
and he bit his lips and repented of having opened his

ears .

mind and given her reason to talk so. He looked at

her absently for a minute, however, before speaking,

and said quite calmly : “ You know the whole rela
tionship now, but you are to keep it to yourself.
Kamala is quite innocent, and after her father I am
her guardian .” What Sai's long tongue would do he
knew not, and he was frightened. Never did the
little incident at Dudhasthal appear so serious in his
eyes as on that occasion .

Oh, is it so ? ” said Sai, trying to speak quite in

CH, XIII . ]

d STORY OF HINDU LIFE .

137

differently. She had seen the change and had said to
herself : “ He won't stop in my village even after my
asking him to do so, but Kamala is in my hands now.
I see my way clearly.” Then after a pause she said
Ramchander loudly, “ Come, Rao Saheb , don't

be displeased, halt in our village . I have nothing
to say against the poor dear soul, I only happen to
know some of her relations and thought I saw her at
Dudhasthal, where I went to learn some ragas, for

there were great and learned musicians expected
there, and the three great ragas (famed classical
pieces of music) were to be played, and we women
have to live by our art.

I take care to improve my .

self on all occasions . ”

Ramchander listened to Sai's humble confessions,

and was more puzzled than before. After all he
decided to stay in the village and not give offence,
for he felt he was somehow in her power,
*

*

*

Kamala's going to her father's house was the sub
ject of a great deal of gossip and speculation on the part
of her friends at Sivagunga. Four or five women
were sitting together in an inside room opening into
the inner quadrangle of Bhagirathi's house . Before
them was the betel leaf tray, which also contained the

favourite jessamine flowers woven into garlands. On
another plate were placed the sandal paste and attar
oil in silver vessels.

The women were seated on mats

and were chewing betel nut.

The widows, with their

sarees covering their shaven heads, stood near by,
some leaning on the walls and others holding on to
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half open doors. They did not do much of the talk
ing, though they smiled and now and then put in
some pithy remarks.

One old widow, however, de

manded much attention as she sat a little

away from

the others reclining on a long cushion.
· How strange , » said one of the married women ,
“ that the shastri's door is now quite shut to the street

and nobody seems to go in and out.”
" Perhaps they have all gone somewhere, ” said a
fair fat woman with her mouth full of betel nut.

" I

hate that woman Ramabai, » she said, " she was

going to Gungi's new home in Rampur, and then
afterwards to her own home.”

“ Oh how I dislike her, too,” said a dark brown

one, dressed in a handsome gold-laced cloth, lifting
her heavy bracelets up and pulling her rich gold cloth
over her shoulders with a gesture of disdain . “ She
sets herself up for a rich woman when I know she has
only two good sarees to her back ; and it is shameful

the way in which she treated that poor ignorant girl
Kamala. The servant says that the girl had not even
enough to eat, though of course she would never com
plain .”
“ The poor guileless one, " said one of the widows,
taking up the strain, “ the other day when I question
ed Kamala on the river bank she avoided me and

said, ' Oh, they are all kind, ' and when she gets a
beating I can see it by the pained look in her eyes,
and yet she would say it was all her fault, that she
did not know her work .

“ Not know her work ?"

said the woman near the
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cushion, who was Bhagirathi's mother - in - law . “ She
works like a bullock , I have been told .

I wish I had

a daughter - in -law like that, instead of the firebrand
that I possess.

“ Why ? Did you hear of Ganeshpunt ?” said a
married woman rather abruptly . “ I hear that he is

more and more to be seen in Sai's quarter. ”
“ It is a shame, ” said an old lady who was distribut

ing the betel leaves and flowers, and who was no other
than Rukhma's mother-in-law .

I hear it is all their

doing, getting the woman to come to their parties and

even planning the meetings. People have eyes as
well as ears. Poor Kamala ! She is away now ; and
it is a good thing for her too. She will have to bend
her neck and toil more and more hereafter in her
father - in - law's house . I don't think her husband would

care to take her away just now , seeing that the
attraction is so strong elsewhere.”

“ No, the arrangement is that she is to stay with
her father-in-law till the birth of her child.

Of course

it will be said that she is too young and inexperienced
to go back with her husband just now , for, if she goes ,
she will have a time of it, I am sure , with Sai's attrac

tions and the other girl they think of proposing for
Ganeshpunt,” said a widow with a sigh ; and then add
ed, “ I pity her, poor girl ; and she has not gone
through the fifth month ceremony yet.”

“ This is the way they destroy our happiness,” said

Bhagirathi, bursting in ; and when she

saw the

large company of women , ashamed at her boldness ,
she slid back to the door

way .
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“ I knew she would come out like this, ” said her

mother-in -law grimly. “ The girl has no manners and
is getting worse and worse."

Bhagirathi threw the

twists of wet clothes down in the open quadrangle,
and, making her vessel ring on the stone floor, left

the room with a bounce. The jingle of her anklets
was distinctly heard as she walked hastily out.
Rukhma's mother-in-law now rose to go.

Just then

Kamala's mother -in - law entered and was welcomed by
all. Bhagirathi's mother -in -law took her by the hand

and led her to a seat near herself. “ The goddess
Lakshmi has smiled in this direction , I see.” “Which
side has the sun risen to-day .” “What good fortune

brings you here ? ”
all sides .

Such were the remarks made on

Then they began to ask the new-comer

about Kamala. “ She is with her father," said the old

lady, curtly, " and we leave it to her husband to bring
her or not as he likes .

As for me I am fairly tired of

that girl. She causes much disturbance when here.
What with her mad fits of learning and her husband's

foolishness, I really wish that she was not returning
at all. Such a responsibility , too, and not at all like the
other girls. She knows no work to be in any way
useful, and when scolded she says that everything is
her fault and that she will do better, instead of like

the other girls taking it calmly or even sulkily . You
know girls need scolding now and then, and sometimes
1

one cannot help scolding them ."

“ Yes," said the fat woman, with a broad smile, “ I

As the old saying goes, “ The
oil of the fried cakes is poured on the brinjals,' and
know what you mean .
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the girl does not know this. Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! So she is to
stay at her father's till Ganeshpunt goes to fetch her ?”
« And he will not be in a hurry to go, I suppose

said Bhagirathi's mother-in-law.
“ Did you hear about Bheema throwing herself into
the well this morning ?” said Kamala's mother -in -law ,
turning the conversation . “ What a hubbub there

was to be sure ! I have just returned from the house.
Rukhma has taken Bheema to her own home to shield

her from the beating ."

“ What a foolish girl to do such a thing , " exclaimed
all in unison ..

“ The old woman, Bheema's mother -in - law , is very
angry," continued Kamala's mother -in -law . - She
wanted some of Bheema's jewels — the chain necklace
I think-and coaxed her son to use his influence with

his wife to get them . The weak-minded man-how

foolish of him to listen to his mother, for the jewels
were not really his.

He used rough words, I am told ,

when Bheema refused to give them , and they had such
a quarrel ; and before her husband left the house

Bheema went quietly to the backyard and threw her
self into the well.”

Ah, how shocking !” said the old woman who was
leaning on the pillow. “ The mother of the man was
stingy and cunning, and she must have pretended that
there was no money in the house and induced her son

to take from the girl the jewels. They say that the
husband is very sorry, and they have hushed up the

affair. But the girl had a narrow escape, and would
have been drowned had it not been for our gardener.”
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Blame not the poor Indian woman for her love of
jewellery. She strives and toils hard to put by a few
rupees out of the money allotted to her by her husband
for home expenses, and invests them in jewels. She
knows well that they are the only things that will not

be taken away from her at her husband's death or
when any trouble or calamity overtakes the family.

The jewels are hers whatever may happen to the other
property. She sees her future independence in them,
or at least has the consolation that she will have some

thing to fall back upon in times of distress.

It is a

hard wrench when she is obliged to part with any one
of them.

Life is not so dear as these jewels are, for

what is the use of living, she argues within herself, to
be trampled on by others and to slave for others.
Such feelings are purely Hindu, and are the outcome
of wrongs committed for generations on the poor
unprotected Hindu woman.

CHAPTER XIV .

4 SATHER ! My father ! The night wind is cold,
the moon is at its height. Do you see the
waving shadows of the trees, the dark rocks there over
the precipice, and the vast moonlit plain beyond ? Oh,
how silvery and shining everything looks ! "
It was Kamala who was talking to her sick father
as he reclined on the pial outside. He was better but
still very weak . Kamala's mother-in-law had returned
to Sivagunga, and the old dame was busy inside pre
paring gruel .

Kamala was alone with her father.

Her heart was full ; it was so like the old days. The
familiar murmur of the stream, the silent waving trees
in front, and the rush and roar of the wind, all com
bined to recall the charm of those old days which were
so precious to her. As she rested her head on her

father's shoulder Kamala felt young again . “ Oh,,
father ! How much I have had to learn and how little

I knew of the world when I left you ! Why, father,
why are you so different from the people in the city ?
You did not tell me half of what I ought to have
known. I like the old life, I like it very much.

Father ! Father ! keep me near you here always, and
there will be no heart-achings over what people think
and what they say. Oh ! why should one's own people
be against one ? I am so afraid of offending and I do
so offend everybody I come across. I don't think I

have succeeded in pleasing anyone. There is my father
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in -law , for instance. How I wish to love and please
him, but I have done something wrong, and he does
not care for me in the least .

I fell at his feet before

I came away, and said :— Bless me Baba ! I am going
home,' and expected that he would have said one kind
word at least. But he was as hard as a stone, for after

a time he calmly looked at me and turning his face
aside said : ' Why do you fall at my feet ? Go ! wish
me well to the saniyasi.' There was such a look on his
face that I drew my saree over my head and felt as if
I must cry. He must have been greatly disappointed
with me, for I could see from the expression of pain

and contempt in his face that I had done something to
displease him. Oh, father ! he was not like this before .
He was so different.” Having said this, Kamala look

ed into her father's eyes and was silent. Her father's
thoughts were evidently wandering, and he had not
heard her. Just then a cloud covered the moon, and
she felt a great hush in her soul as she also bowed her

head in silent thought.

It was some time before the

silence was broken . Then Kamala spoke excitedly.
“ Oh, look there, ” she said, “ the moon is peeping
through the clouds and how wonderful and bright
everything looks. ” “ Do you know, father,” she added
after a little while , ” that whenever I look over those

silent moonlit plains, my thoughts wander far ? I seem
to see scenes similar to these, but I cannot make out
what they are .

The pictures are dim and blurred . I
seem to be journeying on and on and I feel some one
near me soothing me with soft melodious words.

It is

not you, father, it must be some one else. Do you
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think it is mother ; my mother ? Oh, why do I not
know anything of her ? Tell me, father. The thought
has crossed my mind that she may not have been what
I should wish her to have been, and that is why you
have been so silent about her to me. But now I cannot

rest ; tell me all, good or bad , she is my mother. Oh !
how it hurts me to hear people speak about her .”
The old man seemed unconscious of all this. He
was seeing visions. Kamala recognised the old look

in his eyes and was frightened. At last he spoke :
“ Your mother ! your mother ! child. Ah, how shall I
tell you about your mother ? It breaks my heart
strings to bring her back to my mind again . But I
must tell you all, for I feel guilty in having kept her

story from you so long. Shall I tell you how and
where I first saw her ? Can you imagine a fortress on
a little hill.

Think that the same silver moon yonder

is shining on it, bathing its terraces and ramparts in
glory and making the rounded temple tops in the
centre shine like burnished gold. All round the for
tress are huge spreading ancient trees, dark and
solemn -looking in the soft pale light. Such a place
was your mother's home, and I saw it for the first time
on a night like this . High on the terrace wall in the

deep midnight I saw some one walking. I thought it
was the guardian deity of the sleeping fortress, for
tall and stately, clear in the moonlight, appeared a
woman's form on the terrace.

The round full face

seemed to catch the moonbeams as it was lifted up for

a moment to the heavens, and then a rounded arm
waved to some one below, and the figure disappeared.
10
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This I saw from a distance, and when I hurried up

to

the village at the foot of the hill, I heard stories of a

lovely grown -up girl immured in the fortress with her
old decrepit father who had built a temple there him
self and had surrounded himself with plundering de

votees, and ignorant and superstitious priests. The
old man had himself turned an ascetic after having
given the affairs of his jaghirdari * into the hands of
his youngest brother and the bringing up of this girl
to her aunt.

This aunt I found out afterwards to be

an aunt of mine too - my mother's step -sister, so here
was a relationship, and I made up my mind to stay
with her. None had seen the girl, for she had apart
ments and walks allotted to herself.

I was not aware

of the sacredness of the enclosures, and the next day
when I went to see Droupadibai, my aunt, it was

evening. As I got up the steps they directed me to
the right, and there in front of me was a small temple.
The air was still and heavy with the smell of flowers

that grew thick around the temple. The trees were
tender leaved as if newly budding, and they seemed to
catch and retain in their golden crowns the rays of the

setting sun. In front of the temple I saw a sight which
made my heart throb with excitement.

It was the

sight of a lovely girl standing by the side of a gray old
priest, who was bending over a tray of incense and
ringing the soft bells ranged around it. The girl was
startled , her heavy laced saree had fallen from her shoul

ders, and she looked like a wild deer frightened in its
haunts . ' Is Droupadibai,my aunt, here ?' I asked.
* A large estate.
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“ The girl lowered her gaze in an instant, and in
modest silvery tones said : ' Droupadibai your aunt ?
She is mine too.'

“ “ And who are you ?" I asked.
“ I am Dakli Bai' (the young lady) , and then
correcting herself, said, ' Lakshmi.'

“ Frightened at her boldness in talking to a young
man, she threw her cloth over her head and ran in.

This was my first meeting with your mother. I can
not tell you, Kamala, what I felt. Droupadibai came
out and the young girl came too. She had heard of
her kind aunt's home at Sinhagud, and she lingered

The girl was unmar
ried, her ascetic father having thoughtlessly neglected
to find her a husband. Droupadibai, good old soul,
near to hear all the home news .

thought the matter out for us, and kept me with her

as long as she could ; and when I expressed a wish to
marry her beautiful niece she gladly agreed to the
proposal, and, quite against all rules, allowed me to
talk to the girl.
found her one day sitting on the
stone steps of the fortress wall, and there I spoke to
her of my love, timidly at first. She blushed an

innocent blush and withdrew , with her saree on her
face.

This she invariably did when I talked to her.

She would not dare to lift her eyes to my face.

But

one day I was determined to make her talk. " They
want us to be married secretly. Will you be happy ? '
I said . She grasped the trunk of a tree for support
and I boldly told her of my love. I told her that my
home was far away, but that my love was great.

* Trust me. Trust me,' I said eagerly to her ; and then
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she looked up, and said with such a look : ' I trust
you .'

“ Droupadibai insisted on the marriage ceremony
being performed at once.

All was done secretly, for

they were afraid of the old father and thought of tell
ing him afterwards and making it all right with him.
But it proved to be a sad mistake. Droupadibai was
in too great a hurry, and it caused us great misery
afterwards. The very day after the marriage the old
father came to see Droupadibai and told her that she
was to prepare for the marriage of the girl. The girl
was in great consternation, and Droupadibai and her

husband did not know what to do. A very powerful
neighbouring jaghirdar had asked for the girl. The
only way out of the difficulty seemed to be for us to run

away and then to tell the old man the whole story.
It was thought that the marriage with a cousin

would pacify him. Your mother thought otherwise,
but her uncle and aunt insisted on her falling in with
their own plan and she was brave.
“ I remember distinctly the night when she came
down through the temple corridors, over the echoing
stone pavements, with her old uncle by her side. She
looked more a princess, stately and firm , than one who

was stealing away from her father's home, and her
uncle was bending towards her with courtly deference,

speaking to her of the arrangements made to convey
her to her husband's home .

When she descended the

last step, leaving the fortress behind, I saw her stag
ger. For a moment her breath seemed taken away ,
for there, in front of her, lay a boundless plain, a wide
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expanse of earth and sky, with the silence, it seemed ,
of eternity resting on it. She had never seen this side
of the fortress before. At her feet lay the great tapa

tank, and a pimpul tree, huge, grey, and weather
beaten, stood near it.

She held the tree and gazed

for a moment as if lost in thought, and then with a
sigh beckoned to her uncle to bring the palanquin. I
was near her, but she gave me no look. Only when
she was entering the palanquin she laid her small hand
in mine trustfully, willingly, and I felt grateful to her.
Then her uncle got on his horse and the aunt mutter

ed her blessing on my wife and laid a casket of jewels

in my hand, saying : ' Never part with this. It is an
heirloom from Lakshmi's mother.

ly .

Promise me solemn

Many a long dreary mile the uncle came with

us, and he left us only on the borders of the Ghauts.
My home was on the other side of the Ghauts near

the seaside, where the waves beat round our rude
walls .

“ It took us some days to pass through the hills, and
when I went home and proudly showed my bride, I
found misfortune had preceded us, for my mother
showed no joy at seeing us, and my sisters grumbled
at the girl whom I had brought home. But your
mother bravely bore their ill-natured taunts and jeers.
It was only when they accused her of bringing mis
fortune with her that she cried and pined in secret,
for, strange to tell, just about the time of our coming
home, my father, who was once rich, fell into money
difficulties.

He had squandered his wealth in various

ways, and when we went home we found him complete

150

KAVALA .

( CH . XIV.

ly in the hands of scheming priests and astrologers,

who got round the simple old man and helped him to
spend what was remaining in feasts and charities to
Brahmans and offerings to temples. The bare ances
tral land alone was left to us.

All this misfortune

was ascribed to the coming of your mother, the white

footed girl, as they called her. They were jealous of
the rich jewels she possessed but which I had promised
her aunt solemnly that I would never part with . And
I became tired of their open enmity, of their constant
hankering after the jewels, till one day disgusted
I left the home of my father's to go on a pilgrimage.

Your mother, of course, accompanied me, and my
sister's son , Ramchander, who was very fond of us
also, came with us .

He was learning the Shastras

with me and I managed to instil into him, young as
he was, some of the grand truths of our ancient books.
We started for Kashi and visited many places on our

Once your mother became very ill. This was
when you were born . She called you Kamala, the

way.

lotus-eyed, because of your eyes.

We spent two years

in solitary places and were supremely happy.
Oh, my Kamala ! How can I give you a glimpse
of those happy days ? It falls not to the lot of many
mortals to enjoy happiness such as we had . We
lived in rude leafy huts, drank of the cool limpid
streams ; we rose with the birds, roamed through the

echoing valleys and over far distant hills - hills where
the soft white clouds lin gered in the deep blue of the
heavens. Your mother would walk by my side in the
beautiful glow of morning and evening light, and as
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sunshine and shade played round her she looked like
the goddess of the hills. We had our goats that
came to us, our pet birds that came through the dark ,
tangled woods round our hut to receive their food
from our very hands. A stream flowed past our hut

and the giant pallas tree waved overhead. Your
mother's only servant, who followed us all the way
from her father's house, prepared our meals - boiled
roots, sweet potatoes, rice, dhal, with home-made ghee ,
and simple cakes, and we were happy, supremely
happy. Your mother read with me, with bewildered
eyes, books that are never put into women's hands,
and she was delighted when difficult portions were
explained. Nothing came between her and me, and
as her understanding unfolded, her love for me in
creased. It was a love too deep for words. Is it any
wonder, then, that I love the mountains and the

woods ? They were kinder to us than human beings.
But ah ! our happiness was soon over . Before I
realized how much your mother was to me, she was
taken away from me .

The look of pity and over
flowing love in her eyes as she was passing away
haunts me still . . You know, my Kamala, you are very

much like her.

The resemblance struck me unex

pectedly once, and that was at Dudhasthal last year.
I was so overcome with emotion that I could not stop. ”
“Yes, father ! yes !” said Kamala eagerly. “ What
about Dudhasthal ?"

“ What about it, child, what do you want to know ?”
“ Father ! was I ever there before ?

It seemed so

familiar. I heard your voice there and felt a strange
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feeling as if I have dropt into the cold rushing water
and some one had rescued me.

It was a woman's arm

with bracelets on-I saw it drag me out.

Every

thing was so plain, I thought I had seen it all once
before.

I rushed into the crowd as I thought I heard

your voice.”
Did you, child ?”

And he drew her near himself

and looked into her eyes as he used to do in days of

“ You have a strange memory . But don't you

old .

remember the face ? ”
66

No, father, I saw only an arm.”
“ You had fallen into the deep pool, and it was your

mother that pulled you out. You gave us a great
fright then. It was on our way to the Krishna Kshetra
and on the evening of that very day on the lonely
road that your mother was attacked by the dreadful
disease that carried her off .

When she was very ill

she said :- ' Oh ! what if you had lost your only child
too ? Don't be disheartened . ' I remember it all . There
was no one to help us. The owls hooted in the dark

trees above us, the foxes cried in the dreary wastes
around us, and the sound of other wild animals was
heard in the distance.

Your mother had a dream

before she died. The yellow blazing palanquin that
comes only for the saints came for her, and by it stood,
she said, the Yama god, the dreadful Yama. She
looked frightened and said that she was going. It

was night, and the stars shone brightly and the winds
moaned over the long, long wastes. The dogs that
had gathered round us for the remains of our food
barked as they rushed far over the hillocks. I knew
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she was no more. She had left me, but there was the

happiness of the swarga depicted on her face. I looked
at it and went through the last rites as one mad.
After that I left the place with you, my only comfort.'

CHAPTER XV .

E will now return to Ramchander, whom we left
conversing with Sai on his way to Sinhagud.
At the next dark pass which they had to cross Sai left
him saying that she would go on in front to her village
by a short cut, which she alone knew. Ramchander
let her do so, and he leisurely followed by the usual
route.

Sai's house was a low built one on the brow of a

hill commanding a view of two valleys.

The strag

gling village lay further on, and the dharmashala , or
rest-house, was opposite Sai's house, with a deep

hollow running between. Ramchander halted at the
rest-house for some time, and went to look at the
village. Sai, as soon as she entered her house, went

by an underground passage to a room below , in which
was seated an elderly man . In front of him were
some brass images and flowers. His hand was on his
beads, but his eyes wandered out through a low
window that commanded a view of the village and
valley in front. No one but Sai knew of the under

ground passage leading to this room, and the steep
valley on this side of the house prevented people from
even suspecting its existence.

Dhaji bhavoo,” said Sai, descending to the room
excitedly, “ I want you to tell me who exactly this
new comer is. He seems to be a man from our parts.
I heard accidentally of his relationship to the saniyasi
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Narayen, from the great Bhagvandass, the bhairagi
who was officiating in the house of Ramkrishnapunt,
Kashi's father. Kashi is Kamala's friend, and Bhag

vandass, the bhairagi, had introduced Ramchander to
Kashi's family as skilful in medicine and as the chella
(disciple) of Arunyadaya. The bhairagi accidentally
mentioned to me Ramchander's relationship to Narayen

the saniyasi . ” “ I did not know him well and yet I
feel as if I knew him ," she said triumphantly. “ He
will pass this way as he returns from the village, and
I want you to see him . ”

“ Yes ! It is always to get some information or other
that you come to me now.

You are the most fickle

and the most wicked woman I have seen, and if you
don't take care I shall expose you. You don't know

what a sword is hanging over your head . They never
forgive, the descendants of Raghopunt.”
“ I knew that,” she said pettishly, biting her lips.
“ You need not so often remind me of that.

It was

you who took advantage of my girlish inexperience,

you who ruined my life, and now you dare to say such
things to me.

I have to be as a cat near you.

I have

to attend to you, satisfy your foolish wants, and ap
pease your foolish jealousies. I am tired of you. The
less I see of you the better it will be for me and you .”
And Sai lifted her saree to her face.

At this he gave

her a sharp look and said, “ Yes ? Whine away, since
that is all you are fit for . "

“Stop your nonsense,” she said snappishly. “ Do
you mean to say Sai cries before you. She cries be
fore no man .”
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“ Yes, when she has so many as her companions ."
Then changing his tone to a loud one of authority
he said : “ I have borne enough from you . Do you
hear ? I have given in too much to your pettish

ways, and now if you stir from me even for a day I
will expose you everywhere. I will tell who you are,
how you ran away from your home and tried to pass
yourself off as a woman of the vestal class, and that
you are none such, but a Brahman . I will search for

your husband and expose you to the revenge of the
Raghavas . I will do all this and will have no mercy .
Sai heard him in silence. Then she said : “ We
But who is this man ? First tell me that.

shall see .

Mind ! I can defend myself against all your assaults.
I will have my say too.

No one can point to Sai and

say that she behaved as one of the ordinary degraded
class, that she took money, and sold herself, and so
on .”

“ No ! because you had enough money.

But how

did you acquire it ? " he said , with a chuckle.

“ How ? Ask yourself, you dotard, and stop your
nonsense .

You are just as much to blame as I am if

not more, and vengeance

will fall on your head. You
will see which is better, being put into prison or living
independently the life of a prince with Sai.”

The man put his head down at these words . He
had a hang-dog look, and Sai cast at him a glance of

withering contempt. Just then Ramchander was pass
ing the road that curved through the valley in front.

There was a man behind him and Ramchander him
self was riding. Sai's companion in the room now
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rose excitedly, peered out through the window , and
said in a whisper :-“ I knew he was coming this way,
he has passed this way before, and that is why I told

you to be careful and stay with me.

Did he see

you ?”

“ Yes, I was with him half the way , and just left
him and came by a short cut to be here before him.
Do you know who he is ?”

“ Do you recognise the dress of the man behind
him with the two-coned turban ?

He is the servant

of the Raghavas, and he in front is your husband . ”
Sai held the wooden bars of the window for a

moment, and then sat down, for she felt staggered.
She watched the horseman pass and her feelings as
she did so were hard to describe.

“ So this is Ram

chander, my husband ! How strange the name sounds
in my ears now. This, the man who left me long ago
in my mother's home, and ah ! what a grand man too
but I have lost him .” For a time a great bitterness,

passed over her soul. Her whole life came before her
and the dreadful nature of the details connected with
“ How much I have sacrificed . Ah ! what would

it .

I not give to have it even for a time? ” She repented
bitterly of her folly of running away. She was a
woman who was moved by extreme emotions. Her
knowledge of the world was great, and now that she
had departed from the path of righteousness she re
lized the emptiness of the world and the people of the
world. Her independence, once so attractive, now
for a moment disgusted her. “ What would I not do

to change my lot :-to be virtuous and to be loved by
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one noble and really great ? Ah ! how I have been
duped . ” She sighed and held on to the railings con
vulsively. All the while the man by her side was
watching her face in an amused manner.
“ The news has evidently given us food for much
thought,” he said.
At this Sai started as if from a dream, realizing

vividly what was before her. “ Ah ! ” she said, “ it
is all gone. You have blighted my life. You have
made me what I am . I cannot be different, and yet I
feel I might have been so different.”

“ Would you, though ? ” he said, with a fiendish
grin. “ Where could you have got your independence,
your amusements, your daring pleasures, if I had not
made you what you are ? "

“ Yes ! you took away something from me - my
name and my honour-I parted with them willingly ,
thinking of the glamour that you cast over learning ,

independence, riches, and the power of securing an
influence over others . All these I possess. But what
is all this without my name ? However, there is no

use crying over spilt milk. It is true Sai cannot be
altered now . She cannot do without her independ
ence.

But come, let us forget all, and let us be

friends once more . ”

Strange as this conversation may sound, it was
indeed true that Sai had been betrothed to Ramchan

der during one of his visits home after leaving
Narayen , the saniyasi.

His mother, Narayen's sister,

was anxious that her son should stay at home, and
fearing that they might lose him as they had lost
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Narayen, insisted on the betrothal ceremony taking
place when Ramchander happened to be at home. But
Ramchander could not stay long, as his heart was

with Narayen and his master, Arunyadaya, to whom
he had been introduced by his uncle. So, finding
some pretext or other he left his home immediately
after the betrothal and was not heard of for a long

time. The company of Narayen and the studies he
was engaged in with Arunyadaya had a peculiar at
traction for the young man.

The life of ease and

pleasure he led at home disgusted him, and the be
trothal was much against his will. Years passed, and
when he next went home he found that rumours had

reached his people that he had died, and that the girl
to whom he was engaged , and whom he had only
seen once, had suddenly disappeared in order to avoid
the miseries of a widow's lot .

But there was also a

scandal connected with her disappearance, for the
Brahman pujari* of the house was found missing about
the same time. On hearing all this Ramchander became
more disgusted with his home and went back to
Narayen . Just then Kamala was born, and Nara
yen's wife, who was very fond of the young man
on account of his attachment to her husband, pacified
him by saying that Kamala, her beloved child, would

be one day given to him as his wife . Five years after
Kamala's birth he was again called back to his home
on account of his father's death, and he was obliged
to stay there for some time to settle family affairs.
In the meantime Kamala's mother died, and Narayen
* Priest.
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in his great grief wandered far and wide with his
little girl, and at last settled in Anjinighur, on the
other side of the ghauts. It was thus that Ramchan
der lost sight of Narayen the saniyasi, whom he at
last found again on the eve of Kamala's betrothal.
Kamala was more than a month at her father's
house when Ganesh came to take her back. Somehow
she did not now think of him as she did when she was

at her father -in -law's house. The feeling that her

happiness was in danger and that he might do some
thing to ruin it had vanished. She had been in a
disquieting atmosphere before. She had seen the

wreck of the happiness of many young girls around
her, and she trembled lest a similar fate should over
take herself. But now once again in the quiet security
of her father's house and amid the old, peaceful,

never -changing scenes her mind had become calm and
placid. The cares and worries of the city life were
left far behind.

She was not even anxious for herself

at this time . She seemed suddenly to have been lift
ed above the world.

So when Ganesh came to see

her, she met him calmly, almost indifferently , and
when he expressed his wish that she should go to her

mother-in-law, she acceded to his proposal and was
willing to be taken away. She had had time to judge
of his real character, for once the feverish anxiety
about him passed away , she saw him with other eyes
and became conscious of his weaknesses and failings.

She had heard of the relationship in which Ramchan
der stood to her father, and she reflected with pleased

satisfaction that that was perhaps the reason why she
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experienced a strange disturbing influence when in

his presence and why those eyes of his had such power
over her.

It must have been the kindred tie, the

blood relationship between her and him. Perhaps
he was like her father and when later on she heard
how he had nursed her father and cared for him she

felt grateful to him. The incident at Dudhasthal,
too, which had seemed so puzzling now became clear
to her. Ramchander's kind thoughtfulness had pre
vented her foolish conduct from being criticized when
her father was not near, and she was thankful to him .

Once, but only once, a wish intruded itself in the
deepest and most sacred chamber of her heart-a wish
which made her blush at her boldness and cover her
bosom with her hands as if to hide it from herself.

Would, she said to herself, that Ganesh had been

more like Ramchander. Such a wish, though natural
may seem, was shocking in the extreme to a Hindu
girl, who must never allow herself to compare her
it

husband with anybody else .

Kamala tried to feel joyful and happy in Ganesh's
presence, but in vain. Her father was better and
did not need her, but she could not understand his
restlessness at times .

“ Has he not told me all his

story ; then why is he anxious ? ” thought the girl.
Once or twice, before Ganesh came, the saniyasi took
Kamala aside and said :
Kamala, if I were to die
what would you do ? Are you sure you are happy

and that you do not need anything ? You are not
like your mother in this respect, and I cannot under
stand you .

There must be true love between you
11
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and your husband and all will be well. You love
your father too much, and I am afraid you are content
to stay with me. I have not seen much of Ganeshpunt
and I feel anxious.”

“ No, father, you are not to be troubled,” said
“ He is very kind to me, quite different

Kamala .

from the husbands of the other girls, who often con

gratulate me on possessing such a good husband. I
was once restless and anxious, but I don't know why,
now I am not . He will be coming soon to see me.”
It was a relief to the old man when Ganesh came,
and he did not raise any objection to Kamala's going
away at all.

Ganesh had returned to his work at

Rampur, but he came purposely to take her and leave

her at Sivagunga with his mother. Kamala and her
father took a long parting, and Ganesh felt very sorry
for the poor girl, as he stood outside waiting for her.
The mother - in - law met them at the foot of the hill ;

and Ganesh went his way to Rampur.

CHAPTER XVI .

S Kamala and her mother - in -law neared their

house, Bhagirathi was seen peeping over the
wall in front of her own house .

Kamala had a bundle

at her waist, and her mother - in -law was far in front

of her. Messages passed rapidly from Bhagirathi to
the houses near, and before Kamala turned the corner
of the street several heads peeped over walls and

hedges and women clad in wet garments and with
vessels full of water purposely stopped in front of
their houses .

“ Welcome ! Welcome ! Kamala ," were

the first words uttered by Bhagirathi. “ How are
you ? ” “ Where do you come from ? ” " Where
are you going ? ” - were questions asked on all sides

by ill- clad, shaven widows and by married women .
Harni came running , but Rukhma, the usually happy
Rukhma, looked strangely sad and thin . At her
appearance , too, a sudden hush fell on the company .

Kamala glanced at each inquiringly and at Rukhma in
particular . Her sad , downcast eyes sent a thrill of
fear through Kamala.
“ What is it ? ” Kamala said , with questioning eyes,

s what has happened ? Tell me.
Nothing, Nothing,” said the elder women ; as
they abruptly turned to pass on to their homes. The
smiles of welcome vanished and a dread fear seemed

to fill their eyes as they whispered ominously to one
another.
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“ He is better, ” said Rukhma with quivering lips.
“ We had the rythia (doctor) last night," and then ,
unable to restrain herself, she threw her head on
Kamala's neck and wailed .

“ Hush, child ! you must not cry," said two or three
“ You know she will get angry, the
revengeful Mari . * Don't you know, no sound is uttered,
no cry is heard, for those that she takes away ? And
it is bad to cry before anything happens. It is an ill

near her.

omen .”

Kamala was bewildered, and she turned for an

ex

planation to Bhagirathi, who had now come out.
“ Hush ! Hush !” said Bhagirathi, “ Don't be fright
ened . It is not good to tell a new comer at once, but
Mari Aiye has visited our town, and Rukhma's hus
band has been ill and two are laid up in our own
house, the servant boy and the old cook, and we know
not whose turn may come next. She cares for no
one-she, the sacrifice demander ' from Yama him
self ."

Oh, how dreadful, ” said Kamala, trembling, and
pressing Rukhma to herself.

Just then the front door of Kamala's bouse opened ,
and her mother-in-law was seen to look up and down
the street. At the sight of the old dame the girls

covered their heads more closely and dispersed ,
whispering, “ We will see you again. There is so
much to tell.

Go now, Kamala, and be careful. ” The

married women with their twisted bundles of washed

clothes went to their houses, which they entered
* The cholera deity .
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through the front door, whilst the widows entered by
the backyard .

That night vague feelings passed over Kamala,
and an awe and dread indescribable filled her mind.

She had no sleep but lay morbidly wakeful, noting
every sound and movement in the next house, which

was Rukhma's. Her intense pity and sympathy for
her friend made her feel as if she herself was passing

through the same dread experiences. It was an
agonising time, and in the stillness of night sounds
fell on her ears with an ominous meaning. The moon
paled and waned, the night wind rushed and roared,

the owls hooted, their long mournful sounds seeming
ly prolonged over the dark rolling river, and the deep
shadows of the trees at the back of her house appear

ed to her mind as if peopled by ghosts that night.
And when the clouds hid the moon completely
she paced her room uneasily. Then sounds of hurried
steps in the next house attracted her attention.
6. Where was Rukhma ? What was she doing ? 0

God, what does this mean for my friend, the happy,
bright, laughing Rukhma ?” And Kamala cried bitter
tears and wailed out, she knew not why : - “ Spare
her, spare her, this great misery.” There had been
the sound of restless steps and then there was a hush
and a groan and next a loud cry - an agonising shriek
that made her stand and shiver.

It was the last

rallying of the sinking powers, the last painful utter
ance of the departing spirit, which once heard is never
forgotten.
Come near, near, rear, I am alone,” was
shrieked out, and the wail quivered through the
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Then came smother

ed sobbings, and Kamala felt as if she were look
ing on the weeping Rukhma and longed to put her
arms round her friend's neck and shield her from her
sorrow .
But ah ! How could she comfort the break

ing heart ? And then came the last cry of the dying
man before the soul made its entry into the other
world ; and Kamala fancied that she could hear the

spirit crying even there !
I am alone.
this time.

" Come near ! Come near !

I am alone .” The hush did not last long
There was a loud screech of the owls in

the dark groves. A dog howled and then suddenly
barked a short, sharp bark as if he saw somebody
coming through the unseen air. Kamala threw her
cloth round her head and hid her face .

She knew

what that meant. Dogs saw spirits. Dread Yama's
servants were surely approaching. But what means
this unaccountable silence in the house ? O God, are
they sleeping ? Do they not know who are coming ?
Cannot the dread messengers of Yama be avoided ?
Can they not shut the doors against them ? She felt
she could see the dark shadows with the waving noose

in their hands coming nearer and nearer towards the
house.

Was the sound of steps real ?

And then was

heard a sharp bark, a great flutter in the trees yonder,
followed by a great many barks and a rush of the
dogs to the river banks.

“ Gone ! Gone !” she said.

“ The soul is caught and taken away. " Dark masses
of cloud floated overhead and through them could be

seen at times a weird pale moon .

There were sudden

shiverings and rustlings among the trees, with silences
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Then there was a stir in the house .

A

great wild wail that seemed to cleave the sky and

then again a sudden hush, for the voice of a man in a
strained unnatural tone was heard to say :

66

Cry not.

Remove the body lest greater evils come .

It was

the voice of the young man's father and showed that
his heart was breaking. Kamala covered her head
and cried.

The worst that she feared had come on

Rukhma, and she longed for the dawn when she could
fall on her friend's neck and cry, “ Rukhma ! Rukhma !
What a lot is thine .”

Kamala was not allowed to see her friend next day.

The silence of superstitious fear seized all. Kamala
imagined to herself what her friend had to bear ; how
her dearest relations would turn their faces from her

and say : “Let her suffer, let her bear the sins of
former generations, the unfortunate polluted one, who
has been the cause of her husband's death .

What

sins she must have committed , how many hearts she
must have broken ! ” And Rukhma, she knew how
Rukhma would bear it all .

How she would hide her

face and mourn and not a soul would go near her to

sympathise with her or say a kind word to her.
Kamala became mad as it were with pain, thinking of
all this. But the more she begged of her people to
let her go the more they persisted in their refusal.
And then came a time of trial and suffering which
brought her firstborn infant into the world .
Kamala had to pass through days of great mental
agony , and she often longed to be taken away to her
husband's home.

Her sister-in-law and her mother
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in-law had become more bitter than ever, just when
she needed their care and sympathy most ; for now
they openly told her in sharp cutting words that she
was a burden to them and that her death would be

“ What a useless weight is left here,”
they would say. “ She is fit for nothing--a drag not
welcome .

only on her husband but also on her people.

How

well Ganesh would have got on without her ; but for
the sake of the world one has to close one's mouth ."

And when Kamala's child was born they spoke of the
infant as an additional load and burden on them .

“ Who needed a child just now, and that, too, a girl ?”
they said often. Poor Kamala hugged her new
found treasure to her breast as if to shield it from
all the harsh words and abuses that fell on its in

nocent head. Her superstitious mind trembled at
the thought that their wicked words might blight the
infant as

curses

were said to do .

But when the

bright eyes opened and the infant mouth smiled

its unconscious angelic smile, she forgot all her trou

bles in the ecstasy of her new fond joy. “ O God !
Let me have this my treasure and I care not for any

thing they may say."
Two months passed and Ganesh came to Sivagunga .
He was moved to see Kamala looking so wretched ,

but, strange to say, he looked on the child indifferently,
and it smote Kamala to see that he found no pleasure
in her babe.

But all fathers are not expected to make

much of their children, and she thought that it was
the nature of men to be as he was .

She was in

ecstasies, too, at the prospect of going and living alone
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Ah ! what would she not do to

make his life happy ? She would watch his coming
home and await his arrival with delicate morsels of

cookery. The child would be brought out and she
would gently endeavour to draw him closer to herself,

and he would be sure to appreciate all that she did
for him. Thus she gave rein to her imagination, happy
in the thought that he would be perfectly happy and
his delight would be in herself and her child. On the
eighth day after its birth the child was named , and at

the special request of Kamala was called Droupadi
after her mother's aunt ; for the story of her mother
had taken a great hold on her mind and she had con
ceived a special fondness for the old lady, her mother's
guardian, who was still living. There remained now
only a single ceremony to be performed, and then
Kamala was to go to her husband's home at Rampur.
Kamala had to pass through new and strange expe

riences in her city home. After a few weeks of quiet
.and peace the castle of happiness she had so fondly
reared for herself was rudely dashed to the ground ;
and she soon learned how great injury a capricious and

weak, though at times well meaning man, was capable
of inflicting on a sensitive wife. Her husband's nature
was cast in a rougher mould, and he could not under

stand the keen pain that his words and actions often
gave to Kamala. He was kind at first, but Kamala
soon found that his moods changed .
Kamala's sisters - in -law both lived in Rampur, and
Ganesh often visited them .

When he returned from

their houses he always seemed quite a different man.
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The venom that they poured into his ears made him
silent and moody. This was at the commencement of
their stay in the city, when Sai was absent from Ram

pur in her mountain home. One day after his visit to
Ramabai, Ganesh told Kamala that his sisters had

called her stingy and avaricious, and that they sus
pected that she saved without his knowledge and that
was why he had not money to spare for them . This
he told her frankly ; and Kamala felt that he knew
her better and that his confidence in her was not

shaken ; but sometimes when he came back and looked

gloomy and would not open his mind to her she felt
sad and desolate. Other little circumstances also hap
pened that embittered her existence for the time being.

He spoke thoughtlessly, and his words often cut deep
into her heart and rankled there.

They were just

little incidents that led to such a strained relationship
between husband and wife. One related to an upper

cloth which was brought for sale by a merchant.
Kamala thought that she had a right to speak out her
mind about the article, which she considered very
inferior, and when she was ordered to pay for it she
went straight to Ganesh who was talking to Ramabai's
steward, and told him that the cloth was not worth the
money.

Ganesh resented her interference, thinking

that she regarded herself as superior to other women
in having an independent judgment, and that she was
too bold in speaking before a man who was intimate
in his sister's house. He turned sharply on her and
said : “Pay at once." The words were harmless, but
the manner in which they were uttered frightened her,
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and she went in wondering what had come over him .
But when after a time he came to her and said that

she was a mean, low woman, no better than a grass
cutter, and that she needed shoe beating to bring her
to her senses, she was shocked at finding how much
her innocent interference had irritated him.

Her

response after a time followed timidly.
“ There is no dishonour in bargaining, so why
should I fear to tell the truth ? ”

“ Yes ! you don't care for anybody. Not even for
your husband. Even I am as dust under your feet.
I am nothing in your eyes .”
" Why do you talk like that ? Why do you listen
to what your people say, and come and taunt me ? ”

The venom that her sisters -in -law had poured in
his ears was at work and she knew it.

Had they not

called her over and over again proud, conceited, not
caring for anybody, mean and stinting ?
That was what made her refer to his people ; but
at those last words Ganesh was so exasperated that he

said.—“ My people ! How dare you speak of them in
that manner ?

I wish I could beat your meanness

out of you. Everybody laughs at you, and even that

man there was chuckling at your low grasping
She felt as if struck down by these words,
She thought that something
dreadful was going to happen, and almost cried her
nature.”

and sat on the ground .
heart out .

Another little incident that occurred soon after

made Kamala think that her husband had entirely
lost his confidence in her and filled her heart with

172

KAMALA .

[CH. XVI.

greater despair, for she felt disgraced and demeaned
by it.

It arose from her servant's carelessness ; and

she found to her sorrow that she as a woman

even less than a servant in her husband's eyes.

was

It

was but the old rooted prejudice in the Hindu mind
against women ; but to Kamala, brought up as she had

been, it was all new, and her pain was great when she
discovered that the mistake of a stupid servant was
laid to her charge. The servant was sleepy and
did not take in an order given by Ganesh to buy
three annas worth each

of sweets .

of three different kinds

Kamala, to make things plain, had said :

“ Mind, quarter viss of each." Her husband had been
more than usually cheerful and kind that day. He
was home from office early and said that he expected
his sisters that evening. What, then, was Kamala's
astonishment when the servant bought only a quarter

viss of sweets in all. When questioned by Ganesh the
servant looked stupid and defended himself, saying :
“ Ah ! the Bai Saheb said quarter viss . ” Kamala
turned to her husband with a smile and said : “ How

stupid ! Did you not hear me say quarter viss of each ?”
But a look of disgust on her husband's face and a
callous, sneering answer , “ Who knows ?

struck her

dumb . Had he really lost all confidence in her ? She
sat down and murmured : “ Yes ! Who knows ? Who
knows ? ” till she felt almost mad .

Ganesh after a time seldom returned home early ;

and a strange restlessness came over Kamala, but she
never disclosed to others what she felt.

Even her
faithful servant woman was a mere dumb looker on.
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She dare not sympathise with Kamala, for the latter

would not allow any one to pity her or say anything
against her husband. But in a city it is impossible to
keep one's conduct from being criticised by others ;
and Ganesh's conduct was being carefully watched by
his neighbours. On one occasion a neighbouring
woman visited Kamala ; and with well-meant sympathy
disclosed Ganesh's movements to her.

After that came

the silent acting of one of the most heart-rending
dramas of life . Kamala used all her winning powers
to coax her husband to come sooner from office, for

she knew the cause of his staying away. He looked
at her suspiciously at first, and then laughed and
asked whether she had forgotten all the quarrels.
Kamala put her head down and said that if her lord
had forgotten she had forgotten too. She begged
that he would never misunderstand her any more and
told him how it cut her to the heart to think that he

thought her mean and lying. Ganesh was good

natured . So he promised to come soon the next day
and did so.

But ah ! how disturbed he was, how

absent. Kamala, suspecting the cause , wondered whe
ther Sai was waiting for him in some of their well

known haunts. “ Was he thinking of Sai ? ” she
said to herself. “ Oh, that he should be false to me
and attracted to her so ! ” He was positively misera

ble, she thought ; he spoke not a word, but after gulp
ing down some sweet cakes he rose and said that
business called him out. What business, she thought
she well knew , as she saw him going along the way
leading to Sai's house . She went inside with a sigh
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and then for the first time after long months taking
the mirror in her hand she looked at herself .

She

had changed terribly.
her .

Her miseries were telling on
Her face had become thin. “ Ah, Sai , Sai, ”

she groaned, “ why do you come across my path ? Is
not what I have to bear enough for me already ?”
The next day Ganesh looked crest -fallen in Kamala's

presence ; and at her direct words he put his head
down like one guilty and made feeble efforts to please
her. After he went out poor Kamala experienced
another kind of feeling. She felt severe pangs of re
morse at the thought that she had judged ill of her
husband. Why did she argue with him, and utter
such words to him ? Perhaps he did not mean any

thing when he said : “ Who are you to interfere with
my pleasure ? ” The words had probably escaped his
lips unwittingly ; and she had taken them up and
harped on them as only a mean woman would and
How very sad he looked in

made his life miserable .

the morning ; and now what would he feel ? He
would be more than ever estranged, he would feel
that he was married to a woman who did not scru

ple to think everything evil of him, and he had
been so noble, so good, so unlike other husbands,

for he had really tried to please her often . She made
herself miserable the whole day, crying and thinking
of all her words, and putting her conduct in the worst
possible light. No ! she did not deserve to have a
husband like him.

How did she ever happen to say

such cruel things ? Oh, that somebody would trample
her down and show her her own low mean nature, and
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There

were, however, grounds for Kamala's feeling misera
ble ; and it was simply her own noble nature that
made her accuse herself and bring herself low even
to the dust at her husband's feet .

CHAPTER XVII .

S days passed Sai even began to frequent the
house and to come and go as an ordinary visitor.
Whenever Kamala remonstrated with her husband or

even alluded to Sai's coming so often, he silenced her
by saying that there was no harm in the visits, and
that it was a woman's low jealous nature that saw evil
in everything. He even expressed surprise that she
of all women was given to such jealous suspicions,.
The time, however, soon came when Sai visited regu
larly in the evening, and she it was whom he called
immediately on his return from office, while Kamala

sat out in the backyard long into the darkening night.
Sai chatted and talked ; and he answered in a gay
spirit of raillery . Kamala he scarcely took any notice
of. She thought of the time when if she was silent

for a minute or absent looking in his presence, he
made a great deal of her ; and asked herself what had
changed him so completely. His eyes now fell on her
with a blight. His spirits were damped at the sight
of her . “ In what way is Sai my superior ? ” thought
Kamala. She had a bold air of confidence and laugh
ed and talked immoderately - Kamala thought, also
immodestly-but she was not beautiful . She reminded
her of a snake, especially when she looked askance at
Kamala herself with an air of triumph . Kamala won
dered how long this galling servitude and this misera
ble existence were to last.
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One evening an incident happened which gave rather
a serious turn to the situation. It was a festival day
at Rampur. Ganesh had not gone to office ; and so
left home earlier than usual. Kamala had keenly
watched him that day and had suffered intense mental
agony at seeing him hurry out so as to avoid her com
pany. She was standing at the door when to her sur

prise she saw Ramchander, her father's nephew, coming
He came dressed differently and
not as usual in the mendicant's garb , and walked

towards the house.

straight to the door of the house. Kamala, knowing
the whole story of his life, did not wonder now at his
appearance and the change in his dress.

She felt

suddenly as if she were living another life altogether.
Her own mother's story came back to her mind, and
she felt as if she were living in the higher atmosphere
of her mother's house.

Ramchander asked first for

Ganesh, told Kamala of her father having been ill
again in one of his mountain haunts, and of his own
inability to come to the Rampur side. His own
mother had died and he had to look after the affairs

of his house and his property. He said that he might
take Narayen with him or leave him near Arunya
daya as Narayen chose. He had to look after his own
father's affairs as well, but messages would comefor
Kamala , he said, and she was to keep them informed
of her welfare.

He had come specially to inquire

after her health at Narayen's request. He timidly
hinted about the child.

“ Ah, a girl ! Whom was it

like ?” and Kamala ran in to bring it and entreated
Ramchander to stay till her husband came; but he
12
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said he could not as he had to go on to Anjinighur.
He had just come from Sivagunga, where he had ex
pected to see her. He had, however, seen her father
in - law there. To him he had told the whole story of
her father's life, for her father thought that her hus
band's people should know all about her antecedents
and that she would inherit all Narayen's property .
Then he added a word of caution :

“ Be careful of

Sai. I hear she is here.” And when going he look
ed down a moment and said : “ May you be happy,
very happy, in your husband's love. ” At these words
the tears rose in her eyes but she soon suppressed
them . Ramchander looked at her kindly and said :
“You know that after your father I am your guardian
and you will have no lack ! You must not cry. You
are the happiest of girls, for if you want anything
there is plenty at your father's house, and all will be
at your disposal. " With these words he hurried out .
Ramchander stood talking in front of the door in

side the yard under the neem tree. · All round were
heads peeping from neighbouring houses. The servant woman, too, was listening to every word ; and
whispered to others : - “ It is Kamala's relation for a

wonder ! Just fancy Kamala having a relation . ”
That evening Ganesh returned with Sai. Kamala
did not appear disturbed , for her thoughts were
wandering far away . She was anxious to tell her
husband of Ramchander's visit, but Sai's presence,
somehow , deterred her from doing so . Ganesh was ,
however, looking unusually disturbed and absent.
Sai sat on the zhopala (a wooden swing) as usual,
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laughing and chatting, but this time with gleams of
triumph which jarred on Kamala in spite of her out
ward calm.

She jeered at the house, at the things in

it, at the way in which they were kept, and not stop
ping there she even ordered Kamala, saying : “ Here,
get me that spittoon. Do some work at least, you
evil faced girl ! ” Kamala appeared not to take any
notice of her words ; but something rose within her

at the sight of Ganesh's unaccountably troubled
and depressed look. She thought that the sooner the
whole farce was ended the better.

even if she lost her life ?

What cared she

The pride that made her

calm and indifferent suddenly left her, and the inde
pendent spirit of her parents, the spirit that made them
leave their homes, preferring hardships to a life of
luxury, was not altogether absent even in the gentle
affectionate Kamala. “ Don't you hear, you deaf lout ? ”
said Sai, and turning to Ganesh , “ Look at her : she
does not mind me at all.

Make her do it ."

Kamala

was sitting with her back turned and her head on her
knees . She was astonished at the turn of affairs.
Never before had Sai behaved like this. Her husband's
voice fell on her ears. “ Here, rise and do as she tells

you .”

With these words she felt a severe thump on

her back and she rolled a few steps. But the tiger
element in her nature was roused.

She got up , sup

pressed the pain , and facing him said : - " You ! You !
to strike me for this.

Take care that God does not

strike you in return . " He felt awed . It was an
unusual thing for a woman to behave in this fashion ,
but she faced him and stood her ground. And em
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boldened by her victory she cried to Sai : " Leave

my house for ever. Leave at once . If you do not
go I shall force you ." And with extraordinary
strength she pushed her out, while Sai kept appeal
ing to Ganesh. But Ganesh seemed rooted to the
ground as it were, and Kamala shut the door on Sai

and returned , and saw that her husband stood where
he was. After that she felt lifeless .

The excitement

of the moment had passed, and she sat down on the

floor and gave vent to her feelings. Sobs, deep sobs,
seemed to choke her.

Her husband at last broke

out :-"What have you done, you Avadasa. You
have disgraced me before the public now. What
shall I do ? How shall I show my face outside ? Are

you not satisfied with the disgrace that you have al
ready heaped on me that you add this too ?”
“What have I done ? I have done nothing,” said
Kamala . “ I have only sent the woman away who
took my place and who had not even the prudence of

a dancing - girl, but who was brazen - faced enough to
order me to work for her --me your lawful wife whom
you loved so dearly once . "

Then she added passion

ately : “ Why do you, my husband, do all this ?
Why can't we be happy as before for our beloved
child's sake at least ? ”

And she threw herself on the

ground and clasped his knees.
“ Yes ! why ? " said Ganesh with a cold contemptuous
look at her ; and then turning away from her said :
“ You to talkto me like this in the face of what you have

done, you, who are worse than Sai herself. You have
already disgraced me and you shall suffer for it."
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“ Disgraced you ? Why ! what have I done ? ”
' Why do you feign ignorance, when I can read
you through and through, when I have seen with my
own eyes the man loitering about here ?”
What man ? Of whom are you talking ? O God !
what is this ?”

“ You may well feign astonishment, but you cannot
deceive me. Our forefathers' saying is true - Never
trust a woman .' You pretended to care for me in
order to cast dust in my eyes, to make me believe

in you, and leave you by yourself.” And grinding
his teeth and stamping his feet, he said : “ You shall
suffer for it. Why do you fall at my feet ? You can
put on the appearance of innocence very well. Just
now you nearly staggered me and I thought you were
innocent, I felt for a moment the old feeling, but it is
gone.

I see you in your

true colours.

I shall swear

the child is not mine and turn you out.”
What, so much, would you really say that it is
not your child ? Ah, welcome death ! I don't even

want to know the name of the man you suspect. You
to think of me like this. Who has told you this tale,
for if you really think like this I shan't live long to
trouble you ? Do think again before you accuse me.”
“ What is there to think ?

I know what is true,"

said Ganesh coldly and sneeringly.
“ Oh God ! Why do you talk like this ? ” An icy
chill passed through her at his strange sneering man.

She felt something bound round her heart and
choking her . Suddenly she seemed to grow ten years
older in experience ; and standing up she said in a
ner.
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“Kill myself I cannot ; that would

bring you into trouble. God will reveal the truth ;
Then she told
but I will not stay here any more .
him that if anybody asked about her he was to say
she had gone to see her father who was ill . “ It will
silence all evil tongues and no disgrace will be at
tached to you .”

“Here is some money,” he said, looking pitifully at
her. “ No, I don't want any money. You shall never
see me again . ” Something made her shudder and
tremble as she walked, and she clasped her child and
rushed out on to the dark silent road. Before she
went out, however, she checked herself and called the

servant woman to follow her, while Ganesh quietly

looked on. She had not gone many paces before she
stopped under a tree. The winds were howling on all
sides and the darkened tree-tops rustled ominously.
A long desolate plain lay before her. She said to her

self : “ Where shall I go ? Not back to my child
home at Anjinighur. No ! Never ! Never ! A woman
must die in her husband's house, and never return to
her own home.” Then a thought seized her and she
almost ran on while the servant woman followed behind

remonstrating. “ Don't tell any one where I am going,"
she said. It was the most unlikely place that she
made up her mind to go to. It was back to Siva
gunga to her father - in -law's house.

“ It is they that

must have put the idea into his heart ; and I must go
to them and live my life out with them .”

The darkness thickened as she passed along a weird
road that lay between two paddy - fields. The passion
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in her soul was driving her on. In vain the servant
woman called to her and she madly clasped the infant
to her breast, and scarcely stopped to hear the words.

Her heart beat wildly and her head throbbed. At last
through sheer exhaustion she sat down. “ So this is
what has come of all my strivings.” The words, “ This
is not my child , ” rang in her ears with a terrible wild
ness, and she said : “ Ah ! what shall I do ?

Where

shall I hide myself. How shall I destroy myself ? Oh !
welcome death , but how difficult it is for Yama to
come.

I implore thee, Yama, come. ” But what if

death would not come.
The future—the dreadful
-future-seemed to thrust itself before her. Death was

her only solace ; and she lifted her head up in wild
agony. But what was the strange feeling that over
came her now ? She felt suddenly a new experience
that she could not describe. Above her head lay the
vast expanse of the heavens with all its myriad glitter
ing stars ; and its silent immensity seemed to strike a

thrill through her. The thought darted across her
mind—What am I in this great universe, and what
matter if I live or die ? Just then her little girl woke,

and seeing her mother gazing at the heavens, pointed
her infant hands to the sky, and gave vent to a wild
whoo of delight. Kamala was struck by the gesture,
.as little things will sometimes strike us. It harmonis

ed, she thought, so well with the great silent magnifi
.cence of the scene above and she thought within her
self : Was the child appealing to God ? Who made
this unconscious innocent infant life, and who would
take care of it after she died ? Living things were
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cared for in some way or other ; and a God — a wise ,
loving God - must be over all. She felt greatly calmed ,
and bowing her head ceased to think of the past.

In

essage seemed
the calm that came over her soul a mes

to be whispered into the inmost recesses of her heart :
“No, you must not die. You must live and show
what a life of true innocence can be.

You must win

by love , win all hearts - stoop low , for nothing is.
mean .

world .”

Arise and work, for your work lies in this
She rose refreshed.

A new life seemed to.

spring within her. The selfish sorrow vanished . She
was going to live for others now and even for those
who hated her.

She would love, and show what love

and innocence could do.

She would bear all, even if

they trampled on her ; and one day Ganesh would
know of it too. A soft sweet glamour spread over her
and she was happy in the great sacrifice of self she

had contemplated. It may seem strange that an ex
perience such as this should have been felt by an
ignorant Hindu girl . But even a savage is known to
be impressed by grand inspiring scenes of nature, and
Kamala, moreover, was different from other Hindu

girls, in that she had a highly cultured father and a
learned mother ; and she had herself learnt to feel
and think.

CHAPTER XVIII.

EVERAL circumstances and influences combined

produced the change in Ganesh's conduct which
led to his acting towards Kamala in the manner he
did. He had hitherto steered clear of any troubles
and had tried not to offend Kamala, but all the time
he was getting more and more involved in Sai's
clutches. Sai and he met behind the temple groves acci

dentally, it would appear, on several occasions.

She

began an intimacy with him only with the view of
taking revenge on Kamala . Ramchander's callous

ness towards her had incensed her terribly, and she
was determined to make the girl whom he thought so
much of suffer in some way or other. Ramchander

had wished Kamala to be happy in her home and he
had said that he would be happy in her happiness.

It was a new representation of a pure love to her, and
she was angry with herself and envious of Kamala.

She loved to have people at her feet, and she felt that
Ramchander almost spurned her though he was in
tensely polite and obliging. Sai had contrived to
meet him on several occasions in the mountain haunts,

and in all their meetings he had maintained a quiet
dignity and a proud reserve.

Sai did not care for

Ganesh much at first, because she considered him
young and spiritless.

But she exerted herself to make

him her slave so as to induce him to neglect Kamala

and even to send her away. She was also aware of
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the low esteem in which she was held by Kamala , and
that was another cause of her hatred . She had a
subtle attraction for Ganesh .

She talked and laugh

ed and exhibited a freedom and independence which
seemed to him most fascinating. The more he was in
her company the more she exerted herself to please
him, till at last she found herself watching for him in
the evenings and getting restless when he did not
soon appear. Quick and sharp as she was she did
not somehow grasp the other side of his character, his
wish to please all and avoid troubles, and when he
stayed longer than usual with her, a pleased soft ex
pression would steal into her eyes, those eyes that
were usually sparkling and keen, and the lips would
part in a shy, pleased smile. It was a bewitching look.

Ganesh caught the infection of her bright spirits,
and he too got into the way of talking in a bright
off- hand manner, and excelled even Sai in her keen
witty sayings and clever repartees. Sai was astonish
ed, and she who wanted merely to play with the man
found that her affections began to be set on him. She

tried to keep him long by her side and appoint places
where they would meet as it were by accident. It was
thus that they met behind the temple grove on the day
on which Ramchander visited Kamala at her house.

“ Ah ! how late you are to -day,” said Sai, when
Ganesh came .
Am I ? "

“ Yes ! you ought to know that. See what a sight
That temple top was blazing with
silver and gold as the sun touched it through the cleft

ve missed.
you ha
have
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of yonder hill ; and the tank there in front, —the large
sacred tank, whose bottom no one has fathomed , and

in whose bosom , they say, a whole city lies engulfed
was as calm as a crystal and mirrored a moment ago
a gorgeous city. From whence came those domes that

I saw distinctly, those large mansions, and those broad
paved streets ? It was a silent city , a city of the dead,

and I thought the enchanted moment had come, when,
the sages say, a convulsion will take place and when
the whole buried city will rise out of the lake, silent,

solemn, and entire, the waters being swallowed up in
the womb of the earth.

Do you think such things are

possible ? Can you explain them by your wonderful
new knowledge acquired in schools. When you did
not come ... Well ! ... There you missed a treat, and
Come ! If you like we shall sit
on the edge of the lake . ”
that is all I can say.

“ Yes ! we have nothing else to do. I was think
ing of Kamala, how she would have enjoyed the
sight.” These words just escaped his lips unawares.
Perhaps he had felt a twitch of remorse at the sight

of Kamala's face as he came away, but he soon check
ed himself.

Sai looked at him hard, and tossing her
Do you think all

head said : - “ She does not care .

have the soul to enjoy such things? She is accus
tomed to staying at home.”
“ Yes ! when we make them stay, the poor souls.”
“ Do you mean to say she cares much for you and
the places you visit, and natural scenes such as these ?

I know where her thoughts are just now ,” said Sai
looking much incensed.
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“ Her thoughts ! where can they be ? ”
“Not with you, surely.”
“ Then with whom ? " asked Ganesh , with a smile ,

complacently looking at her.
“ Don't you know the grand cousin she has, who
adores the very ground she touches ? What are you
compared with him ? Clever and learned and rich
enough to buy you up even.”

“ I don't know of any such person. The saniyasi
her father is poor enough and she knows none.'
“ Your heart is with her and that is why you ex
cuse her,” said Sai with flashing eyes.
Why ? what do you know ? I like to see you

angry , for you look so pretty, but why are you against
my wife ?” Ganesh was bent on mischief partly, and
he wanted to arouse Sai's jealousy.

“ I am not against her. I only show you where
you are loved truly and where you are deceived.
Kamala seems no doubt innocent and guileless.'
“ You must not talk of her like that.

There are

bounds to everything, and talk about a wife is always
distasteful to her husband .”

“ The poor dove ! That is why you leave her so
much to herself .”

“ It is for you I leave her . "

“ Why do you do so ? ”
“ I don't know," and he tried to hold her hand.
“ And you, you think that such as I am am not
worthy to talk of your wife ? ”
“ I did not say that. Don't be angry ."
“ I who reserve all my time for you, I who try to
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please you . What does your wife do ? She does not
give two thoughts to you. I tell you that even now
perhaps she is talking to her lover.

I heard of his

coming before I came here, and even saw him inquir
ing for your house.”
“How dare you say such things ? She knows
nothing of anyone's existence, and she talks to no one
in her husband's absence. Don't try to make me

angry . ” This he said seriously.
Come, let us see,” she said.

“ See what ? Are you playing with me ? ”
“ I tell you she knows him, and I can tell you a
great deal more , too."
“ You cannot, you dare not.

Let us go and see . ”

“Not so fast, not so fast. We shall go to Saranga
pani's wadi, which is empty , and from the window
overlooking your house we shall see if Kamala is
talking or not.”

As they went she pointed laughing to a gaily trap
ped horse that was standing at the corner of the
street. But Ganesh was furious. He thought she was
acting a great lie to torment him ; but lo ! from the
window , what did he see ? The woman laughed and
hissed in his ears ' fool,' and he held the window and

strained his eyes, breathing through his compressed
teeth .

Was it Kamala , his own wife, standing near

the half-opened door so suspiciously, and a man in
front under the neem tree, half -hidden from the road ?

Kamala , the penniless, when did she come to know of
this stranger's existence ? He turned with questioning
eyes, and Sai divining his thoughts turned away her
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She felt a throb of pain at his great suffering ,

and a momentary inclination to explain all came to
her. But when he turned fiercely on her and said
with a hoarse voice : “ Are you satisfied ? ” the fiend
in her nature was aroused and she retorted angrily :
“ Satisfied ? why should I be satisfied ? fool that you
should feel so much for her. Why ! she is an old hand
at it all. I got it from his very lips that he saw her
at Dudhasthal, too, I am sure without your knowledge,
for you don't seem to know anything about him. Did
I not say, Be careful of a saniyasi's daughter ? He
is the distinguished chella * of Arunyadaya and Nara

yen's nephew and attendant, even the very man that
summoned Kamala to Anjinighur when her father was
ill. Now do you understand ? Do you recognize in
him the clever physician who attended Kamala ? For
after he came was not the cure miraculous ? ”

Ganesh groaned. “ Stop ! Stop ! ” he said. “ But
it is all true .

Go on .”

But after a time - it seemed

an age to him - he said : “Come, I will have my
revenge. You shall live with me and I shall get the
truth out of her, but she will be made to feel the tor

tures of hell.

Come, let us go home.”

« Not so soon.

You must take some food .

You

must not make a hubbub . Act the part of an uncon
scious husband and everything will be out. I don't
like to see a quarrel. You can quietly send her away .
I shall come and stay an hour or two to-day.”
What happened afterwards has already been told .
Now the reader will understand Ganesh's behaviour .
* Disciple.
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Kamala reached her father-in-law's house in the

dark hours of the early morning. Nerved with a new
strength she had passed along silent, deserted roads,
undaunted either by the great gloom in the mango

topes or by the thought of the ghastly tales she had
heard of robberies and murders committed on the way
by which she went. The servant woman in terror

begged her to stop at the rest house for the night,
but Kamala was determined to go on ; and the two
women glided like ghostly shadows through the dark
ness, unnoticed by any one. Once they heard some

steps behind, but they were themselves objects of
terror to others ; for such is the power of Hindu
superstition that a woman seen in a dark night in un
frequented parts in India is sure to be taken for a

walking -demon, from whose clutches there is no hope
of escape.

As Kamala reached her father - in -law's

house she felt a momentary sinking in her heart. How
cruel and heartless did they all seem formerly, and
how would they look upon her now ? “ No, I must not
be daunted, my life-work is here,” she said, breathing
quickly, and knocked firmly at the door. It was an
unusual thing to hear a knock at this early hour.
Ganesh's father himself rose to answer it, and came

out with a flickering oil light in his hand. Kamala
on seeing him, bowed herself to the ground and groan
ed : “ Take me in, I have come from far.”
“Why ? What ? ” stammered the bewildered old

But seeing the servant woman just behind
with the child he changed his.tone and ordered her to

man .

go in. Then in a commanding tone he asked Kamala
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to rise and come in and explain matters. « I enter
your house only on one condition , that you tell no one
that I am here , that you will protect and keep me,
however unworthy I may seem .

I will slave for you

-will do anything . Only this boon I ask . I want
to be unknown .

I do not know what to tell you .

I

am an outcast now, and only fit for death ; for my
husband has turned me out, or rather I have left him .
Oh ! how shall I tell you ? How

He suspects me .

can I utter the words he spoke even before you ? ”
“ What is it all ? Why all this ado ? ”
Ah ! he has said you know not what. But is it
not you people that have put him up to it ? I have
come to prove my innocence .”
“ But what is it ? "

“ There was no turning him. He ground his teeth
and hissed into my ears more than once that I was
false to him. Why did you put him up to it ? Drive
me, kill me, but ah, this falsehood I cannot bear. Did

I give any one reason to think such things ? ”
“ Hush ! you are talking madly. Arise, you are
not in your senses. Perhaps the bad news about your
father has been too much for you. No one put any

such dreadful idea into your husband's head. Come,
your mother-in -law must tend you. Don't sorrow,
my child .

After your father am I not also one ? "

At these words Kamala simply stared. Why were

they so unaccountably gentle and loving ? Her father
was not dead, he was only ill, and yet her father

in - law was so kind . Ah ! how harshly she had judged
him before. ' She had expected a scolding from him

1

1
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husband suspects
we cannot have
and
it,
you there must be ground for
you here." But what was all this ? She stood rooted
and words such as these :

If your

to the ground , and her father -in-law felt confirmed in
his opinion that she had lost her senses .

After a time

she turned to the old man, and, with the faint glimmer
of a smile on her face, said, “ So you do not think
anything evil of me. "

“No, we don't, child. How strangely you behave !"
“ It may seem strange, but I am not mad,” said
Kamala calmly. “ I saw Ramchander-punt yesterday,
and he told me all the news of my father's illness.
But somebody has caused your son to believe that I
am wicked, and now it makes me fear that he is more
mad than I am . That woman Sai comes in the evening,
and he has of late been so depressed and so different
that I cannot but think that it must be her doing.
She has given him the fatal drug. I must stay with
you. You attend to him, but do not tell him where I
am . "

Both husband and wife listened with great concern ;

and then they took her inside. The mother-in-law in
her room broke into lamentations, whilst Kamala com
Kamala suspected not the great sorrow

forted her.

that was in store for her. Only that night, a few
hours before she came, they had heard of her father's
death from a messenger who had come in search of
Ramchander, and the old man kept the news from the

distracted girl. They treated her with love and
tenderness, but Kamala knew not that the change in
their treatment of her was brought about chiefly by
13

194

KAMALA .

[CH. XVIII .

Ramchander's visit. She was not the penniless girl
they imagined her to be, but a rich heiress far above
them in birth and position ; and all her previous faults

were now ascribed to ignorance and innocence. The
mother-in - law, in her usual excitable way, drew flatter
ing pictures of Kamala, and the old man, who had
always had a strange partiality for her, smiled at the
good turn affairs had taken. He said : - " Did I not
tell you from the commencement that she was above

the ordinary run of girls ? ”

Before Kamala came

they had determined to call her home and treat her
with all due consideration .

“ Ah ! there is compensation even in this world ,"
said the happy, trembling Kamala . “ I get all this .
attention when I thought that the whole world was
against me."

CHAPTER XIX.

ST was a quiet peaceful evening. The long dewy
pasture-lands lay bathed in a yellow light and
the last smile of the sun fickered on the grass that

covered the slopes and the distant meadows, so soft
and pliable that even the gentlest breath of wind made
dimples in it. The old, old peaks were there, and a
heavenly radiance seemed to rest on their tops and on

the wide plain beyond, revealing every object that
came into view. The dark rocks, enveloped in the
yellow shimmering light, seemed to be instinct with
life ; the huge spreading trees far away on the plains
were spangled with gold ; and the dead leaves quiver
ed as if they too were alive. It was such a scene that met

Narayen the saniyasi, as he lay in his grass -thatched

hut on the ledge-like plateau in his old mountain re
treat where Ramchander found him after Kamala's

marriage. The rush of the torrent was heard dis
tinctly close by, but the saniyasi's thoughts were far
away, and his mind was grappling with a new and dis
tinct problem of life. The nearness of death seemed
to have deprived him of all consolation in his usual

philosophical thoughts.

The highly sensitive soul

was about to shake off its mortal coil and face - what ?

Was there really a soul ? What became of man after
death ? A few months before he could have answered

these questions with self -satisfaction, but now, as the

gates of death opened, a dread fear overwhelmed him .
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Nirvana-the ab

sorption of the individual into the Deity—this was
the spiritual goal he had all along been aspiring to,
but what if the end should prove to be the complete
loss of consciousness and the annihilation of thought ?
In that case what would become of all his abstract

meditations, all his fastings and prayers, his suppres
sion of passions and all promptings of self ? In what
way was one like Arunayadaya superior to the un
thinking crowd ? But even Arunayadaya, who pos
sessed the vision of the seer and the faculty, under
great mental excitement, of knowing what was happen
ing to those he loved, even he had not explained to

him the mystery of death . He had been rewarded no
doubt to a certain extent for all his meditations and

abstractions, for he had attained a solemn placid
happiness, a calm unknown to many. The world had
been nothing to him. Riches, name, position had all
lost their power over him. Sorrow had been over
come and cares had been left behind .

But even Aru

nayadaya had often talked doubtingly of the hereafter.
Surely thought did not become extinct for ever ?

Death must after all be a long sleep during which
thought is only suspended. And then what was to be
the nature of the future state ? Narayen shuddered
at the bare thought of annihilation . He was evi
dently groping for more light, for a more definite reve
lation of the spiritual and the supernatural, but his
was a noble soul, and notwithstanding his imperfect
knowledge he had tried to lead a noble life. After a
time he felt calm and soothed . It appeared as if the
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earth had been taken away from under his feet. All
ties and trammels had fallen off completely. The
light of the sun had by this time assumed a pearly
haze and the stars were beginning to peep out. The
breeze came gently sighing and seemed to become part

of the whole tranquil scene. The soul of the saniyasi

drank in for a moment the peace and tranquillity of
Is it in this way that we cease to
live to the outside world and live only with the stars
and the gentle breezes ? But this sweet calm lasted
nature all around .

only for a short while. There fell a sudden gloom in
the hut, and Narayen felt he was striving for some
thing definite, something that he could be sure of.
“ Oh ! for faith to strengthen me at this hour," he
cried aloud, and then fell into a swoon .

After a brief

interval, he breathed his last troubled breath and was
no more. Arunayadaya came too late to be recog

nised by his disciple, but according to his own request
the body of the saniyasi was taken and buried in the
silent forest of Panabras.

The news of the saniyasi's death was gently broken
Kamala by her father -in -law ; and she mourn

to poor

ed many a day and night for the beloved Dada
whom she would see no more.

But harder trials

After a time, when she was just begin
ning to be reconciled to her lot, her little child took
awaited her.

Those bright eyes that cheered her once had an
ominous far off gaze, and though the lips always part

ill .

ed with a smile and readily gave a soft, ringing, bound

ing laugh , the child seemed very different from other
children .

When Ka mala felt distressed , the little
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eyes looked into her face with such a sympathetic
gleam that the poor mother felt afraid and clasped
her little treasure to her bosom as if to hold it there
for ever . As days passed the child became thinner ;
and a low fever consumed its highly sensitive little

frame. Then Kamala's superstitious fears were arous
ed. To the Hindu mind the spirit world is a world
of reality ; the universe is inhabited by living spirits,
good or bad, of departed human beings ; and these
spirits are supposed to possess qualities which were
theirs during their human existence together with
other qualities peculiar to spirits. The ordinary belief
is that spirits before entering swarga * have to pass
through a preliminary existence in this world, the
period of such existence varying according to the life
led in this world during the human existence.

If the

being leads a good life by doing deeds of charity, and
has acquired a mastery over self, then he passes straight
to swarga. But if he has not so lived his spirit has
to pass through a long period of probation, and some
never even attain to swarga . It is these spirits that
are dreaded most. Children are said to be specially
susceptible to the influence of such . The credulous
mother often sees this widow demon in her dream ,
who generally appears with another child in her arms

and asks the mother to accept it. Against this evil
power, however, it is supposed that the temple gods
and the household deities possess a protecting influ
ence .

The distracted mother often has recourse to

exorcism to free her infant from such fatal influences
* Heaven .
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Even Kamala was not free from such fears, and the
servant woman who always interpreted her dreams
for her filled her head with all sorts of superstitious
notions. Kamala did all that she could for her infant,
but the child was no better.

At last she heard that a

great god was about to manifest his presence in the
plain opposite the Bhavani temple, and she deter
mined to take her child there. As she approached
the temple she saw a large procession moving towards
it from the opposite side.

People were rushing about

distractedly and yelling at the top of their voices.
The procession stopped some distance away and then
a circle of frantic devotees was formed which be

came larger and larger.

Kamala stood under a

tree trembling and silent, watching the procession,
with one arm outstretched to the god and another
clasping the child to her bosom. She had brav
ed much in thus coming here. The dear little
weakling lay pining in her arms but the full beauty

of its lovely eyes was turned towards its mother.
Nearer and nearer approached the procession, and

narrower grew the circle round the dancing devotee.
Then a sudden fear seized upon Kamala .

What if

the blind deity were to strike her little one dead be
fore listening to her petition ? The gods always
wanted an offering ; what if they demanded the best
and the choicest-her own little treasure ? Ah ! she

would have flown away with it to the ends of the

world to protect it. The child had heard the shout ;
and its eyes were fixed on the procession. Then they
turned towards the mother with an enquiring gaze
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such wondering round eyes they were.

[ch . XIX,
Kamala knew

the look well, and she hugged her child to her bosom

and cried out : - " O God have mercy.

Not this darl

ing one. Don't ask this. Take me away , but spare
her .” The child's cherub face nestled to her bosom ,
and the soft eyes, once more taking a look at the mother ,

closed. She felt the head, it was warm and throbbing
A sharp pang passed through her heart.

“ It is not

better after all.” Had she done wrong in coming ?
No, she would make one more appeal.

Was the fever

increasing ? She fell on her knees and prayed a
silent prayer. People thought she was mad. The
procession went by. After a long time she got up.
Her child was sleeping, and shivering all over. She
made haste to return home.
*

*

The night was dark , and there was only a faint

glimmer of star-light in the low room in which Kamala
was seated with her child. Outside, however, the
stars shone brightly, and the wind moaned and sighed

“ Sleep, my child, sleep !”
said Kamala, as she looked with agony at the pale

with a sad, sad wail .

wasted face on her lap. The eyes once more opened
wide, and she hugged her child to her breast and said:
“ Don't look like that - sleep, dear one, sleep," and

then in a low voice she murmured a plaintive melody,
the words of which seemed a mockery, for the infant
had not long to live.
“ Golden is thy cradle,
Wide thy father's sway ,
Gently slumber, sweet one,
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Harm is far away.

Sleep, little one, sleep .
Bending o'er thy cradle,
All to thee unknown ,

Kindly spirits hover,
Seen by Heaven alone.

Sleep, little one, sleep.
Guardians of thy slumber,
Of no earthly race,

With their wings they shade thee,
Gently fan thy face.

Sleep, little one, sleep.
Light upon thine eyelids,
Falls their kiss divine,
Lip to lip they mingle
Spirit, sweet, with thine.
Sleep, little one, sleep.
Never yet so lovely ,
Luscious on the bough ,
Cluster of wild berry,
As my babe, art thou.

Sleep, little one, sleep ."
familiar song each word sounded
this
As she sang
strange in her ears. Tears flowed fast from her eyes.

It was more a death song than a lullaby, and she
pressed her child closer and closer to her breast.
Did she know that time was speeding, and that the
star-light now shone on her child and herself ?

And

did she know that the infant spirit had taken to itself

wings when she was singing the tear -woven melody ?
Kamala sat cold as a stone with the child clasped to
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her breast, and the morning found her in a dead faint

leaning back on the wall . They thought the mother
and child had both gone ; but the one revived to the
consciousness of an aching void that would never be
filled , and the other had flown away .
When Kamala awoke she had a raging fever that

made her unconscious for days afterwards. She
knew not that another great wave of trial was passing
over her. To the neighbouring people she seemed to
be the buffet of fate, and they said that the star of
baneful influence had shone at the hour of her birth .

What were all her riches to her now ? She had lost

the greatest adornment of a woman . Ganesh had
suddenly died of cholera after twelve hours' suffering.
Great consternation filled the house, and Kamala her

self was found at the point of death. Her father-in
law and mother-in -law had to proceed to Rampur, and
her friends nursed her in turns. Days passed, and she
awoke from her unconscious state, but only to misery
such as seldom falls to the lot of woman.

Without

father and mother, degraded and despised, a creature

of ill-omen, she hid herself from all around and cried
in the secret of her heart for her lost treasure-her

little babe. She looked upon her husband's death as
a meet punishment for having left his house, for was
it not different now with her friend Bhagirathi, the

scornful fiery girl ? Her busband had left his mis
tresses and come back to her, and now she was happy,

boisterously happy, in the possession of a firstborn
son. Bhagirathi had told Kamala that it was through
her own fault that her husband had been estranged
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from her ; that she had been jealous and spiteful and
had taken every opportunity to upbraid and defy him ,
and that after the birth of her son she had found out

her mistake.

Bhagirathi's husband had told her that

he had never cared for anyone else, and that it was
only to punish her that he had behaved as he had
done ; and Kamala felt a keen pang of remorse when

she thought that if she had stayed with her husband

it would have been all right with her too. But now
the widow's blight had fallen on her. She who want
ed to win others by her good deeds and justify her
innocence in the sight of her husband's people, was
now the most accursed of all, and she felt she deserv

ed all this misery . Her old friends and acquaintances,

however, gathered round her, and did all they could
to alleviate her sorrows .

Kashi brought her infant

child and laid it in Kamala's arms, saying : - “ It is
not my child. Nurse and bring it up.” And Kamala
found some crumbs of joy still left in this life for her.

CHAPTER XX .

couple of years passed ; and then Kamala came

to know something which, though painful from
one point of view, served to soften her rugged life
and cast a glimmer of light on her path. It was the
light of a love that was so unselfish, so strangely

strong, and so utterly beyond her, that she felt al
most lifted, as it were, to another world . It is true
she felt that that love could never be hers, and yet in
a way it was hers for ever, and she was satisfied . The

secret was revealed by Ramchander one evening in
her favourite spot overlooking the river at the back

of her house. She was sitting and meditating as of
old on all the past incidents of her life when she saw
Ramchander approaching. She had not seen him for
two years, and her heart bounded for joy at meeting
an old friend. He brought her mother's casket of
jewels which the saniyasi in one of his eccentric
moods had hidden away, thinking that his Kamala
would have the pure joys of true love and home life
that are independent of wealth .

Ramchander gave

her all the news, and when Kamala asked him to go
in he begged of her to stay out for some time longer

as he had something special to tell her. She wonder
ed what it could be ; and then came the great and
sudden declaration of his love for her. He pleaded
most eloquently : - " It is the land of freedom I want
you to come to .

Have you not felt the trammels of
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custom and tradition ? Have you not felt the weight
of ignorance wearing you down, superstition folding its
arms round you and holding you in its bewildering and
terrifying grasp ? Everything is so dark and dreary for
you here. I see it in your eyes. You will be free with me
-free as the mountain air, free as the light and sun
shine that play around you. Come, Kamala, make up
your mind. You were mine before you were born .
You were promised to me by your mother. I am tired
-tired to death of all the meaningless mummeries of a
devotee's life. I have been trying to get at the kernel
of truth, at the essence of things, and I have found

it not. If you had seen me at the midnight auguries,
at the fasts and penances that I have undergone, at
the ceremonies and tapascharias and endless sacrifices,
within the temple and outside, in the dark impene
trable forests and on lonely hill-tops, you would have
then known that I have really striven , as none other

has, to find the truth . I have followed the saniyasi.
I have learnt at the feet of the great Arunayadaya .
I am acquainted with the vanaspati (vegetable) world .
I can distil the powerful juice of plants and trans
plant their subtle vigour into the human frame, but
it is all of no avail.

It does not bring me any nearer

to the object of my pursuit - any nearer to God - the
great source of good and evil, the light of the world.
Now , Kamala, what say you ? We shall create a
world of our own and none dare interrupt our joys.
I have means at my command of which you know
nothing ; and love will welcome you in the new world ,
love such as you have never dreamt of;-my love,
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my undying love and worship. Accept me and your
freedom, and come away with me, and no one will
know anything of it. ”
Kamala looked at him with eyes full of tears, a

long melting look, a look capable of piercing even the
stoniest heart and bringing forth the inmost floods
of sympathy. “ Ask me not that, ” she said , with a
shudder.

“ It is too much for me to think of.

Did

we wives not die on the funeral pyre in days of old ?
Did we not court the water and the floods ?
has come over us now ?

What

My heart beats in response

to yours, but betray me not, thou tempting heart. I
am ashamed of myself. Despise me and drive me
away from thee. Look not on my face. I am the ac
cursed among women. There is something wrong in
my nature, and that is why the gods have disgraced
me. They have broken the sacred thread of woman

hood round my neck ; taken my lord and master, and
No ! What you ask is too much.
Leave me as I am, marry a girl more fortunate, and
let fortune bless you. You will have happiness and
love, love such as you deserve. I am but a broken
vessel, fit only to be thrown aside and to be spat on.

have cursed me.

Ah me ! O God ! preserve me from this.
overwhelms me.

Something

I see the boundless hills rise before

me. They stretch far, far away . They are the emblem of thy power .”
“ No ! It is the power of love," said Ramchander.
ise, obey its summons. You cannot fight against
it. You will pass through waters and floods. Rise,
my love, and be mine. " And he came nearer and
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lifted her up. But a cry rang from her heart and she
uttered the word , ' Ganesh ,' and ran to the house as

if mad. It was the cry of a heart pierced to its inmost
depth. Her religion, crude as it was, had its victory.
She felt that her life would have been an unending

remorse and misery ; and thus she freed herself once

and for ever from the great overpowering influence
His love she could not get rid
but it was like sunlight
steel,
as
of, for he was true

of the man before her.

lying on her path and it brightened her life. Ah ! it
was happiness to know that some one loved her, loved
her for her own sake, despised as she was, and de
graded in the sight of the little world in which she
lived .

Ramchander hid himself in its forest home and only

came at stated times to look after his patients, but
soon his lonely abode was discovered, and he was
besieged by the suffering and the needy, whom he
willingly helped. No one suspected his great love :
the people merely thought that he was trying to
walk in the steps of his master Arunayadaya.
Kamala spent all her money in unselfish works of
charity ; and her name lives even to this day almost

worshipped by the simple folks of the place.
*

It was thus I heard the story of Kamala narrated

as I sat by the river banks under a clump of trees .

The rude rustic temple of Rohini was at my side.
The same old Sivagunga was there, and the same old
river rolled on, unmindful of the joys and the sorrows
of the lives that were lived by its side. Far in front
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were a shrine and a chuttram bearing the name of
Kamala, who had now become a saint. Her unseen
hands still relieve the poor and protect the unfortu
nate ; for she left her fortune for the sole benefit of

widows and orphans.
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SAGUNA :

A Story of Native Christian Life
With an Introduction
BY

MRS. R. S. BENSON .

SAGUNA,” by an Indian Lady , is a story of Native Christian
life which has already appeared in the pages of a Madras magazine,
and now comes before us in a neat volume.

It gives an insight

into the lives and habits of Brahmin homes both before and after a

profession of Christianity, being the autobiography of a clever

Brahmin girl. Many of its descriptions are beautiful and forceful.”
--Bombay Guardian.

“ SAGUNA ’ is in a measure biographical , and, may, perhaps, be
defined as showing the native 'new woman ' beside the old. Of
plot there is little, and it simply tells us how Saguna's parents were
converts. Saguva ran wild with her brothers, sharing their studies,
till she went to a Missiunary Boarding School , and her description

of this is marked both by a strong sense of,satire and the power of
judging and delineating character." -- The Queen .

Saguna ' is exceedingly interesting and well-written.

It is

quire a revelation to find a native lady capable of writing a tale in

such graphic English and containing so much that is suggestive to
the imagination ." S. K. Laurie , Esq. , C. S. Central Provinces."

ii

ADVERTISEMENT.

The story she tells is one of great interest from a psychological

point of view, and her pages give an insight into the varions phases
We cordially recoinmend the book to all
our readers." - The Indian Standard .
“ We have marked our sense of the importance of the book be
fore us by reviewing it somewhat at lenyth . We heartily recom

of Christian life in India .

mend it to our readers.

Everyone in England who is interested in

this vast continent, shonld carefully peruse it. It will give them a
faithful position of native life , it will shew them its bright as well
as its dark side, and it will shew them how the machinery for work.
ing Christian Missions may be iniproved .” --- Madras Journal of Edu
cution .

“ This autobiography, if we may so call it, marks a new epoch in
the intellectual history of the Indian ladies. We believe that such
a work as the one before us , would do creslit to most of the educat
ed English ladies. Above all , a high moral tone is maintained

throughout the book ; and we hope that the lady writer will be an
object lesson to her sisters in Southern India .” — The Hindı .

“ Wbilst the style is the most remarkable part of the story , the
most valuable part of it is the truthful picture which it represents
of the rie intime, as Amiel would call it, in Hindu and Natire Chris.
tian families. It has all the claims to praise which we recently

shewed Mrs. Chapman's biographies of Some Distinguished Indian
Women to have, and it has the additional qualification of being
written by an Indian lady instead of by a foreigner. We do not
propose to trace the outline of her story, for it would be found so
slight as to be valveless without the rich colouring, with which the
anthoress has adorned it.

We will content ourselves with quoting

one paragraph to shew with what perfoct grace our authoress wields
her foreign pen ? ” - Mudros Mail.
“ Even though there is a rich vein of Christian faith running

through it, the book is not a mere treatise on Christian norality
but an eminently rearable account of a life, throwing much light
on the modes of thougho of the best section of an interesting com

munity. Coming from the pen of an Indian lady , it proves that
the spirit of the English language has been caught as well as its
syntax. The purity of language harmonises with the parity of
the life which the book describes . ” — The Madras Times .

ADVERTISEMENT .

iii

“ In the delig litful pages of Saguna, we have Hindu home life
faithfully pictured for us by one who knows about it. It is not the
second - hand description of a foreigner that we have here. A native
Christian lady herself writes of Indian life, so that we get an accu
rate idea of such life, and truly to our western experience, there is

a great deal of the quaivt and curious , as well as picturesque, about
wbat we read . The descriptions of Indian towns are so just and
artistic, the ways of the poor Hindu females are so well described ,
Indian scenery is pencilled with such a deft touch, that we marvel

at the power of language and observation displayed by one who
conveys her ideas to us in a foreign tongue . Suguna is a homely
story of a native Christian girl whose parents were converts to the
faith of Jesus Christ. It is a record of this girl Saguna's life- of
her precocity, her studies at disadvantage, berniaiden thoughts
and fancies and lastly her marriage with one who loved her, wooed

aud won her, spite of his many rivals. There is no deep- laid plot
no plot of any kind-- but the buok is written in such a felicitous

style that one cannot help reading on when once he has begun
Where, the European reader will ask himself, did an Indian lado

get hold of such a sweet, render style ? As we read, we fanoy it is
some English lady who has written the book, so charming it is to
os . "- Malabar and Travancore Spectator.

Suguna , as our readers will renieniber, originally appeared in
the pages of this Magazine. It has now been published in book
form , and we trust will be very widely rend both in England and in
lodia.

It is as the opening centence says an attempt

to present &

faithful picture of the experiences of a simple Indian girl whose
life bas been highly influenced by a new order of things,” and
should consequently be of great interest to all who care to know
anything of Native Christian life and thought. The authoress has
acquired a conjmand of English which is rarely found even in the
Case of yraduates, and which many Englishmen might well ents
her, and she tells her story in an exceedingly interesting way.”
Christian College Muguzine.
“ This interesting volume is in the form of an autobiography by
a Native Christian lady ... ... The reading of the book gives the im

pression that it is more historical or biographical than imaginative.
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It deals with real men and women, and real Missionaries truthfully
delineated .

The latter are not ron down .

The writer met with

very kind sympathetic members of the body -and others who shocked
The book is decidedly a
her by their lack of sympathy....
good book, and will have a good influence on the Christiao and non
piring, and it is
Christian communities. It is ennobliny and

written in the purest English and in the b48t style. The descrip
tions given of her father's conversion and death and the brother's
death , reveal wonderful powers of describing the pathetic and the

concluding pages on the divinity of Christ her power of reasoning.
The
Her dry humour and caustic sarcasm are pleasing ..
how
to
as
Missionaries
of
eyes
the
open
will
volume
the
reading of
misunderstandings arise and to how their words and doings are
minutely criticised by friend and foe ... ... ... ... In Saguna we have
professedly a work of art ... . . . . ...,.Such books ( Saguna and Baba

Padmanji's Autobiography) are suitable for wide circulation in the

vernaculars of India and may, with the prospect of much good be

put in the hands of Christian and non-Christian . To the question
-what is a convert ? we would reply “ Read these two books” and
so also in answer to the question what is a ' Native Christian ? ' we

would reply. “ If you wonld like to make the acquaintance of some
of our best , read these two books .” — The Indian Evangelical Review .
" This story was pnblished as a serial in the Christian College
Magazine and now appears as a separata volume. It is more than
a mere story. It is true that there is no plot, no tragedy-save
inasmuch as all human life is tragic - that we have only a faith
ful picture of the experiences and thoughts of a simple Indian girl ,
whose life has been greatly influenced by Christianity' ; bat this
alone is sufficient to give the book an interest and value far beyond

that possessed by most novels. The domestic life of Hindus has
long been a terra incognita even to the best of their friends, but the
simple description of Saguna's life does something to make it
better known . We see the village maidens learning their fate from
that of the garland that floats down the stream , we listen to their
careless talk and hanter as they pass along the street , and we learn

something of “ the stern unmerciful discipline " of the Hindu
mother - in - law .....

ADVERTISEMENT .

V

The strivings of Saguna after truer and fuller spiritual life are
depicted with a fervour and vividness which indicate that these
have really transpired in the experience of the authoress, and we
have marked their course with mich sympathy. How Saguna
succeeded in her studies, how she was wooed by many and won at
last by the best we must leave our readers to find out for themselves.

Original literary work has hitherto been conspicuous by its absence
among Hindus who , for the most part, confine themselves to ab.
ridgements and translations of other works. It is a very significant
fact that the most readable antobiography we have yet met with
should come from the pen of " a Hindu lady." We trust that this
very interesting story will meet with the large circulation it
deserves.- Harvest Field, March 1890.
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EDITOR'S PREFACE.
MY editing has consisted in copying the original manuscript in correct orthography and punctuation, with
occasional emendations by the author, of a book which is an heroic act on the part of the writer. Mrs. Hopkins
came to the East from the Pacific coast with the courageous purpose of telling in detail to the mass of our people,
"extenuating nothing and setting down naught in malice," the story of her people's trials. Finding that in
extemporaneous speech she could only speak at one time of a few points, she determined to write out the most
important part of what she wished to say. In fighting with her literary deficiencies she loses some of the fervid
eloquence which her extraordinary colloquial command of the English language enables her to utter, but I am
confident that no one would desire that her own original words should be altered. It is the first outbreak of the
American Indian in human literature, and has a single aim – to tell the truth as it lies in the heart and mind of a
true patriot, and one whose knowledge of the two races gives her an opportunity of comparing them justly. At
this moment, when the United States seem waking up to their duty to the original possessors of our immense
territory, it is of the first importance to hear what only an Indian and an Indian woman can tell. To tell it was her
own deep impulse, and the dying charge given her by her father, the truly parental chief of his beloved tribe.
M. M.
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LIFE AMONG THE PIUTES.
CHAPTER I.
FIRST MEETING OF PIUTES AND WHITES.
I WAS born somewhere near 1844, but am not sure of the precise time. I was a very small child when the first
white people came into our country. They came like a lion, yes, like a roaring lion, and have continued so ever
since, and I have never forgotten their first coming. My people were scattered at that time over nearly all the
territory now known as Nevada. My grandfather was chief of the entire Piute nation, and was camped near
Humboldt Lake, with a small portion of his tribe, when a party travelling eastward from California was seen
coming. When the news was brought to my grandfather, he asked what they looked like? When told that they had
hair on their faces, and were white, he jumped up and clasped his hands together, and cried aloud, –
"My white brothers, – my long-looked for white brothers have come at last!"
He immediately gathered some of his leading men, and went to the place where the party had gone into camp.
Arriving near them, he was commanded to halt in a manner that was readily understood without an interpreter.
Grandpa at once made signs of friendship by throwing down his robe and throwing up his arms to show them he
had no weapons; but in vain, – they kept him at a distance. He knew not what to do. He had expected so much
pleasure in welcoming his white brothers to the best in the land, that after looking at them sorrowfully for a little
while, he came away quite unhappy. But he would not give them up so easily. He took some of his most
trustworthy men and followed them day after day, camping near them at night, and travelling in sight of them by
day, hoping in this way to gain their confidence. But he was disappointed, poor dear old soul!
I can imagine his feelings, for I have drank deeply from the same cup. When I think of my past life, and the bitter
trials I have endured, I can scarcely believe I live, and yet I do; and, with the help of Him who notes the
sparrow's fall, I mean to fight for my down-trodden race while life lasts.
Seeing they would not trust him, my grandfather left them, saying, "Perhaps they will come again next year."
Then he summoned his whole people, and told them this tradition:–
"In the beginning of the world there were only four, two girls and two boys. Our forefather and mother were only
two, and we are their children. You all know that a great while ago there was a happy family in this world. One
girl and one boy were dark and the others were white. For a time they got along together without quarrelling, but
soon they disagreed, and there was trouble. They were cross to one another and fought, and our parents were
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html
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very much grieved. They prayed that their children might learn better, but it did not do any good; and afterwards
the whole household was made so unhappy that the father and mother saw that they must separate their children;
and then our father took the dark boy and girl, and the white boy and girl, and asked them, Why are you so cruel
to each other? 'They hung down their heads, and would not speak. They were ashamed. He said to them, 'Have I
not been kind to you all, and given you everything your hearts wished for? You do not have to hunt and kill your
own game to live upon. You see, my dear children, I have power to call whatsoever kind of game we want to eat;
and I also have the power to separate my dear children, if they are not good to each other.' So he separated his
children by a word. He said, 'Depart from each other, you cruel children; – go across the mighty ocean and do
not seek each other's lives.'
"So the light girl and boy disappeared by that one word, and their parents saw them no more, and they were
grieved, although they knew their children were happy. And by-and-by the dark children grew into a large
nation; and we believe it is the one we belong to, and that the nation that sprung from the white children will
some time send some one to meet us and heal all the old trouble. Now, the white people we saw a few days ago
must certainly be our white brothers, and I want to welcome them. I want to love them as I love all of you. But
they would not let me; they were afraid. But they will come again, and I want you one and all to promise that,
should I not live to welcome them myself, you will not hurt a hair on their heads, but welcome them as I tried to
do."
How good of him to try and heal the wound, and how vain were his efforts! My people had never seen a white
man, and yet they existed, and were a strong race. The people promised as he wished, and they all went back to
their work.
The next year came a great emigration, and camped near Humboldt Lake. The name of the man in charge of the
trains was Captain Johnson, and they stayed three days to rest their horses, as they had a long journey before
them without water. During their stay my grandfather and some of his people called upon them, and they all
shook hands, and when our white brothers were going away they gave my grandfather a white tin plate. Oh, what
a time they had over that beautiful gift, – it was so bright! They say that after they left, my grandfather called for
all his people to come together, and he then showed them the beautiful gift which he had received from his white
brothers. Everybody was so pleased; nothing like it was ever seen in our country before. My grandfather thought
so much of it that he bored holes in it and fastened it on his head, and wore it as his hat. He held it in as much
admiration as my white sisters hold their diamond rings or a sealskin jacket. So that winter they talked of nothing
but their white brothers. The following spring there came great news down the Humboldt River, saying that there
were some more of the white brothers coming, and there was something among them that was burning all in a
blaze. My grandfather asked them what it was like. They told him it looked like a man; it had legs and hands and
a head, but the head had quit burning, and it was left quite black. There was the greatest excitement among my
people everywhere about the men in a blazing fire. They were excited because they did not know there were any
people in the world but the two, – that is, the Indians and the whites; they thought that was all of us in the
beginning of the world, and, of course, we did not know where the others had come from, and we don't know
yet. Ha! ha! oh, what a laughable thing that was! It was two negroes wearing red shirts!
The third year more emigrants came, and that summer Captain Fremont, who is now General Fremont.
My grandfather met him, and they were soon friends. They met just where the railroad crosses Truckee River,
now called Wadsworth, Nevada. Captain Fremont gave my grandfather the name of Captain Truckee, and he also
called the river after him. Truckee is an Indian word, it means all right, or very well. A party of twelve of my
people went to California with Captain Fremont. I do not know just how long they were gone.
During the time my grandfather was away in California, where he staid till after the Mexican war, there was a
girl-baby born in our family. I can just remember it. It must have been in spring, because everything was green. I
was away playing with some other children when my mother called me to come to her. So I ran to her. She then
asked me to sit down, which I did. She then handed me some beautiful beads, and asked me if I would like to
buy something with them. I said:–
"Yes, mother, – some pine nuts."
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html
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My mother said:–
"Would you like something else you can love and play with? Would you like to have a little sister?" I said, –
"Yes, dear mother, a little, little sister; not like my sister Mary, for she won't let me play with her. She leaves me
and goes with big girls to play;" and then my mother wanted to know if I would give my pretty beads for the
little sister.
Just then the baby let out such a cry it frightened me; and I jumped up and cried so that my mother took me in
her arms, and said it was a little sister for me, and not to be afraid. This is all I can remember about it.
When my grandfather went to California he helped Captain Fremont fight the Mexicans. When he came back he
told the people what a beautiful country California was. Only eleven returned home, one having died on the way
back.
They spoke to their people in the English language, which was very strange to them all.
Captain Truckee, my grandfather, was very proud of it, indeed. They all brought guns with them. My grandfather
would sit down with us for hours, and would say over and over again, "Goodee gun, goodee, goodee gun, heap
shoot." They also brought some of the soldiers' clothes with all their brass buttons, and my people were very
much astonished to see the clothes, and all that time they were peaceable toward their white brothers. They had
learned to love them, and they hoped more of them would come. Then my people were less barbarous than they
are nowadays.
That same fall, after my grandfather came home, he told my father to take charge of his people and hold the
tribe, as he was going back to California with as many of his people as he could get to go with him. So my father
took his place as Chief of the Piutes, and had it as long as he lived. Then my grandfather started back to
California again with about thirty families. That same fall, very late, the emigrants kept coming. It was this time
that our white brothers first came amongst us. They could not get over the mountains, so they had to live with us.
It was on Carson River, where the great Carson City stands now. You call my people bloodseeking. My people
did not seek to kill them, nor did they steal their horses, – no, no, far from it. During the winter my people helped
them. They gave them such as they had to eat. They did not hold out their hands and say:–
"You can't have anything to eat unless you pay me." No, – no such word was used by us savages at that time; and
the persons I am speaking of are living yet; they could speak for us if they choose to do so.
The following spring, before my grandfather returned home, there was a great excitement among my people on
account of fearful news coming from different tribes, that the people whom they called their white brothers were
killing everybody that came in their way, and all the Indian tribes had gone into the mountains to save their lives.
So my father told all his people to go into the mountains and hunt and lay up food for the coming winter. Then
we all went into the mountains. There was a fearful story they told us children. Our mothers told us that the
whites were killing everybody and eating them. So we were all afraid of them. Every dust that we could see
blowing in the valleys we would say it was the white people. In the late fall my father told his people to go to the
rivers and fish, and we all went to Humboldt River, and the women went to work gathering wild seed, which they
grind between the rocks. The stones are round, big enough to hold in the hands. The women did this when they
got back, and when they had gathered all they could they put it in one place and covered it with grass, and then
over the grass mud. After it is covered it looks like an Indian wigwam.
Oh, what a fright we all got one morning to hear some white people were coming. Every one ran as best they
could. My poor mother was left with my little sister and me. Oh, I never can forget it. My poor mother was
carrying my little sister on her back, and trying to make me run; but I was so frightened I could not move my
feet, and while my poor mother was trying to get me along my aunt overtook us, and she said to my mother: "Let
us bury our girls, or we shall all be killed and eaten up." So they went to work and buried us, and told us if we
heard any noise not to cry out, for if we did they would surely kill us and eat us. So our mothers buried me and
my cousin, planted sage bushes over our faces to keep the sun from burning them, and there we were left all day.
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html
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Oh, can any one imagine my feelings buried alive, thinking every minute that I was to be unburied and eaten up
by the people that my grandfather loved so much? With my heart throbbing, and not daring to breathe, we lay
there all day. It seemed that the night would never come. Thanks be to God! the night came at last. Oh, how I
cried and said: "Oh, father, have you forgotten me? Are you never coming for me?" I cried so I thought my very
heartstrings would break.
At last we heard some whispering. We did not dare to whisper to each other, so we lay still. I could hear their
footsteps coming nearer and nearer. I thought my heart was coming right out of my mouth. Then I heard my
mother say, "'T is right here!" Oh, can any one in this world ever imagine what were my feelings when I was dug
up by my poor mother and father? My cousin and I were once more happy in our mothers' and fathers' care, and
we were taken to where all the rest were.
I was once buried alive; but my second burial shall be for ever, where no father or mother will come and dig me
up. It shall not be with throbbing heart that I shall listen for coming footsteps. I shall be in the sweet rest of
peace, – I, the chieftain's weary daughter.
Well, while we were in the mountains hiding, the people that my grandfather called our white brothers came
along to where our winter supplies were. They set everything we had left on fire. It was a fearful sight. It was all
we had for the winter, and it was all burnt during that night. My father took some of his men during the night to
try and save some of it, but they could not; it had burnt down before they got there.
These were the last white men that came along that fall. My people talked fearfully that winter about those they
called our white brothers. My people said they had something like awful thunder and lightning, and with that
they killed everything that came in their way.
This whole band of white people perished in the mountains, for it was too late to cross them. We could have
saved them, only my people were afraid of them. We never knew who they were, or where they came from. So,
poor things, they must have suffered fearfully, for they all starved there. The snow was too deep.
Early in the following spring, my father told all his people to go to the mountains, for there would be a great
emigration that summer. He told them he had had a wonderful dream, and wanted to tell them all about it.
He said, "Within ten days come together at the sink of Carson, and I will tell you my dream."
The sub-chiefs went everywhere to tell their people what my father had told them to say; and when the time
came we all went to the sink of Carson.
Just about noon, while we were on the way, a great many of our men came to meet us, all on their horses. Oh,
what a beautiful song they sang for my father as they came near us! We passed them, and they followed us, and
as we came near to the encampment, every man, woman, and child were out looking for us. They had a place all
ready for us. Oh, how happy everybody was! One could hear laughter everywhere, and songs were sung by
happy women and children.
My father stood up and told his people to be merry and happy for five days. It is a rule among our people always
to have five days to settle anything. My father told them to dance at night, and that the men should hunt rabbits
and fish, and some were to have games of football, or any kind of sport or playthings they wished, and the
women could do the same, as they had nothing else to do. My people were so happy during the five days, – the
women ran races, and the men ran races on foot and on horses.
My father got up very early one morning, and told his people the time had come, – that we could no longer be
happy as of old, as the white people we called our brothers had brought a great trouble and sorrow among us
already. He went on and said,–
"These white people must be a great nation, as they have houses that move. It is wonderful to see them move
along. I fear we will suffer greatly by their coming to our country; they come for no good to us, although my
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html
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father said they were our brothers, but they do not seem to think we are like them. What do you all think about
it? Maybe I am wrong. My dear children, there is something telling me that I am not wrong, because I am sure
they have minds like us, and think as we do; and I know that they were doing wrong when they set fire to our
winter supplies. They surely knew it was our food."
And this was the first wrong done to us by our white brothers.
Now comes the end of our merrymaking.
Then my father told his people his fearful dream, as he called it. He said, –
"I dreamt this same thing three nights, – the very same. I saw the greatest emigration that has yet been through
our country. I looked North and South and East and West, and saw nothing but dust, and I heard a great weeping.
I saw women crying, and I also saw my men shot down by the white people. They were killing my people with
something that made a great noise like thunder and lightning, and I saw the blood streaming from the mouths of
my men that lay all around me. I saw it as if it was real. Oh, my dear children! You may all think it is only a
dream, – nevertheless, I feel that it will come to pass. And to avoid bloodshed, we must all go to the mountains
during the summer, or till my father comes back from California. He will then tell us what to do. Let us keep
away from the emigrant roads and stay in the mountains all summer. There are to be a great many pine-nuts this
summer, and we can lay up great supplies for the coming winter, and if the emigrants don't come too early, we
can take a run down and fish for a month, and lay up dried fish. I know we can dry a great many in a month, and
young men can go into the valleys on hunting excursions, and kill as many rabbits as they can. In that way we
can live in the mountains all summer and all winter too."
So ended my father's dream. During that day one could see old women getting together talking over what they
had heard my father say. They said, –
"It is true what our great chief has said, for it was shown to him by a higher power. It is not a dream. Oh, it surely
will come to pass. We shall no longer be a happy people, as we now are; we shall no longer go here and there as
of old; we shall no longer build our big fires as a signal to our friends, for we shall always be afraid of being seen
by those bad people."
"Surely they don't eat people?"
"Yes, they do eat people, because they ate each other up in the mountains last winter."
This was the talk among the old women during the day.
"Oh, how grieved we are! Oh, where will it end?"
That evening one of our doctors called for a council, and all the men gathered together in the council-tent to hear
what their medicine man had to say, for we all believe our doctor is greater than any human being living. We do
not call him a medicine man because he gives medicine to the sick, as your doctors do. Our medicine man cures
the sick by the laying on of hands, and we have doctresses as well as doctors. We believe that our doctors can
communicate with holy spirits from heaven. We call heaven the Spirit Land.
Well, when all the men get together, of course there must be smoking the first thing. After the pipe has passed
round five times to the right, it stops, and then he tells them to sing five songs. He is the leader in the songsinging. He sings heavenly songs, and he says he is singing with the angels. It is hard to describe these songs.
They are all different, and he says the angels sing them to him.
Our doctors never sing war-songs, except at a war-dance, as they never go themselves on the war-path. While
they were singing the last song, he said, –
"Now I am going into a trance. While I am in the trance you must smoke just as you did before; not a word must
be spoken while I am in the trance."
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About fifteen minutes after the smoking was over, he began to make a noise as if he was crying a great way off.
The noise came nearer and nearer, until he breathed, and after he came to, he kept on crying. And then he
prophesied, and told the people that my father's dream was true in one sense of the word, – that is, "Our people
will not all die at the hands of our white brothers. They will kill a great many with their guns, but they will bring
among us a fearful disease that will cause us to die by hundreds."
We all wept, for we believed this word came from heaven.
So ended our feast, and every family went to its own home in the pine-nut mountains, and remained there till the
pine-nuts were ripe. They ripen about the last of June.
Late in that fall, there came news that my grandfather was on his way home. Then my father took a great many
of his men and went to meet his father, and there came back a runner, saying, that all our people must come
together. It was said that my grandfather was bringing bad news. All our people came to receive their chieftain;
all the old and young men and their wives went to meet him. One evening there came a man, saying that all the
women who had little children should go to a high mountain. They wanted them to go because they brought
white men's guns, and they made such a fearful noise, it might even kill some of the little children. My
grandfather had lost one of his men while he was away.
So all the women that had little children went. My mother was among the rest; and every time the guns were
heard by us, the children would scream. I thought, for one that my heart would surely break. So some of the
women went down from the mountain and told them not to shoot any more, or their children would die with
fright. When our mothers brought us down to our homes the nearer we came to the camp, the more I cried,–
"Oh, mother, mother, don't take us there!" I fought my mother, – I bit her. Then my father came, and took me in
his arms and carried me to the camp. I put my head in his bosom, and would not look up for a long time. I heard
my grandfather say,–
"So the young lady is ashamed because her sweetheart has come to see her. Come, dearest, that won't do after I
have had such a hard time to come to see my sweetheart, that she should be ashamed to look at me."
Then he called my two brothers to him, and said to them, "Are you glad to see me?" And my brothers both told
him that they were glad to see him. Then my grandfather said to them, –
"See that young lady; she does not love her sweetheart any more, does she? Well, I shall not live if she does not
come and tell me she loves me. I shall take that gun, and I shall kill myself."
That made me worse than ever, and I screamed and cried so hard that my mother had to take me away. So they
kept weeping for the little one three or four days. I did not make up with my grandfather for a long time. He sat
day after day, and night after night, telling his people about his white brothers. He told them that the whites were
really their brothers, that they were very kind to everybody, especially to children; that they were always ready to
give something to children. He told them what beautiful things their white brothers had, – what beautiful clothes
they wore, and about the big houses that go on the mighty ocean, and travel faster than any horse in the world.
His people asked him how big they were. "Well, as big as that hill you see there, and as high as the mountain
over us."
"Oh, that is not possible, – it would sink, surely."
"It is every word truth, and that is nothing to what I am going to tell you. Our white brothers are a mighty nation,
and have more wonderful things than that. They have a gun that can shoot a ball bigger than my head, that can go
as far off as that mountain you see over there."
The mountain he spoke of at that time was about twenty miles across from where we were. People opened their
eyes when my grandfather told of the many battles they had with the Mexicans, and about their killing so many
of the Mexicans, and taking their big city away from them, and how mighty they were. These wonderful things
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were talked about all winter long. The funniest thing was that he would sing some of the soldier's roll-calls, and
the air to the Star-spangled Banner, which everybody learned during the winter.
He then showed us a more wonderful thing than all the others that he had brought. It was a paper, which he said
could talk to him. He took it out and he would talk to it, and talk with it. He said, "This can talk to all our white
brothers, and our white sisters, and their children. Our white brothers are beautiful, and our white sisters are
beautiful, and their children are beautiful! He also said the paper can travel like the wind, and it can go and talk
with their fathers and brothers and sisters, and come back to tell what they are doing, and whether they are well
or sick."
After my grandfather told us this, our doctors and doctresses said,–
"If they can do this wonderful thing, they are not truly human, but pure spirits. None but heavenly spirits can do
such wonderful things. We can communicate with the spirits, yet we cannot do wonderful things like them. Oh,
our great chieftain, we are afraid your white brothers will yet make your people's hearts bleed. You see if they
don't; for we can see it. Their blood is all around us, and the dead are lying all about us, and we cannot escape it.
It will come. Then you will say our doctors and doctresses did know. Dance, sing, play, it will do no good; we
cannot drive it away. They have already done the mischief, while you were away."
But this did not go far with my grandfather. He kept talking to his people about the good white people, and told
them all to get ready to go with him to California the following spring.
Very late that fall, my grandfather and my father and a great many more went down to the Humboldt River to
fish. They brought back a great many fish, which we were very glad to get; for none of our people had been
down to fish the whole summer.
When they came back, they brought us more news. They said there were some white people living at the
Humboldt sink. They were the first ones my father had seen face to face. He said they were not like "humans."
They were more like owls than any thing else. They had hair on their faces, and had white eyes, and looked
beautiful.1
I tell you we children had to be very good, indeed, during the winter; for we were told that if we were not good
they would come and eat us up. We remained there all winter; the next spring the emigrants came as usual, and
my father and grandfather and uncles, and many more went down on the Humboldt River on fishing excursions.
While they were thus fishing, their white brothers came upon them and fired on them, and killed one of my
uncles, and wounded another. Nine more were wounded, and five died afterwards. My other uncle got well again,
and is living yet. Oh, that was a fearful thing, indeed!
After all these things had happened, my grandfather still stood up for his white brothers.
Our people had council after council, to get my grandfather to give his consent that they should go and kill those
white men who were at the sink of Humboldt. No; they could do nothing of the kind while he lived. He told his
people that his word was more to him than his son's life, or any one else's life either.
"Dear children," he said, "think of your own words to me; – you promised. You want me to say to you, Go and
kill those that are at the sink of Humboldt. After your promise, how dare you to ask me to let your hearts be
stained with the blood of those who are innocent of the deed that has been done to us by others? Is not my dear
beloved son laid alongside of your dead, and you say I stand up for their lives. Yes, it is very hard, indeed; but,
nevertheless, I know and you know that those men who live at the sink are not the ones that killed our men."
While my grandfather was talking, he wept, and men, women, and children, were all weeping. One could hardly
hear him talking.
After he was through talking, came the saddest part. The widow of my uncle who was killed, and my mother and
father all had long hair. They cut off their hair, and also cut long gashes in their arms and legs, and they were all
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bleeding as if they would die with the loss of blood. This continued for several days, for this is the way we
mourn for our dead. When the woman's husband dies, she is first to cut off her hair, and then she braids it and
puts it across his breast; then his mother and sisters, his father and brothers and all his kinsfolk cut their hair. The
widow is to remain unmarried until her hair is the same length as before, and her face is not to be washed all that
time, and she is to use no kind of paint, nor to make any merriment with other women until the day is set for her
to do so by her father-in-law, or if she has no father-in-law, by her mother-in-law, and then she is at liberty to go
where she pleases. The widower is at liberty when his wife dies; but he mourns for her in the same way, by
cutting his hair off.
It was late that fall when my grandfather prevailed with his people to go with him to California. It was this time
that my mother accompanied him. Everything had been got ready to start on our journey. My dear father was to
be left behind. How my poor mother begged to stay with her husband! But my grandfather told her that she could
come back in the spring to see her husband; so we started for California, leaving my poor papa behind. All my
kinsfolk went with us but one aunt and her children.
The first night found us camped at the sink of Carson, and the second night we camped on Carson River. The
third day, as we were travelling along the river, some of our men who were ahead, came back and said there were
some of our white brothers' houses ahead of us. So my grandfather told us all to stop where we were while he
went to see them. He was not gone long, and when he came back he brought some hard bread which they gave
him. He told us that was their food, and he gave us all some to taste. That was the first I ever tasted.
Then my grandfather once more told his people that his paper talked for him, and he said,–
"Just as long as I live and have that paper which my white brothers' great chieftain has given me, I shall stand by
them, come what will." He held the paper up towards heaven and kissed it, as if it was really a person. "Oh, if I
should lose this," he said, "we shall all be lost. So, children, get your horses ready, and we will go on, and we
will camp with them to-night, or by them, for I have a sweetheart along who is dying for fear of my white
brothers." He meant me; for I was always crying and hiding under somebody's robes, for we had no blankets
then.
Well, we went on; but we did not camp with them, because my poor mother and brothers and sisters told my
grandfather that I was sick with crying for fright, and for him not to camp too close to them. The women were
speaking two words for themselves and one for me, for they were just as afraid as I was. I had seen my brother
Natchez crying when the men came back, and said there were white men ahead of us. So my grandfather did as
my mother wished him to do, and we went on by them; but I did not know it, as I had my head covered while we
were passing their camp. I was riding behind my older brother, and we went on and camped quite a long way
from them that night.
So we travelled on to California, but did not see any more of our white brothers till we got to the head of Carson
River, about fifteen miles above where great Carson City now stands.
"Now give me the baby." It was my baby-sister that grandpa took from my mother, and I peeped from under my
mother's fur, and I saw some one take my little sister. Then I cried out, –
"Oh, my sister! Don't let them take her away."
And once more my poor grandfather told his people that his white brothers and sisters were very kind to
children. I stopped crying, and looked at them again. Then I saw them give my brother and sister something
white. My mother asked her father what it was, and he said it was Pe-har-be, which means sugar. Just then one
of the women came to my mother with some in her hand, and grandpa said:–
"Take it, my child."
Then I held out my hand without looking. That was the first gift I ever got from a white person, which made my
heart very glad.
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When they went away, my grandfather called me to him, and said I must not be afraid of the white people, for
they are very good. I told him that they looked so very bad I could not help it.
We travelled with them at that time two days, and the third day we all camped together where some white people
were living in large white houses. My grandpa went to one of the houses, and when he came back he said his
white brothers wanted him to come and get some beef and hard bread. So he took four men with him to get it,
and they gave him four boxes of hard bread and a whole side of beef, and the next morning we got our horses
ready to go on again. There was some kind of a fight, – that is, the captain of the train was whipping negroes
who were driving his team. That made my poor grandfather feel very badly. He went to the captain, and told him
he would not travel with him. He came back and said to his people that he would not travel with his white
brothers any farther. We travelled two days without seeing any more of my grandfather's white brothers. At last
we came to a very large encampment of white people, and they ran out of their wagons, or wood-houses, as we
called them, and gathered round us. I was riding behind my brother. I was so afraid, I told him to put his robe
over me, but he did not do so. I scratched him and bit him on his back, and then my poor grandfather rode up to
the tents where they were, and he was asked to stay there all night with them. After grandpa had talked awhile,
he said to his people that he would camp with his brothers. So he did. Oh, what nice things we all got from my
grandpa's white brothers! Our men got red shirts, and our women got calico for dresses. Oh, what a pretty dress
my sister got! I did not get anything, because I hid all the time. I was hiding under some robes. No one knew
where I was. After all the white people were gone, I heard my poor mother cry out:–
"Oh, where is my little girl? Oh, father, can it be that the white people have carried her away? Oh, father, go and
find her, – go, go, and find her!" And I also heard my brothers and sister cry. Yet I said nothing, because they had
not called me to get some of the pretty things. When they began to cry, I began crawling out, and then my
grandfather scolded me, and told me that his brothers loved good children, but not bad ones like me. How I did
cry, and wished that I had staid at home with my father! I went to sleep crying.
I did not forget what had happened. There was a house near where we camped. My grandfather went down to the
house with some of his men, and pretty soon we saw them coming back. They were carrying large boxes, and we
were all looking at them. My mother said there were two white men coming with them.
"Oh, mother, what shall I do? Hide me!"
I just danced round like a wild one, which I was. I was behind my mother. When they were coming nearer, I
heard my grandpa say,–
"Make a place for them to sit down."
Just then, I peeped round my mother to see them. I gave one scream, and said,–
"Oh, mother, the owls!"
I only saw their big white eyes, and I thought their faces were all hair. My mother said,–
"I wish you would send your brothers away, for my child will die."
I imagined I could see their big white eyes all night long. They were the first ones I had ever seen in my life.
We went on the next day, and passed some more of our white brothers' houses, as we called their wagons at that
time. We camped on the Sanvada mountains and spent the night. My grandfather said everything that was good
about the white people to me. At last we were camped upon the summit, and it snowed very hard all night, and in
the morning my grandfather told his people to hurry and get their horses, and travel on, for fear we might get
snowed into the mountains. That night we overtook some emigrants who were camped there to rest their oxen.
This time I watched my grandfather to see what he would do. He said, "I am going to show them my rag friend
again." As he rode up to one of their tents, three white men came out to him; then they took him to a large tent.
Quite a number of white men came out to him. I saw him take out the paper he called his rag friend and give it to
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one of the men who stood looking at it; then he looked up and came toward him and held out his hand to my
grandfather, and then the rest of the white men did the same all round. Then the little children and the women did
the same, and I saw the little ones running to their tents and back again with something in their hands, and they
were giving it to each man. The next morning I could not eat, and said to my mother,–
"Let us go back to father – let us not go with grandpa, for he is bad." My poor mother said, "We can 't go alone;
we would all be killed if we go, for we have no rag friend as father has. And dear, you must be good, and
grandpa will love you just as well as ever. You must do what he tells you to do."
Oh, how badly I did feel! I held my two hands over my face, and was crying as if my heart would break.
"My dear, don 't cry; here comes grandpa."
I heard him say,–
"Well, well, is my sweetheart never going to stop crying? Come, dear, I have something for my baby; come and
see what it is."
So I went to him with my head down, not because I was afraid he would whip me, – no – no, for Indians do not
whip their children. Oh, how happy I was when he told me he would give me something very beautiful. It was a
little cup, and it made me very glad, indeed; and he told me it was to drink water out of, not to wear. He said,–
"I am going to tell you what I did with a beautiful gift I received from my white brothers. It was of the same
kind, only it was flat and round, and it was as bright as your cup is now."
He said to his wife, "Give me my bright hat;" and she did so.
"You see I used to wear it on my head, because my white brother did not tell me what it was for." Then he began
to laugh, and he laughed so long! then he stopped and said, "it was not to wear, but to eat out of, and I have made
myself a fool by wearing it as a hat. Oh, how my brothers did laugh at me because I wore it at our first fight with
Mexicans in Mexico. Now, dearest children, I do not want you to think my brothers laughed at me to make fun of
me; no – no – it was because I wore the tin plate for a hat, that 's all."
He also said they had much prettier things than this to eat out of. He went on and told us never to take anything
belonging to them or lying outside of his white brothers' houses. "They hang their clothes out of doors after
washing them; but they are not thrown away, and for fear some of you might think so and take them, I tell you
about it. Therefore, never take anything unless they give it to you; then they will love you."
So I kept thinking over what he said to me about the good white people, and saying to myself, "I will make
friends with them when we come into California."
When we came to Sacramento valley (it is a very beautiful valley), my grandfather said to his people that a great
many of his white brothers were there, and he knew a great many of them; but we would not go there, – we
would go on to Stockton. There he had a very good brother, who had a very big house, made of red stone; it was
so high that it would tire any one to go up to some of the rooms. My uncle, my mother's brother, asked him how
many rooms were up there? My grandpa said,–
"We have to climb up three times to get to the top." They all laughed, as much as to say my grandpa lied. He
said, "You will not laugh when I show you what wonderful things my white brothers can do. I will tell you
something more wonderful than that. My brother has a big house that runs on the river, and it whistles and makes
a beautiful noise, and it has a bell on it which makes a beautiful noise also." My uncle asked again how big it
was.
"Oh, you will see for yourself; we will get there to-morrow night. We will stop there ten days, and you can see
for yourselves, and then you will know, my brothers, that what I have told you is true."
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After travelling all day we went into camp for the night. We had been there but a little while, and there came a
great many men on horseback, and camped near us. I ran to my mother and said I was sleepy, and wanted to go
to bed. I did so because I did not want to see them, and I knew grandpa would have them come to see us. I heard
him say he was going to see them. I lay down quietly for a little while, and then got up and looked round to see if
my brother was going too. There was no one but my mother and little sister. They had all gone to see them.
"Lie down, dear," my mother said.
I did so, but I did not sleep for a long time, for I was thinking about the house that runs on the water. I wondered
what it was like. I kept saying to myself, "Oh, I wish it was to-morrow now." I heard mother say,–
"They are coming." Pretty soon I heard grandpa say, "They are not my brothers." Mother said, "Who are they?"
"They are what my brothers call Mexicans. They are the people we fought; if they knew who I was they would
kill me, but they shall not know. I am not going to show them my rag friend, for fear my rag friend will tell of
me."
Oh my! oh my! That made me worse than ever. I cried, so that one could have heard my poor heart beat. Oh,
how I wished I was back with my father again! All the children were not afraid of the white people – only me.
My brothers would go everywhere with grandpa. I would not have been so afraid of them if I had not been told
by my own father and grandmamma that the white people would kill little children and eat them.
Everything was all right, and the next day we went on our journey, and after a whole day's journey we came
within a mile of the town. The sun was almost down when grandpa stopped and said, –
"Now, one and all, listen as you go on. You will hear the water-house bell ring."
So we did, and pretty soon we heard the prettiest noise we had ever heard in all our life-time. It became dark
before we got to the town, but we could see something like stars away ahead of us. Oh, how I wished I had staid
with my father in our own country. I cried out, saying, –
"Oh, mother, I am so afraid. I cannot go to the white people. They are so much like the owls with their big white
eyes. I cannot make friends with them."
I kept crying until we came nearer the town, and camped for the night. My grandpa said to his men,–
"Unsaddle your horses while I go and see my friend."
He came back in a few moments, and said:–
"Turn your horses into the corral, and now we will go to bed without making any fire."
So we did, and I for one was glad. But although very tired I could not sleep, for grandpa kept telling us that at
daybreak we would hear the water-house's whistle. The next morning my mother waked me, and I got up and
looked round me. I found no one but mother.
"Oh, where is sister, mother?"
"Oh, she has gone with the rest to see the water-house."
"Mother, did you hear it whistle?"
"Yes, we all heard it, and it made such a fearful noise! The one that whistled has gone on. But another came in
just like it, and made just such a noise. Your brother was here awhile ago. He said the water-house had many
looking-glasses all round it, and when it came in it was so tired, it breathed so hard, it made us almost deaf."
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"Say, mother, let us go and see."
But mother said, –
"No, your brother said there were so many white people that one can hardly get along. We will wait until your
grandpa comes, and hear what they all say. A'n't you hungry, my child?"
I said, "Yes."
"Your brother brought something that tastes like sugar."
It was cake, and I ate so much it made me sick.
I was sick all day and night, and the next day I had the chills. Oh, I was very, very sick; my poor mother thought
I would die. I heard her say to grandpa one day,–
"The sugar-bread was poisoned which your white brother gave us to eat, and it has made my poor little girl so
sick that I am afraid she will die." My poor mother and brothers and sisters were crying; mother had me in her
arms. My grandpa came and took me in his arms and said to me, –
"Open your eyes, dear, and see your grandpa!" I did as he told me, because I had not forgotten what mother had
said to me, to do whatever he told me to do, and then he would love me. The reason I had not opened my eyes
was because my head ached so badly that it hurt me so I shut them again. My poor mother cried the more, and all
our people gathered around us and began to cry. My mother said to grandpa,–
"Can there be anything done for her?"
"Dear daughter," he said, "I am sorry you have such bad hearts against my white brothers. I have eaten some
sugar-bread, and so have you, and all the rest of us, and we did not get sick. Dear daughter, you should have
blessed the strange food before you gave it to your child to eat; maybe this is why she is sick."
It is a law among us that all strange food is blessed before eaten, and also clothing of any kind that is given to us
by any one, Indians or white people, must be blessed before worn. So all my people came together and prayed
over me, but it was all in vain. I do not know how long I was sick, but very long. I was indeed poisoned, not by
the bread I had eaten, but by poison oak. My face swelled so that I could not see for a long time, but I could hear
everything. At last some one came that had a voice like an angel. I really thought it must be an angel, for I had
been taught by my father that an angel comes to watch the sick one and take the soul to the spirit land. I kept
thinking it must be so, and I learned words from the angel (as I thought it). I could not see, for my eyes were
swollen shut. These were the words, "Poor little girl, it is too bad!" It was said so often by the pretty sweet voice,
I would say it over and over when I was suffering so badly, and would cry out, "Poor little girl, it is too bad!" At
last I began to get well, and I could hear my grandpa say the same words.
Then I began to see a little, and the first thing I asked my mother, was, "What was the angel saying to me?" Oh,
how frightened my poor mother was! She cried out, –
"Oh, father, come here! My little girl is talking to the angels, – she is dying."
My sister and brothers ran to her, crying, and for the first time since I was sick I cried out, "Oh, don't, don't cry! I
am getting well, – indeed I am. Stop crying, and give me something to eat. I was only asking you what the angel
meant by saying 'Poor little girl, it is too bad!'"
"Oh," says grandpa, "it is the good white woman; I mean my white sister, who comes here to see you. She has
made you well. She put some medicine on your face, and has made you see. Ain't you glad to see?"
I said, "Can I see her now?"
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"Yes, she will come pretty soon; she comes every day to see you."
Then my mother came with something for me to eat, but I said, "Wait, grandpa, tell me more about the good
woman."
He said, "My dear child, she is truly an angel, and she has come every day to see you. You will love her, I know."
"Dear grandpa, will she come pretty soon? I want to see her."
Grandpa said, "I will go and get her. You won't be afraid, will you?"
So my grandpa went. I tried my best to eat, but I could not, it was so hard.
My sister said, "They are coming."
I said, "Mother, fix my eyes so I can see the angel. Has it wings, mother?"
Mother said, "You will see for yourself."
Just then they came, and grandpa said, "Here she is." The first thing she did she put her beautiful white hand on
my forehead. I looked at her; she was, indeed, a beautiful angel. She said the same words as before. I asked my
grandpa what she was saying. Then he told me what she meant by it. I began to get well very fast, and this sweet
angel came every day and brought me something nice to eat; and oh, what pretty dresses she brought me. When
she brought the dresses she talked to my grandpa a long time, and she cried, and after she went away he said to
my mother, –
"The dresses which my white sister gave my child were her dead child's clothes, so they should be burned." I
began to cry, because I did not want them burned. He said to me,–
"Do n't cry, my child; you will get nicer ones than these if you learn to love my white sister."
Of course the clothes were burned, and after I got well my grandpa took great delight in taking us all to see his
white brothers and sisters, and I knew what he meant when he said "my little girls;" I knew he meant me and
sister, and he also would say "my little boys," when he was talking about my brothers.
He would say, pointing to my brother, "my Natchez;" 2 he always said this. So the white people called one of my
brothers Natchez, and he has had that name to this day.
So I came to love the white people. We left Stockton and went on farther to a place called San Joaquin River. It
took us only one day to go there. We only crossed that river at that time.
One of my grandpa's friends was named Scott, and the other Bonsal. After we got there, his friend killed beef for
him and his people. We stayed there some time. Then grandpa told us that he had taken charge of Mr. Scott's
cattle and horses, and he was going to take them all up to the mountains to take care of them for his brothers. He
wanted my uncles and their families and my mother and her two sons and three daughters to stay where they
were; that is, he told his dear daughter that he wanted her two sons to take care of a few horses and cows that
would be left. My mother began to cry, and said,–
"Oh, father, don't leave us here! My children might get sick, and there would be no one to speak for us; or
something else might happen." He again said, "I don't think my brothers will do anything that is wrong to you
and your children." Then my mother asked my grandfather if he would take my sister with him. My poor mother
felt that her daughter was unsafe, for she was young and very good-looking.
"I would like to take her along," he said, "but I want her to learn how to work and cook. Scott and Bonsal say
they will take the very best care of you and the children. It is not as if I was going to leave you here really alone;
your brothers will be with you." So we staid. Two men owned the ferry, and they had a great deal of money. So
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

14/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

my brothers took care of their horses and cows all winter, and they paid them well for their work. But, oh, what
trouble we had for a while! The men whom my grandpa called his brothers would come into our camp and ask
my mother to give our sister to them. They would come in at night, and we would all scream and cry; but that
would not stop them. My sister, and mother, and my uncles all cried and said, "Oh, why did we come? Oh, we
shall surely all be killed some night." My uncles and brothers would not dare to say a word, for fear they would
be shot down. So we used to go away every night after dark and hide, and come back to our camp every
morning. One night we were getting ready to go, and there came five men. The fire was out; we could see two
men come into the tent and shut off the postles outside. My uncles and my brothers made such a noise! I don't
know what happened; when I woke I asked my mother if they had killed my sister. She said, "We are all safe
here. Don't cry."
"Where are we, mother?"
"We are in a boarding-house."
"Are my uncles killed?"
"No, dear, they are all near here too."
I said, "Sister, where are you? I want to come to you." She said, "Come on."
I laid down, but I could not sleep. I could hear my poor sister's heart beat. Early the next morning we got up and
went down stairs, for it was upstairs where we slept. There were a great many in the room. When we came down,
my mother said, "We will go outside."
My sister said, "There is no outlet to the house. We can't get out."
Mother looked round and said, "No, we cannot get out." I as usual began to cry. My poor sister! I ran to her, I
saw tears in her eyes. I heard some one speak close to my mother. I looked round and saw Mr. Scott holding the
door open. Mother said, "Children, come."
He went out with us and pointed to our camp, and shook his head, and motioned to mother to go into a little
house where they were cooking. He took my hand in his, and said the same words that I had learned, "Poor little
girl." I could see by his looks that he pitied me, so I was not afraid of him. We went in and sat down on the floor.
Oh, what pretty things met my eyes. I was looking all round the room, and I saw beautiful white cups, and every
beautiful thing on something high and long, and around it some things that were red.
I said to my sister, "Do you know what those are?" for she had been to the house before with my brothers. She
said, "That high thing is what they use when eating, and the white cups are what they drink hot water from, and
the red things you see is what they sit upon when they are eating." There was one now near us, and I thought if I
could sit upon it I should be so happy! I said to my mother, "Can I sit on that one?" She said, "No, they would
whip you." I did not say any more, but sat looking at the beautiful red chair. By-and-by the white woman went
out, and I wished in my heart I could go and sit upon it while she was gone. Then she came in with her little
child in her arms. As she came in she went right to the very chair I wanted to sit in so badly, and set her child in
it. I looked up to my mother, and said, "Will she get a whipping?"
"No, dear, it belongs to her father."
So I said no more. Pretty soon a man came in. She said something to him, and he went out, and in a little while
they all came in and sat round that high thing, as I called it. That was the table. It was all very strange to me, and
they were drinking the hot water as they ate. I thought it was indeed hot water. After they got through, they all
went out again, but Mr. Scott staid and talked to the woman and the man a long time. Then the woman fixed five
places and the men went out and brought in my brothers, and kept talking to them. My brother said, "Come and
sit here, and you, sister, sit there." But as soon as I sat down in the beautiful chair I began to look at the pretty
picture on the back of the chair. "Dear, sit nice and eat, or the white woman will whip you," my mother said. I
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was quiet, but did not eat much. I tasted the black hot water; I did not like it. It was coffee that we called hot
water. After we had done, brother said, "Mother, come outside; I want to talk to you." So we all went out.
Brother said, "Mother, Mr. Scott wants us all to stay here. He says you and sister are to wash dishes, and learn all
kinds of work. We are to stay here all the time and sleep upstairs, and the white woman is going to teach my
sister how to sew. I think, dear mother, we had better stay, because grandpa said so, and our father Scott will take
good care of us. He is going up into the mountains to see how grandpa is getting along, and he says he will take
my uncles with him." All the time brother was talking, my mother and sister were crying. I did not cry, for I
wanted to stay so that I could sit in the beautiful red chairs. Mother said,–
"Dear son, you know if we stay here sister will be taken from us by the bad white man. I would rather see her die
than see her heart full of fear every night."
"Yes, dear mother, we love our dear sister, and if you say so we will go to papa."
"Yes, dear son, let us go and tell him what his white brothers are doing to us."
"Then I will go and tell Mr. Scott we want to go to our papa." He was gone some time, and at last came back.
"Mother," he says, "we can't go, – that is, brother and I must stay; – but you and sister can go if you wish to."
"Oh no, my dear children, how can I go and leave you here? Oh, how can that bad man keep you from going?
You are not his children. How dare he say you cannot go with your mother? He is not your father; he is nothing
but a bad white man, and he dares to say you cannot go. Your own father did not say you should not come with
me. Oh, had my dear husband said those words I would not have been here to-day, and see my dear children
suffer from day to day. Oh, if your father only knew how his children were suffering, I know he would kill that
white man who tried to take your sister. I cannot see for my life why my father calls them his white brothers.
They are not people; they have no thought, no mind, no love. They are beasts, or they would know I, a lone
woman, am here with them. They tried to take my girl from me and abuse her before my eyes and yours too, and
oh, you must go too."
"Oh, mother, here he comes!"
My mother got up. She held out her two hands to him, and cried out, –
"Oh, good father, don't keep my children from me. If you have a heart in you, give them back to me. Let me take
them to their good father, where they can be cared for."
We all cried to see our poor mother pleading for us. Mother held on to him until he gave some signs of letting her
sons go with her; then he nodded his head, – they might go. My poor mother's crying was turned into joy, and we
were all glad. The wagon was got ready, – we were to ride in it. Oh, how I jumped about because I was going to
ride in it! I ran up to sister, and said,–
"Ain't you glad we are going to ride in that beautiful red house?" I called it house. My sister said, –
"Not I, dear sister, for I hate everything that belongs to the white dogs. I would rather walk all the way; oh, I hate
them so badly!"
When everything was got ready, we got into the red house, as we called the wagon. I soon got tired of riding in
the red house and went to sleep. Nothing happened during the day, and after awhile mother told us not to say a
word about why we left, for grandpa might get mad with us. So we got to our people, and grandpa ran out to
meet us. We were all glad to see him. The white man staid all night, and went home the next day. After he left us
my grandpa called my brothers to him.
"Now, my dear little boys, I have something to tell you that will make you happy. Our good father (he did not say
my white brother, but he said our good father) has left something with me to give you, and he also told me that
he had given you some money for your work. He says you are all good boys, and he likes you very much; and he
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told me to give you three horses apiece, which makes six in all, and he wants you and your brother to go back
and to go on with the same work, and he will pay you well for it. He is to come back in three days; then if you
want to go with him you can."
Brother said, "Will mother and sisters go too?"
"No, they will stay with me." My brothers were so happy over their horses.
Now, my dear reader, there is no word so endearing as the word father, and that is why we call all good people
father or mother; no matter who it is, – negro, white man, or Indian, and the same with the women. Grandpa
talked to my mother a long time, but I did not hear what he said to her, as I went off to play with the other
children. But the first thing I knew the white man came and staid four days. Then all the horses were got up, and
he saw them all, and the cattle also. I could see my poor mother and sister crying now and then, but I did not
know what for. So one morning the man was going away, and I saw mother getting my brothers' horses ready
too. I ran to my mother, and said, "Mother, what makes you cry so?" Grandpa was talking to her. He said, "They
will not be hurt; they will have quite a number of horses by the time we are ready to go back to our home again."
I knew then that my brothers were going back with this man. Oh, then I began to cry, and said everything that
was bad to them. I threw myself down upon the ground.
"Oh, brothers, I will never see them any more. They will kill them, I know. Oh, you naughty, naughty grandpa,
you want my poor brothers to be killed by the bad men. You don't know what they do to us. Oh, mother, run, –
bring them back again!"
Oh, how we missed our brothers for a long time. We did not see them for a long time, but the men came now and
then. They never brought my brothers with them. After they went away, grandpa would come in with his rag
friend in hand and say to mother, "My friend here says my boys are all right, not sick."
My mother said, "Father, why can you not have them come and see us sometimes?"
"Dear daughter, we will get ready to go home. It is time now that the snow is off the mountains. In ten days more
we will go, and we will get the children as we go by."
Oh, how happy everybody was! Everybody was singing here and there, getting beautiful dresses made, and
before we started we had a thanksgiving dance. The day we were to start we partook of the first gathering of food
for that summer. So that morning everybody prayed, and sang songs, and danced, and ate before starting. It was
all so nice, and everybody was so happy because they were going to see their dear country and the dear ones at
home. Grandpa took all the horses belonging to the white men. After we got home the horses were put into the
corral for all night, and the two white men counted their horses the next morning. They gave my grandpa eight
horses for his work, and two or three horses each to some of the people. To my two brothers they gave sixteen
horses and some money, and after we all got our horses, grandpa said to his people, –
"Now, my children, you see that what I have told you about my white brothers is true. You see we have not
worked very much, and they have given us all horses. Don't you see they are good people?"
All that time, neither my uncles nor my mother had told what the white men did while we were left all alone.
So the day was set for starting. It was to be in five days. We had been there three days when we saw the very
men who were so bad to us. Yes, they were talking to grandpa. Mother said to sister, –
"They are talking about us. You see they are looking this way."
Sister said, "Oh, mother, I hope grandpa will not do such a wicked thing as to give me to those bad men."
Oh, how my heart beat! I saw grandpa shake his head, and he looked mad with them. He came away and left
them standing there. From that day my grandma took my sister under her care, and we got along nicely.
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Then we started for our home, and after travelling some time we arrived at the head of Carson River. There we
met some of our people, and they told us some very bad news, indeed, which made us all cry. They said almost
all the tribe had died off, and if one of a family got sick it was a sure thing that the whole family would die. He
said the white men had poisoned the Humboldt River, and our people had drank the water and died off. Grandpa
said, –
"Is my son dead?"
"No, he has been in the mountains all the time, and all who have been there are all right."
The men said a great many of our relations had died off.
We staid there all night, and the next day our hair was all cut off. My sister and my mother had such beautiful
hair!
So grandpa said to the man,–
"Go and tell our people we are coming. Send them to each other, and tell my son to come to meet us."
So we went on our journey, and after travelling three days more we came to a place called Genoa, on the west
side of Carson River, at the very place where I had first seen a white man. A saw-mill and a grist-mill were there,
and five more houses. We camped in the very same place where we did before. We staid there a long time
waiting for my father to come to meet us. At last my cousin rode into our camp one evening, and said my father
was coming with many of his people. We heard them as they came nearer and nearer; they were all crying, and
then we cried too, and as they got off their horses they fell into each other's arms, like so many little children,
and cried as if their hearts would break, and told what they had suffered since we went away, and how our people
had died off. As soon as one would get sick he would drink water and die right off. Every one of them was in
mourning also, and they talked over the sad things which had happened to them during the time we were away.
One and all said that the river must have been poisoned by the white people, because that they had prayed, and
our spirit-doctors had tried to cure the sick; they too died while they were trying to cure them. After they had told
grandpa all, he got angry and said, –
"My dear children, I am heartily sorry to hear your sad story; but I cannot and will not believe my white brothers
would do such a thing. Oh, my dear children, do not think so badly of our white fathers, for if they had poisoned
the river, why, my dear children, they too would have died when they drank of the water. It is this, my dear
children, it must be some fearful disease or sickness unknown to us, and therefore, my dear children, don't blame
our brothers. The whole tribe have called me their father, and I have loved you all as my dear children, and those
who have died are happy in the Spirit-land, though we mourn their loss here on earth. I know my grandchildren
and daughters and brothers are in that happy bright Spirit-land, and I shall soon see them there. Some of you may
live a long time yet, and don't let your hearts work against your white fathers; if you do, you will not get along.
You see they are already here in our land; here they are all along the river, and we must let our brothers live with
us. We cannot tell them to go away. I know your good hearts. I know you won't say kill them. Surely you all
know that they are human. Their lives are just as dear to them as ours to us. It is a very sad thing indeed to have
to lose so many of our dear ones; but maybe it was to be. We can do nothing but mourn for their loss." He went
on to say,–
"My dear children, you all know the tradition says: 'Weep not for your dead; but sing and be joyful, for the soul
is happy in the Spirit-land.' But it is natural for man or woman to weep, because it relieves our hearts to weep
together, and we all feel better afterwards."
Every one hung their heads while grandpa talked on. Now and then one could hear some of them cry out, just as
the Methodists cry out at their meetings; and grandpa said a great many beautiful things to his people. He talked
so long, I for one wished he would stop, so I could go and throw myself into my father's arms, and tell him what
the white people were. At last he stopped, and we all ran to our father and threw our arms around his neck, and
cried for joy; and then mother came with little sister. Papa took her in his arms, and mother put her hand in his
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bosom, and we all wept together, because mother had lost two sisters, and their husbands, and all their children
but one girl; and thus passed away the day. Grandpa had gone off during our meeting with father, and prayer was
offered, and every one washed their face, and were waiting for something else. Pretty soon grandpa came, and
said: "This is my friend," holding up his paper in his hand. "Does it look as if it could talk and ask for anything?
Yet it does. It can ask for something to eat for me and my people. Yet, it is nothing but a rag. Oh, wonderful
things my white brothers can do. I have taken it down to them, and it has asked for sacks of flour for us to eat.
Come, we will go and get them." So the men went down and got the flour. Grandpa took his son down to see the
white men, and by-and-by we saw them coming back. They had given my father a red blanket and a red shirt.

CHAPTER II.
DOMESTIC AND SOCIAL MORALITIES.
OUR children are very carefully taught to be good. Their parents tell them stories, traditions of old times, even of
the first mother of the human race; and love stories, stories of giants, and fables; and when they ask if these last
stories are true, they answer, "Oh, it is only coyote," which means that they are make-believe stories. Coyote is
the name of a mean, crafty little animal, half wolf, half dog, and stands for everything low. It is the greatest term
of reproach one Indian has for another. Indians do not swear, – they have no words for swearing till they learn
them of white men. The worst they call each is bad or coyote; but they are very sincere with one another, and if
they think each other in the wrong they say so.
We are taught to love everybody. We don't need to be taught to love our fathers and mothers. We love them
without being told to. Our tenth cousin is as near to us as our first cousin; and we don't marry into our relations.
Our young women are not allowed to talk to any young man that is not their cousin, except at the festive dances,
when both are dressed in their best clothes, adorned with beads, feathers or shells, and stand alternately in the
ring and take hold of hands. These are very pleasant occasions to all the young people.
Many years ago, when my people were happier than they are now, they used to celebrate the Festival of Flowers
in the spring. I have been to three of them only in the course of my life.
Oh, with what eagerness we girls used to watch every spring for the time when we could meet with our hearts'
delight, the young men, whom in civilized life you call beaux. We would all go in company to see if the flowers
we were named for were yet in bloom, for almost all the girls are named for flowers. We talked about them in our
wigwams, as if we were the flowers, saying, "Oh, I saw myself to-day in full bloom!" We would talk all the
evening in this way in our families with such delight, and such beautiful thoughts of the happy day when we
should meet with those who admired us and would help us to sing our flower-songs which we made up as we
sang. But we were always sorry for those that were not named after some flower, because we knew they could
not join in the flower-songs like ourselves, who were named for flowers of all kinds. 3
At last one evening came a beautiful voice, which made every girl's heart throb with happiness. It was the chief,
and every one hushed to hear what he said to-day.
"My dear daughters, we are told that you have seen yourselves in the hills and in the valleys, in full bloom. Five
days from to-day your festival day will come. I know every young man's heart stops beating while I am talking. I
know how it was with me many years ago. I used to wish the Flower Festival would come every day. Dear young
men and young women, you are saying, 'Why put it off five days?' But you all know that is our rule. It gives you
time to think, and to show your sweetheart your flower."
All the girls who have flower-names dance along together, and those who have not go together also. Our fathers
and mothers and grandfathers and grandmothers make a place for us where we can dance. Each one gathers the
flower she is named for, and then all weave them into wreaths and crowns and scarfs, and dress up in them.
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Some girls are named for rocks and are called rock-girls, and they find some pretty rocks which they carry; each
one such a rock as she is named for, or whatever she is named for. If she cannot, she can take a branch of sagebrush, or a bunch of rye-grass, which have no flower.
They all go marching along, each girl in turn singing of herself; but she is not a girl any more, – she is a flower
singing. She sings of herself, and her sweetheart, dancing along by her side, helps her sing the song she makes.
I will repeat what we say of ourselves. "I, Sarah Winnemucca, am a shell-flower, such as I wear on my dress. My
name is Thocmetony. I am so beautiful! Who will come and dance with me while I am so beautiful? Oh, come
and be happy with me! I shall be beautiful while the earth lasts. Somebody will always admire me; and who will
come and be happy with me in the Spirit-land? I shall be beautiful forever there. Yes, I shall be more beautiful
than my shell-flower, my Thocmetony! Then, come, oh come, and dance and be happy with me!" The young
men sing with us as they dance beside us.
Our parents are waiting for us somewhere to welcome us home. And then we praise the sage-brush and the ryegrass that have no flower, and the pretty rocks that some are named for; and then we present our beautiful flowers
to these companions who could carry none. And so all are happy; and that closes the beautiful day.
My people have been so unhappy for a long time they wish now to disincrease, instead of multiply. The mothers
are afraid to have more children, for fear they shall have daughters, who are not safe even in their mother's
presence.
The grandmothers have the special care of the daughters just before and after they come to womanhood. The
girls are not allowed to get married until they have come to womanhood; and that period is recognized as a very
sacred thing, and is the subject of a festival, and has peculiar customs. The young woman is set apart under the
care of two of her friends, somewhat older, and a little wigwam, called a teepee, just big enough for the three, is
made for them, to which they retire. She goes through certain labors which are thought to be strengthening, and
these last twenty-five days. Every day, three times a day, she must gather, and pile up as high as she can, five
stacks of wood. This makes fifteen stacks a day. At the end of every five days the attendants take her to a river to
bathe. She fasts from all flesh-meat during these twenty-five days, and continues to do this for five days in every
month all her life. At the end of the twenty-five days she returns to the family lodge, and gives all her clothing to
her attendants in payment for their care. Sometimes the wardrobe is quite extensive.
It is thus publicly known that there is another marriageable woman, and any young man interested in her, or
wishing to form an alliance, comes forward. But the courting is very different from the courting of the white
people. He never speaks to her, or visits the family, but endeavors to attract her attention by showing his
horsemanship, etc. As he knows that she sleeps next to her grandmother in the lodge, he enters in full dress after
the family has retired for the night, and seats himself at her feet. If she is not awake, her grandmother wakes her.
He does not speak to either young woman or grandmother, but when the young woman wishes him to go away,
she rises and goes and lies down by the side of her mother. He then leaves as silently as he came in. This goes on
sometimes for a year or longer, if the young woman has not made up her mind. She is never forced by her
parents to marry against her wishes. When she knows her own mind, she makes a confidant of her grandmother,
and then the young man is summoned by the father of the girl, who asks him in her presence, if he really loves
his daughter, and reminds him, if he says he does, of all the duties of a husband. He then asks his daughter the
same question, and sets before her minutely all her duties. And these duties are not slight. She is to dress the
game, prepare the food, clean the buckskins, make his moccasins, dress his hair, bring all the wood, – in short, do
all the household work. She promises to "be himself," and she fulfils her promise. Then he is invited to a feast
and all his relatives with him. But after the betrothal, a teepee is erected for the presents that pour in from both
sides.
At the wedding feast, all the food is prepared in baskets. The young woman sits by the young man, and hands
him the basket of food prepared for him with her own hands. He does not take it with his right hand; but seizes
her wrist, and takes it with the left hand. This constitutes the marriage ceremony, and the father pronounces them
man and wife. They go to a wigwam of their own, where they live till the first child is born. This event also is
celebrated. Both father and mother fast from all flesh, and the father goes through the labor of piling the wood
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for twenty-five days, and assumes all his wife's household work during that time. If he does not do his part in the
care of the child, he is considered an outcast. Every five days his child's basket is changed for a new one, and the
five are all carefully put away at the end of the days, the last one containing the navel-string, carefully wrapped
up, and all are put up into a tree, and the child put into a new and ornamented basket. All this respect shown to
the mother and child makes the parents feel their responsibility, and makes the tie between parents and children
very strong. The young mothers often get together and exchange their experiences about the attentions of their
husbands; and inquire of each other if the fathers did their duty to their children, and were careful of their wives'
health. When they are married they give away all the clothing they have ever worn, and dress themselves anew.
The poor people have the same ceremonies, but do not make a feast of it, for want of means.
Our boys are introduced to manhood by their hunting of deer and mountain-sheep. Before they are fifteen or
sixteen, they hunt only small game, like rabbits, hares, fowls, etc. They never eat what they kill themselves, but
only what their father or elder brothers kill. When a boy becomes strong enough to use larger bows made of
sinew, and arrows that are ornamented with eagle-feathers, for the first time, he kills game that is large, a deer or
an antelope, or a mountain-sheep. Then he brings home the hide, and his father cuts it into a long coil which is
wound into a loop, and the boy takes his quiver and throws it on his back as if he was going on a hunt, and takes
his bow and arrows in his hand. Then his father throws the loop over him, and he jumps through it. This he does
five times. Now for the first time he eats the flesh of the animal he has killed, and from that time he eats whatever
he kills but he has always been faithful to his parents' command not to eat what he has killed before. He can now
do whatever he likes, for now he is a man, and no longer considered a boy. If there is a war he can go to it; but
the Piutes, and other tribes west of the Rocky Mountains, are not fond of going to war. I never saw a war-dance
but once. It is always the whites that begin the wars, for their own selfish purposes. The government does not
take care to send the good men; there are a plenty who would take pains to see and understand the chiefs and
learn their characters, and their good will to the whites. But the whites have not waited to find out how good the
Indians were, and what ideas they had of God, just like those of Jesus, who called him Father, just as my people
do, and told men to do to others as they would be done by, just as my people teach their children to do. My
people teach their children never to make fun of any one, no matter how they look. If you see your brother or
sister doing something wrong, look away, or go away from them. If you make fun of bad persons, you make
yourself beneath them. Be kind to all, both poor and rich, and feed all that come to your wigwam, and your name
can be spoken of by every one far and near. In this way you will make many friends for yourself. Be kind both to
bad and good, for you don't know your own heart. This is the way my people teach their children. It was handed
down from father to son for many generations. I never in my life saw our children rude as I have seen white
children and grown people in the streets.4
The chief's tent is the largest tent, and it is the council-tent, where every one goes who wants advice. In the
evenings the head men go there to discuss everything, for the chiefs do not rule like tyrants; they discuss
everything with their people, as a father would in his family. Often they sit up all night. They discuss the doings
of all, if they need to be advised. If a boy is not doing well they talk that over, and if the women are interested
they can share in the talks. If there is not room enough inside, they all go out of doors, and make a great circle.
The men are in the inner circle, for there would be too much smoke for the women inside. The men never talk
without smoking first. The women sit behind them in another circle, and if the children wish to hear, they can be
there too. The women know as much as the men do, and their advice is often asked. We have a republic as well
as you. The council-tent is our Congress, and anybody can speak who has anything to say, women and all. They
are always interested in what their husbands are doing and thinking about. And they take some part even in the
wars. They are always near at hand when fighting is going on, ready to snatch their husbands up and carry them
off if wounded or killed. One splendid woman that my brother Lee married after his first wife died, went out into
the battle-field after her uncle was killed, and went into the front ranks and cheered the men on. Her uncle's horse
was dressed in a splendid robe made of eagles' feathers and she snatched it off and swung it in the face of the
enemy, who always carry off everything they find, as much as to say, "You can't have that – I have it safe"; and
she staid and took her uncle's place, as brave as any of the men. It means something when the women promise
their fathers to make their husbands themselves. They faithfully keep with them in all the dangers they can share.
They not only take care of their children together, but they do everything together; and when they grow blind,
which I am sorry to say is very common, for the smoke they live in destroys their eyes at last, they take sweet
care of one another. Marriage is a sweet thing when people love each other. If women could go into your
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Congress I think justice would soon be done to the Indians. I can't tell about all Indians; but I know my own
people are kind to everybody that does not do them harm; but they will not be imposed upon, and when people
are too bad they rise up and resist them. This seems to me all right. It is different from being revengeful. There is
nothing cruel about our people. They never scalped a human being.
The chiefs do not live in idleness. They work with their people, and they are always poor for the following
reason. It is the custom with my people to be very hospitable. When people visit them in their tents, they always
set before them the best food they have, and if there is not enough for themselves they go without.
The chief's tent is the one always looked for when visitors come, and sometimes many come the same day. But
they are all well received. I have often felt sorry for my brother, who is now the chief, when I saw him go
without food for this reason. He would say, "We will wait and eat afterwards what is left." Perhaps little would
be left, and when the agents did not give supplies and rations, he would have to go hungry.
At the council, one is always appointed to repeat at the time everything that is said on both sides, so that there
may be no misunderstanding, and one person at least is present from every lodge, and after it is over, he goes and
repeats what is decided upon at the door of the lodge, so all may be understood. For there is never any
quarrelling in the tribe, only friendly counsels. The sub-chiefs are appointed by the great chief for special duties.
There is no quarrelling about that, for neither sub-chief or great chief has any salary. It is this which makes the
tribe so united and attached to each other, and makes it so dreadful to be parted. They would rather all die at once
than be parted. They believe that in the Spirit-land those that die still watch over those that are living. When I
was a child in California, I heard the Methodist minister say that everybody that did wrong was burned in hell
forever. I was so frightened it made me very sick. He said the blessed ones in heaven looked down and saw their
friends burning and could not help them. I wanted to be unborn, and cried so that my mother and the others told
me it was not so, that it was only here that people did wrong and were in the hell that it made, and that those that
were in the Spirit-land saw us here and were sorry for us. But we should go to them when we died, where there
was never any wrong-doing, and so no hell. That is our religion.
My people capture antelopes by charming them, but only some of the people are charmers. My father was one of
them, and once I went with him on an antelope hunt.
The antelopes move in herds in the winter, and as late in the spring as April. At this time there was said to be a
large herd in a certain place, and my father told all his people to come together in ten days to go with him in his
hunt. He told them to bring their wives with them, but no small children. When they came, at the end of ten days,
he chose two men, who he said were to be his messengers to the antelopes. They were to have two large torches
made of sage-brush bark, and after he had found a place for his camp, he marked out a circle around which the
wigwams were to be placed, putting his own in the middle of the western side, and leaving an opening directly
opposite in the middle of the eastern side, which was towards the antelopes.
The people who were with him in the camp then made another circle to the east of the one where their wigwams
were, and made six mounds of sage-brush and stones on the sides of it, with a space of a hundred yards or more
from one mound to the next one, but with no fence between the mounds. These mounds were made high, so that
they could be seen from far off.
The women and boys and old men who were in the camp, and who were working on the mounds, were told to be
very careful not to drop anything and not to stumble over a sage-brush root, or a stone, or anything, and not to
have any accident, but to do everything perfectly and to keep thinking about the antelopes all the time, and not to
let their thoughts go away to anything else. It took five days to charm the antelopes, and if anybody had an
accident he must tell of it.
Every morning early, when the bright morning star could be seen, the people sat around the opening to the circle,
with my father sitting in the middle of the opening, and my father lighted his pipe and passed it to his right, and
the pipe went round the circle five times. And at night they did the same thing.
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After they had smoked the pipe, my father took a kind of drum, which is used in this charming, and made music
with it. This is the only kind of musical instrument which my people have, and it is only used for this antelopecharming. It is made of a hide of some large animal, stuffed with grass, so as to make it sound hollow, and then
wound around tightly from one end to the other with a cord as large as my finger. One end of this instrument is
large, and it tapers down to the other end, which is small, so that it makes a different sound on the different parts.
My father took a stick and rubbed this stick from one end of the instrument to the other, making a penetrating,
vibrating sound, that could be heard afar off, and he sang, and all his people sang with him.
After that the two men who were messengers went out to see the antelopes. They carried their torches in their
right hands, and one of them carried a pipe in his left hand. They started from my father's wigwam and went
straight across the camp to the opening; then they crossed, and one went around the second circle to the right and
the other went to the left, till they met on the other side of the circle. Then they crossed again, and one went
round the herd of antelopes one way and the other went round the other way, but they did not let the antelopes
see them. When they met on the other side of the herd of antelopes, they stopped and smoked the pipe, and then
they crossed, and each man came back on the track of the other to the camp, and told my father what they saw
and what the antelopes were doing.
This was done every day for five days, and after the first day all the men and women and boys followed the
messengers, and went around the circle they were to enter. On the fifth day the antelopes were charmed, and the
whole herd followed the tracks of my people and entered the circle where the mounds were, coming in at the
entrance, bowing and tossing their heads, and looking sleepy and under a powerful spell. They ran round and
round inside the circle just as if there was a fence all around it and they could not get out, and they staid there
until my people had killed every one. But if anybody had dropped anything, or had stumbled and had not told
about it, then when the antelopes came to the place where he had done that, they threw off the spell and rushed
wildly out of the circle at that place.
My brother can charm horses in the same way.
The Indian children amuse themselves a great deal by modelling in mud. They make herds of animals, which are
modelled exceedingly well, and after setting them up, shoot at them with their little bows and arrows. They also
string beads of different colors and show natural good taste.

CHAPTER III.
WARS AND THEIR CAUSES.
I WILL now stop writing about myself and family and tribe customs, and tell about the wars, and the causes of
the wars. I will jump over about six years. My sister and I were living at this time in Genoa with Major
Ormsbey's family, who took us as playmates for their little girl. While with them we learned the English
language very fast, for they were very kind to us. This was in the year 1858, I think; I am not sure. In that year
our white brothers had their houses all along Carson River. There were twenty-one houses there in our country. I
know all the names of the people that lived in them. One man who was on the upper part of Carson River was
Mr. Olds; the next man by the name of Palmer had a family. The third one, by the name of Job, also had a family.
Another family was named Walters; another man, whose name was Dr. Daggett, had no family; nor had the next
one, whose name was Van Sickle. The next one had more than one family; he had two wives, and his name was
Thornton. The man who lived in the next house had still more wives. There were two brothers; one had three
wives, and the other five. Their name was Reuse. The next man was named Nott, and had no family. The next
house had three brothers, named Sides, with no families. The next was named Gilbert, and had no family. The
next was named Alridge, and had a family. Then came our friend, Major Ormsbey. Next came Adams and
brothers, who had no wives. Then Jones and family, Miller and family; Brown, with no family; Elsey, with no
family; Mr. Ellis and family; Williams brothers, no family; Mr. Cole and family; Mr. Black and family at
Humboldt Lake. All these white people were loved by my people; we lived there together, and were as happy as
could be. There was no stealing, no one lost their cattle or horses; my people had not learned to steal. We lived
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that way in peace for another year; our white brothers gave my people guns for their horses in the way of trading;
yet my people never said, "We want you to give us something for our land." Now, there were a great many of our
white brothers everywhere through our country, and mines or farms here and there. The Mormons came in a
great many wagons and settled down in Carson Valley, where now stands the great Carson City, as it is called.
The following year, 1859, we were yet living with Major Ormsbey, and mother and father were down at Pyramid
Lake with all our people, so sister and I were all alone there with our dear good friend, Major Ormsbey.
Late that fall there happened a very sad thing, indeed. A white man who was dearly beloved by my people
started for California to get provisions for the winter, as they all did every winter. Mr. McMullen took a great
deal of money to lay in large supplies, for they had a store about thirty miles down Carson River. Two of them,
MacWilliams and McMullen, went off the same night, and camped in the mountains. Some one came in the night
and killed them both, and after they had shot them with guns or pistols, they placed arrows in the wounds to
make it appear as if Indians had killed them. The next day news came in that Indians had killed John McMullen.
They were asked how they knew that Indians had killed him, and they answered, –
"We know, because it was done with arrows."
That same afternoon thirty men went to get the dead bodies of the two men. They brought them in, and the
arrows too. Of course everybody said it was the Indians that killed them. My brother, Natchez, and our cousin,
who was called young Winnemucca, and one hundred others were sent for. In two days' time they came. My
brother was then peace-chief. Major Ormsbey asked if he knew what tribe of Indians those arrows belonged to.
My cousin told his white brothers the arrows belonged to the Washoes. So our good father Major Ormsbey said
to my brother, –
"Will you help us to get the Washoe chief to come in and give up the men who killed the two white men?" My
brothers said they would help to find the men that killed poor John McMullen. So that evening my people had
what they call a war-dance, the first one I had ever seen. A great many white men and women came to see them,
and Lizzie Ormsbey kept saying, "Where is Natchez?" He was dressed up so we did not know him. The white
people staid until it was all over, and when it was all over the Major called his men and said, –
"We will sing the Star-spangled Banner."
It was not a bit like the way my grandfather used to sing it, and that was the first time I had heard it sung by the
white people.
My cousin was the war-chief. He sent five men to bring in the Washoe chief. The next morning they came in
with about ten Washoes. As soon as they came in the white men gathered round them. Major Ormsbey showed
the arrows, and asked them if they knew them. The Washoe chief, who is called Jam, said, "You ask me if these
are my people's arrows. I say yes." Major Ormsbey said, –
"That is enough." He said to my brother Natchez, –
"Tell Captain Jam that his people have killed two men, and he must bring the men and all the money, and they
shall not be hurt, and all will be right." The Washoe chief said, –
"I know my people have not killed the men, because none of my men have been away; we are all at Pine-nut
Valley, and I do not know what to think of the sad thing that has happened."
"But here are your arrows, and you cannot say anything," said my cousin, the war-chief. "We will give you ten
days to bring the men who killed our two white brothers, and if you do not we shall have to fight you, for they
have been so kind to us all. Who could have the heart to kill them? Now go and bring in the men."
Poor, poor Washoes, they went away with very sad hearts. After they left brother talked with all his men, and
asked them what they thought about it. They all said it was very strange, indeed; time would tell whether they
killed them or not. Six days after, the Washoe chief came in with three prisoners. One of the prisoners had a wife,
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the other two had none, but their mothers came with them. The white men gathered round them and put
handcuffs on them to lock them up in a small house for the night. Next morning all the white people came to see
them. Some said, "Hang the red devils right off," and the white boys threw stones at them, and used most
shameful language to them. At about three o'clock in the afternoon came thirty-one white men, all with guns on
their shoulders, and as they marched along my brother and cousin ran to meet them. One Washoe woman began
to scream, "Oh, they have come to kill them!" How they did cry! One could hear the poor things miles away. My
brother went to them and told them not to cry.
"Oh, dear chieftain, they did not kill the white men, – indeed they did not. They have not been away from our
camp for over a month. None of our men were away, and our chief has given these three young men because
they have no fathers." One of the young girls said, –
"You who are the mighty chieftain, save my poor brother, for he is all mother and I have to hunt for us. Oh,
believe us. He is as innocent as you are. Oh, tell your white brothers that what we tell you is true as the sun rises
and sets;" and one woman ran to my cousin, the war-chief, and threw herself down at his feet and cried out, "Oh,
you are going to have my poor husband killed. We were married this winter, and I have been with him constantly
since we were married. Oh, Good Spirit, come! Oh, come into the hearts of this people. Oh, whisper in their
hearts that they may not kill my poor husband! Oh, good chief, talk for him. Our cruel chief has given my
husband to you because he is afraid that all of us will be killed by you," and she raised up her head and said to
the Washoe chief, "You have given my innocent blood to save your people." Then my brother said to the
Washoes, "These white men have come to take the three Washoe men who killed John McMullen and
MacWilliams to California to put them in jail."
Just then one of the women cried out, "Look there, they have taken them out. See, they are taking them away."
We were all looking after them, and before brother got near them the three prisoners broke and ran. Of course
they were shot. Two were wounded, and the third ran back with his hands up. But all of them died.
Oh, such a scene I never thought I should see! At daybreak all the Washoes ran to where they were killed. The
wife of the young man threw herself down on his dead body. Such weeping was enough to make the very
mountains weep to see them. They would take the dead bodies in their arms, and they were all bloody
themselves. I ran to Mrs. Ormsbey crying. I thought my poor heart would break. I said to her, "I believe those
Washoe women. They say their men are all innocent. They say they were not away from their camp for a long
time, and how could they have been the men that killed the white men?" I told her all I had heard the women say,
and I said I believed them. Mrs. Ormsbey said, –
"How came the Washoe arrows there? and the chief himself has brought them to us, and my husband knows what
he is doing."
I ran back to see what they were going to do with the dead bodies, as I had heard my people say that the Washoes
were like the Digger Indians, who burn their dead. When I got there the Washoe chief was talking to my brother.
I did not know what he said before I came, but I know from what I heard that he had been making confession. He
said, pointing down to the men that were innocently killed, –
"It is true what the women say, – it is I who have killed them. Their blood is on my hands. I know their spirits
will haunt me, and give me bad luck while I live."
This was what the Washoe chief said to my brother. The one that was wounded also died, and the sister and the
mother it was dreadful to see. The mother cried out, –
"Oh, may the Good Spirit send the same curse upon you! You may all live to see the day when you will suffer at
the hands of your white brothers, as you call them." She said to her girl, –
"My child, you have no brother now, – no one to love you, no one to come with game and say, 'Here, sister, here
is game for you.' You are left all alone. Oh, my sweet son, – gone, gone!"
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This was the first trouble the poor Washoes had with white people, and the only one they ever did have with
them.
So the day passed away, and the two dead Washoes were taken away, and their bodies were burned. That is their
custom. The other was taken to California. My poor little sister made herself sick she cried so much that day.
Two days afterwards Major Ormsbey sent his men home; so he did my cousin, who is called young
Winnemucca, and brother staid longer for us, because we had been with Major Ormsbey a long time, and we
could talk very well. My poor little sister was so very sick it was two weeks before we could go to our mother.
When we got home it was winter. There was so much snow that we staid in the mountains where now stands the
great city called Virginia City. It was then our Pine-nut mountains. Some time during the winter the Washoe
chief came and told us that the white men who killed McMullen and MacWilliams were caught. My brother
Natchez said, –
"Oh, have they been caught?" "Yes, that is what Major Ormsbey said; so did all the others." The Washoe chief
went on and said, "I have come to ask you to pay me for the loss of the two men. The white men have brought
back the other men, and they say that they have hung two men." My brother told the Washoe chief that his
people had nothing to do with what the white people had done. "It is you who ought to pay the poor mother and
sister and wife of your own tribe, because you gave them up yourself, therefore you must not blame us. We only
did our duty, and we all know that the white men did nothing to us, and we did no more than what they would do
for us." Next day my brother went to see for himself. He gave the Washoe chief a horse to go with him, for the
poor Washoes had never owned a horse in their lives. Ten men went with my brother.

CHAPTER IV.
CAPTAIN TRUCKEE'S DEATH.
MY grandfather was very sick at that time. My brother was away two days and my grandfather was very low, so
they had to send to him to come back. As soon as he came, word was sent everywhere that their mighty chief
was dying. In two days' time we could see the signal-fires of death on every mountain-top. My brother came
back and told his people that it was true that their own white brothers had killed the men for their money. The
way they were found out was this: They were playing cards for the money, and one of the men lost his. There
were five of them. They were almost fighting about the money, and two men who were out hunting heard them,
and went near enough to hear all. One of the men went to town to bring some one to arrest them, and the other
staid to watch them. The one that lost his money said:–
"If you won't give me back my money I will tell of you. Are you going to give me back my money or not?"
They all swore at him, and told him if he did not stop talking they would shoot him. Then the sheriffs came and
took them and all the money they had. Two of the men told how they got the Washoe arrows and placed them in
the wounds, as if the Indians had killed them. This is what brother told his people; he said, "This is what our
white brothers told me to say to you."
Our people gathered from far and near, for my poor, poor grandpa was going very fast. His beloved people were
watching him. It was the most solemn thing that I ever saw, before or since. Now he sent for a dear beloved
white brother of his, named Snyder. My brother went for him. When he came my poor, dear grandfather called
him to his bedside and said to him:–
"I am now going to die. I have always loved you as if you were my dear son; and one thing I want you to do for
me."
He said to my father: "Raise me up; I want to see my children."
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My father raised him up, and while he was looking around him his eyes fell on me and my sisters. He just looked
at us, and he said to the white man:–
"You see there are my two little girls and there is my big girl, and there are my two boys. They are my sons'
children, and the two little girls I want you to take to California, to Mr. Bonsal and Mr. Scott. They will send
them to school to 'the sisters,' at San José. Tell them this is my last request to them. I shall soon die. I shall never
see them in person; they have promised to teach my two little girls when they become large enough." He looked
up and said, "Will you promise to do this for me?"
The white man took my grandfather's hand and promised to do as he asked. My grandfather then bade him goodby, and said, "I want to talk to my own people." When he was gone he looked at my father and told him what he
must do, as he was to be head chief of the Piute nation. He cautioned him to be a good father, as he had always
been, and, after talking awhile, he broke down. We all cried. He remained in that way all night and every one
watched him. Next morning about ten o'clock, a great many of our people came. The doctor was called to lay
hands on him, and try to bring him to; but all efforts were in vain, so nothing could be done but watch him,
which was done all day. Night came on, and still the watch was kept up. At midnight, which was told by the
seven stars reaching the same place the sun reaches at midday, he turned and twisted without opening his eyes.
The doctor said, "He is dying – he will open his eyes in a minute." Ten minutes passed, when he opened his eyes
in his usual bright and beautiful way, and his first words were:–
"Son, where are you? Come and raise me up – let me sit up."
My father raised him up. Then he called mother, saying:–
"Bring all the children." Mother awoke my sister. I was not asleep, small as I was. I lay awake, watching for fear
he would die while I was asleep. We gathered around him. He looked around to see if there were any others but
his family present. He saw the white man, the same one that had promised to take care of his little girls. He
pointed to his feet when we gathered round him and motioned for him to cover them and he did so. Then he
said:–
"I've only a minute to spare. I'm so tired; I shall soon be happy. Now, son, I hope you will live to see as much as I
have, and to know as much as I do. And if you live as I have you will some day come to me. Do your duty as I
have done to your people and to your white brothers." He paused, closed his eyes, and stretched out. My poor
mother, thinking he was dead, threw herself upon his bosom, but was aroused by the doctor's saying, "Hold on, –
the spirit has not left the body." My mother rose up, and of course, all of us were crying, "Poor grandpa! Poor
grandpa!" Then he recovered himself again, and, opening his eyes, said:–
"Don't throw away my white rag-friend; place it on my breast when you bury me." He then looked at his wife as
if he wanted to say something, but his voice failed. Then the doctor said, "He has spoken his last words, he has
given his last look, his spirit is gone; watch his lips, – he will speak as he enters the Spirit-land"; and so he did, at
least he seemed to. His lips moved as if he was whispering. We were then told by the doctor that he was in
heaven, and we all knew he was. No one who knew him would doubt it. But how can I describe the scene that
followed? Some of you, dear reader, can imagine. Every one threw themselves upon his body, and their cries
could be heard for many a mile. I crept up to him. I could hardly believe he would never speak to me again. I
knelt beside him, and took his dear old face in my hands, and looked at him quite a while. I could not speak. I
felt the world growing cold; everything seemed dark. The great light had gone out. I had father, mother, brothers,
and sisters; it seemed I would rather lose all of them than my poor grandpa. I was only a simple child, yet I knew
what a great man he was. I mean great in principle. I knew how necessary it was for our good that he should live.
I think if he had put out his hands and asked me to go with him, I would gladly have folded myself in his arms.
And now, after long years of toil and trouble, I think if our great Father had seen fit to call me with him, I could
have died with a better opinion of the world.
In regard to the doctor's saying, "He will speak as he enters the Spirit-land," I wish to say it is the belief of my
people that the spirit speaks as it goes in. They say if a child has a mother or a father in the Spirit-land, he will
cry as his soul enters.
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Such a scene I never had seen before. Everybody would take his dead body in their arms and weep. Poor papa
kept his body two days. Now came the burial. Everything he had was put into the grave with him. His body was
put into blankets when it was ready to be put into the grave, and after he was buried, six of his horses were
killed. Now, my dear readers, I do not want you to think that we do this thing because we think the dead use what
we put in; or, if we kill horses at any one's death that they will use them in the Spirit-land. No, no; but it is the
last respect we pay our dead.
In the spring of 1860, my sister and I were taken to San José, California. Brother Natchez and five other men
went with us. On our arrival we were placed in the "Sisters' School" by Mr. Bonsal and Mr. Scott. We were only
there a little while, say three weeks, when complaints were made to the sisters by wealthy parents about Indians
being in school with their children. The sisters then wrote to our friends to come and take us away, and so they
did, – at least, Mr. Scott did. He kept us a week, and sent word to brother Natchez to come for us, but no one
could come, and he sent word for Mr. Scott to put us on the stage and send us back. We arrived at home all right,
and shortly after, the war of 1860 began in this way:–
Two little girls about twelve years old went out in the woods to dig roots, and did not come back, and so their
parents went in search of them, and not finding them, all my people who were there came to their help, and very
thoroughly searched, and found trails which led up to the house of two traders named Williams, on Carson River,
near by the Indian camp. But these men said they had not seen the children, and told my people to come into the
house and search it; and this they did, as they thought, thoroughly. After a few days they sorrowfully gave up all
search, and their relations had nearly given them up for dead, when one morning an Indian rode up to the cabin
of the Williamses. In those days the settlers did not hesitate to sell us guns and ammunition whenever we could
buy, so these brothers proposed to buy the Indian's horse as soon as he rode up. They offered him a gun, five cans
of powder, five boxes of caps, five bars of lead, and after some talk the trade was made. The men took the horse,
put him in the stable and closed the door, then went into the house to give him the gun, etc. They gave him the
gun, powder, and caps, but would not give him the lead, and because he would not take a part, he gave back what
he had taken from them, and went out to the barn to take his horse. Then they set their dog upon him. When
bitten by the dog he began halloing, and to his surprise he heard children's voices answer him, and he knew at
once it was the lost children. He made for his camp as fast as he could, and told what had happened, and what he
had heard. Brother Natchez and ethers went straight to the cabin of the Williams brothers. The father demanded
the children. They denied having them, and after talking quite awhile denied it again, when all at once the
brother of the children knocked one of the Williamses down with his gun, and raised his gun to strike the other,
but before he could do so, one of the Williams brothers stooped down and raised a trap-door, on which he had
been standing. This was a surprise to my people, who had never seen anything of the kind. The father first
peeped down, but could see nothing; then he went down and found his children lying on a little bed with their
mouths tied up with rags. He tore the rags away and brought them up. When my people saw their condition, they
at once killed both brothers and set fire to the house. Three days after the news was spread as usual. "The
bloodthirsty savages had murdered two innocent, hard-working, industrious, kind-hearted settlers;" and word
was sent to California for some army soldiers to demand the murderers of the Williamses. As no army soldiers
were there just then, Major Ormsbey collected one hundred and sixty volunteers. and came up, and without
asking or listening to any explanation demanded the men. But my people would not give them up, and when the
volunteers fired on my people, they flew to arms to defend the father and brother, as any human beings would do
in such a case, and ought to do. And so the war began. It lasted about three months, and after a few precious ones
of my people, and at least a hundred white men had been killed (amongst them our dear friend, Major Ormsbey,
who had been so hasty), a peace was made. My brother had tried to save Major Ormsbey's life. He met him in
the fight, and as he was ahead of the other Indians, Major Ormsbey threw down his arms, and implored him not
to kill him. There was not a moment to be lost. My brother said, –
"Drop down as if dead when I shoot, and I will fire over you;" but in the hurry and agitation he still stood
pleading, and was killed by another man's shot.
Some other friends of my brother, Judge Broomfield and servant, and a Spaniard lived in a small cabin about
twelve miles off. They were not fighting against us, and my brother defended their lives and risked his own. He
stood at their cabin door, and beat back the assailants with a club, and succeeded in driving them off. But my
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uncle and cousins were so angry with him for saving white men's lives that they whipped him with a horsewhip.
We all knew my uncle loved us. He was always kind to us; but I never could love him again as I had done after
he whipped my brother, – my noble, patient brother, who bore his uncle no ill-will, but was satisfied that he had
saved the lives of his friends.
Brave deeds don't always get rewarded in this world.
There was another occasion when my brother saved the life of his friend, Mr. Seth Cook, of San Francisco, and
of six others; but as I do not remember all the particulars I will not attempt to relate it. Mr. Cook had often given
my brother valuable assistance, and he is still living, and can tell the story of his escape from death himself.
The regular troops at last reached the ground, and after fighting a little while raised a flag of truce, which was
responded to by my brother, and peace was made, and a treaty giving the Pyramid Lake Reservation to my
people. I have no way of telling any of the particulars. The reservation was given to us in 1860, and we were to
get large supplies as long as we were peaceful; but though there were thirteen agents there in the course of
twenty-three years, I never knew of any issue after that first year.
Among the traditions of our people is one of a small tribe of barbarians who used to live along the Humboldt
River. It was many hundred years ago. They used to waylay my people and kill and eat them. They would dig
large holes in our trails at night, and if any of our people travelled at night, which they did, for they were afraid
of these barbarous people, they would oftentimes fall into these holes. That tribe would even eat their own dead
– yes, they would even come and dig up our dead after they were buried, and would carry them off and eat them.
Now and then they would come and make war on my people. They would fight, and as fast as they killed one
another on either side, the women would carry off those who were killed. My people say they were very brave.
When they were fighting they would jump up in the air after the arrows that went over their heads, and shoot the
same arrows back again. My people took some of them into their families, but they could not make them like
themselves. So at last they made war on them. This war lasted a long time. Their number was about twenty-six
hundred (2600). The war lasted some three years. My people killed them in great numbers, and what few were
left went into the thick bush. My people set the bush on fire. This was right above Humboldt Lake. Then they
went to work and made tuly or bulrush boats, and went into Humboldt Lake. They could not live there very long
without fire. They were nearly starving. My people were watching them all round the lake, and would kill them
as fast as they would come on land. At last one night they all landed on the east side of the lake, and went into a
cave near the mountains. It was a most horrible place, for my people watched at the mouth of the cave, and
would kill them as they came out to get water. My people would ask them if they would be like us, and not eat
people like coyotes or beasts. They talked the same language, but they would not give up. At last my people
were tired, and they went to work and gathered wood, and began to fill up the mouth of the cave. Then the poor
fools began to pull the wood inside till the cave was full. At last my people set it on fire; at the same time they
cried out to them, "Will you give up and be like men, and not eat people like beasts? Say quick – we will put out
the fire." No answer came from them. My people said they thought the cave must be very deep or far into the
mountain. They had never seen the cave nor known it was there until then. They called out to them as loud as
they could, "Will you give up? Say so, or you will all die." But no answer came. Then they all left the place. In
ten days some went back to see if the fire had gone out. They went back to my third or fifth great-grandfather and
told him they must all be dead, there was such a horrible smell. This tribe was called people-eaters, and after my
people had killed them all, the people round us called us Say-do-carah. It means conqueror; it also means
"enemy." I do not know how we came by the name of Piutes. It is not an Indian word. I think it is misinterpreted.
Sometimes we are called Pine-nut eaters, for we are the only tribe that lives in the country where Pine-nuts grow.
My people say that the tribe we exterminated had reddish hair. I have some of their hair, which has been handed
down from father to son. I have a dress which has been in our family a great many years, trimmed with this
reddish hair. I am going to wear it some time when I lecture. It is called the mourning dress, and no one has such
a dress but my family.

CHAPTER V.
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RESERVATION OF PYRAMID AND MUDDY LAKES.
THIS reservation, given in 1860, was at first sixty miles long and fifteen wide. The line is where the railroad now
crosses the river, and it takes in two beautiful lakes, one called Pyramid Lake, and the one on the eastern side,
Muddy Lake. No white people lived there at the time it was given us. We Piutes have always lived on the river,
because out of those two lakes we caught beautiful mountain trout, weighing from two to twenty-five pounds
each, which would give us a good income if we had it all, as at first. Since the railroad ran through in 1867, the
white people have taken all the best part of the reservation from us, and one of the lakes also.
The first work that my people did on the reservation was to dig a ditch, to put up a grist-mill and saw-mill.
Commencing where the railroad now crosses at Wadsworth, they dug about a mile; but the saw-mill and gristmill were never seen or heard of by my people, though the printed report in the United States statutes, which my
husband found lately in the Boston Athenæum, says twenty-five thousand dollars was appropriated to build
them. Where did it go? The report says these mills were sold for the benefit of the Indians who were to be paid in
lumber for houses, but no stick of lumber have they ever received. My people do not own any timber land now.
The white people are using the ditch which my people made to irrigate their land. This is the way we are treated
by our white brothers. Is it that the government is cheated by its own agents who make these reports?
In 1864-5 there was a governor by the name of Nye. There were no whites living on the reservation at that time,
and there was not any agent as yet. My people were living there and fishing, as they had always done. Some
white men came down from Virginia City to fish. My people went up to Carson City to tell Governor Nye that
some white men were fishing on their reservation. He sent down some soldiers to drive them away. Mr. Nye is
the only governor who ever helped my people, – I mean that protected them when they called on him in this way.
In 1865 we had another trouble with our white brothers. It was early in the spring, and we were then living at
Dayton, Nevada, when a company of soldiers came through the place and stopped and spoke to some of my
people, and said, "You have been stealing cattle from the white people at Harney Lake." They said also that they
would kill everything that came in their way, men, women, and children. The captain's name was Wells. The
place where they were going to is about three hundred miles away. The days after they left were very sad hours,
indeed. Oh, dear readers, these soldiers had gone only sixty miles away to Muddy Lake, where my people were
then living and fishing, and doing nothing to any one. The soldiers rode up to their encampment and fired into it,
and killed almost all the people that were there. Oh, it is a fearful thing to tell, but it must be told. Yes, it must be
told by me. It was all old men, women and children that were killed; for my father had all the young men with
him, at the sink of Carson on a hunting excursion, or they would have been killed too. After the soldiers had
killed all but some little children and babies still tied up in their baskets, the soldiers took them also, and set the
camp on fire and threw them into the flames to see them burn alive. I had one baby brother killed there. My sister
jumped on father's best horse and ran away. As she ran, the soldiers ran after her; but, thanks be to the Good
Father in the Spirit-land, my dear sister got away. This almost killed my poor papa. Yet my people kept peaceful.
That same summer another of my men was killed on the reservation. His name was Truckee John. He was an
uncle of mine, and was killed by a man named Flamens, who claimed to have had a brother killed in the war of
1860, but of course that had nothing to do with my uncle. About two weeks after this, two white men were killed
over at Walker Lake by some of my people, and of course soldiers were sent for from California, and a great
many companies came. They went after my people all over Nevada. Reports were made everywhere throughout
the whole country by the white settlers, that the red devils were killing their cattle, and by this lying of the white
settlers the trail began which is marked by the blood of my people from hill to hill and from valley to valley. The
soldiers followed after my people in this way for one year, and the Queen's River Piutes were brought into Fort
Churchill, Nevada, and in that campaign poor General McDermit was killed. These reports were only made by
those white settlers so that they could sell their grain, which they could not get rid of in any other way. The only
way the cattle-men and farmers get to make money is to start an Indian war, so that the troops may come and buy
their beef, cattle, horses, and grain. The settlers get fat by it.
During this time my poor mother and sister died, and we were left all alone, with only father. The two Indians
were taken who had killed the two white men over at Walker Lake. It was said they killed those two white men
because the soldiers had killed their fathers at Muddy Lake, but they had no right to say so. They had no proof.
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

30/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

I will tell you the doings of the agents in that agency. The first six who came I did not know. In 1866, after my
poor mother and sister Mary died, I came down from Virginia City to live with my brother Natchez, while there
were some white men living on the agency. They had a great many cattle on the reservation at the time. My
people did not know how to work as yet. The agent was living there, and had a store of dry goods which he sold
to my people. I staid with my brother all winter, and got along very poorly, for we had nothing to eat half of the
time. Sometimes we would go to the agent's house and he would get my sister-in law to wash some clothes, and
then he would give us some flour to take home.
In the month of May the agent sold an Indian man some powder. He crossed the river, when he was met by one
of the agent's men, who shot him dead on the spot, because he had the powder. My brother and I did not know
what to do. All our people were wild with excitement. Brother and I thought he did wrong to sell the powder to
one of our men, knowing it was against the law. Our people said they would go and kill him.
Brother said to me, "What shall we do?" I said, "We will go and tell them all to go away this very night." So we
put saddles on our horses, and away we went to tell the agent what our people had said. The river was very high;
when crossing it my horse fell down in the river, and I got very wet. Brother jumped off his horse, and helped me
on again. We went up to the house, and I said to him, –
"Mr. Newgent, go away, quick! My people are coming here to kill all of you, and tell all who are on the river to
go too, for they will surely come and kill them all." He said, "I am not afraid of them, – they will be glad to stop
before they do anything. We have a good many guns." He called to his men, saying, "Get your guns ready; we
will show the damned red devils how to fight." Brother said again to him, "We would like to have you go; please
do not get us into any more trouble." He told my brother and me to go away. We did so. As soon as we got to our
home, my brother got all his people together, and told them to get ten young men and go and watch the crossing
of the river, and if any one tried to cross, to catch him. "If there is more than one kill them if you can; by so
doing we will save ourselves, for you know if we allowed our people to kill the white men we should all be
killed here. It is better that we should kill some of our own men than to be all killed here."
About midnight my brother called his people together again. They all came running. Brother said to them, "I had
a dream, and it is true that our people who were coming to kill the agent and his men are not going to kill them,
but they are going to the Deep Wells, and the deed is already done." The place he spoke of is about thirty miles
from the place where we were then, near Virginia City, Nevada. He said, "I see only one dead; one is not dead,
but he will die. I see a great many horses taken by them. It is only a dream, but nevertheless, it is true. Get your
horses; we will go after them. We must do it or we will all be in trouble."
So brother took thirty of his men to go and head them off, if they could. After he went away, I heard one of the
men say, "I wonder if what our chief said is true!" Just then some one was seen coming. He gave an alarm of
danger at hand. Every one jumped to their guns. I jumped on a horse, barebacked, to go and meet him, and my
men did likewise. When we met him my first word was, "What is it?" He said, "We shall all die this very day."
"Why?" said I. "Oh, somebody has killed a white man and another is almost dead." "Where are they?" said I. "At
the Deep Wells." One of the men said, "Did you see them?" He said, "Yes, and that is not all; our agent has gone
to get soldiers to come and kill us all." I said, "Where did you see him?" "Half way to the soldiers."
Just then we heard another alarm. We all turned our heads towards the noise. We saw another of our men coming
as if he was running for his dear life. We all ran to meet him. He too said, "We shall all be killed." He told the
same thing about one dead man and one almost dead. So we returned to the camp again.
The sub-chief sent out spies to watch and come in to tell us in time to meet our enemies. In this way passed the
day. Newgent, our agent, had left his house at daybreak to go to the fort to see some of the officers there. He rode
up to the house, got off his horse, and went in to tell them about the trouble he had on the agency. A fearful thing
met his eyes. One man was really dead, and the other almost dead. He asked what was the matter. The man
answered, "Three Indians came here last night and shot us, and they thought they had killed both of us. They
have taken all our things away, and they swore at us in good English language that the agent had their brother
killed." Poor man, he did not know that he was talking to the very devil that had made all the trouble. Very late
that evening, two of our men came as before. They brought me a letter; these were the words:–
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"MISS SARAH WINNEMUCCA, – Your agent tells us very bad things about your people's killing two
of our men. I want you and your brother Natchez to meet me at your place to-night. I want to talk to
you and your brother
Signed, CAPTAIN JEROME
Company M, 8th Cavalry."
It took me some time to read it, as I was very poor, indeed, at reading writing; and I assure you, my dear readers,
I am not much better now. After reading it four or more times, I knew what it said. I did not know what to do, as
brother had not returned. I had no ink to write with. My people all gathered round me waiting for me to tell them
something. I did not say anything. They could not wait any longer. They asked me what the paper said. I said,
"The soldiers are coming; the officer wants me and my brother to see them at our place." At that time, brother
and I had a place on the reservation.
They said, "Oh, it is too bad that he went off this morning; you and he might be the means of saving us. Can you
speak to them on paper?" I said, "I have nothing to write with. I have no ink. I have no pen." They said, "Oh,
take a stick, – take anything. Until you talk on that paper we will not believe you can talk on paper."
I said, "Make me a stick with a sharp point, and bring me some fish's blood." They did as I told them, and then I
wrote, saying, –
"HON. SIR, – My brother is not here. I am looking for him every minute. We will go as soon as he
comes in. If he comes to-night, we will come some time during the night.
Yours, S. W."
I sent the same man back with the letter. He had not been gone long when my brother came in with his men.
Everybody ran to him and told him his dream had come true. Some of the men who were with brother said, "We
knew it was true before we got here. We saw the horses' tracks, so it is nothing strange to us." Then I told him
that the agent had a company of soldiers waiting for him and me at our place. Brother asked when Newgent went
for them. "Early in the morning," I guessed, "and your dream, dear brother, was true. Mr. Coffman and his man
are killed." "Oh, sister, do not fool with your brother."
I said, "Indeed, indeed, it is so." Everybody cried out, "It is every word of it true."
"Get us fresh horses," said he, "and we will go and see them. Wife, get me something to eat before I go. I want
twenty men to go with me and my sister. Dear sister, did you send them word that we would come as soon as I
came home?" "Yes brother." We were soon on the road to see the soldiers. We went like the wind, never stopping
until we got there. The officer met us. I told him everything from the first beginning of the trouble. I told him that
the agent sold some powder to an Indian, and that his own men had killed the Indian. I told him how brother and
I went to him and asked him and his men to go away, as we had heard that our people were going to kill him. I
told him that he talked bad to brother and me, because we went to tell him of it. I told this to the officer right
before the agent. The agent did not have anything to say, and then the officer asked my brother what he knew
about it, and if he had seen anything during that day. He asked:–
"How many head of horses do you think they have?" "I don't know – a good many." "Well, how many do you
think?" "Maybe sixty, or more."
I think the officer did not speak to the agent while we were there. We did not stay long, because I was afraid of
the soldiers, although the officer asked us to stop all night. I said, "Brother, we will go back." The officer said,
"We will come down to-morrow, and have another talk with your sister." So off we went.
Many of our people did not sleep that night. Brother called all his people together at one place. He told them the
soldiers were their friends, and not to be afraid of them, because if they had come to fight with them they would
have brought more with them. He told our people there were only a few. So we watched for their coming the
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next morning. At last they came, and camped alongside of brother's camp. The first thing he did was to tell us not
to be afraid. If we wanted protection the officer would send for his company to come down from Carochel. We
said our people were very much afraid of the soldiers. He asked us what we had to eat. We told him we had
nothing just then, but we hoped the fish would soon run up the river, so that we might catch some. He saw that
we had nothing at all. He said he would go up to the Fort and tell the commanding officer about us. So he took
two men with him, and left the rest with us. Two days afterwards a soldier came in and told brother that the
captain had three wagons of provisions for him and his people. Oh, how glad we were, for we were very poorly
off for want of something to eat. That was the first provision I had ever seen issued to my people! The agent
came to the officer, and said, "If you want to issue beef to the Indians, I have some cattle I can sell you." The
officer told him "to be off." Five days after, five soldiers came down from the Fort with a letter for the captain.
After he read the letter, he called brother and me to him, and said:–
"I have got a letter from the commanding officer at the Fort, asking me if your father is here with you." Brother
told him he had not been with us for a long time. I was crying, and I told him father had not been in since the
soldiers killed my little brother. I told him that he sent word to us some six months ago that he had gone to live in
the mountains, and to die there. I was crying all the while I was talking to him. My people were frightened; they
did not know what I was saying. Our men gathered all round us. They asked brother what was the matter. He told
them what the officer said to me.
"Sarah, don't cry, you and your brother shall go with me, and we will get your father here. If he will come in he
will be cared for by the officers of the army. The commanding officer says you are to go with me to Camp
McDermitt, and you can get your father and all your people to come into the army post, where you can be fed.
Now, if you will go, we will start by the first of July. Brother asked me what I thought about it. "Dear brother," I
said, "I will do whatever you say. If you say so, we will go and get our father if we can. We can try it." Brother
told all to his people. Some said:–
"Maybe they will kill him. You and your sister know what liars the white people are, and if you go and get him
and he is killed by the soldiers, his blood will be on you." Brother said:–
"I believe what the officers say, and if father comes in they will take good care of us." They said, "Well, it is your
father, and you two know best what to do. If anything happens to him, you will have no one to blame but
yourselves." Brother said, "What has my father done to the white people that they should harm him? Because
white people are bad that is no reason why the soldiers should be bad, too."
(Brother and my people always say "the white people," just as if the soldiers were not white, too.) So we told the
captain that we would go with him.
Now, dear readers, this is the way all the Indian agents get rich. The first thing they do is to start a store; the next
thing is to take in cattle men, and cattle men pay the agent one dollar a head. In this way they get rich very soon,
so that they can have their gold-headed canes, with their names engraved on them. The one I am now speaking of
is only a sub-agent. He told me the head agent was living in Carson City, and he paid him fifteen hundred dollars
a year for the use of the reservation. Yet, he has fine horses and cattle and sheep, and is very rich. The sub-agent
was a minister; his name was Balcom. He did not stay very long, because a man named Batemann hired some
Indians to go and scare him away from the reservation, that he might take his place. The leader of these Indians
was named Dave. He was interpreter at the Pyramid Lake Reservation. So Batemann got the minister away, and
then he got rich in the same way.
While Batemann was agent, I was asked to act as interpreter to the Shoshones by a man called Captain Dodge,
agent for the Shoshone Indians. He was going to issue clothing to them at a place called Battle Mountain. My
brother Natchez went all about to summon the people there. I told Colonel Dodge all about our agent at Pyramid
Lake Reservation. He said he would go to see him, which he did. It took three days for the people to come up.
Oh, such an issue! It was enough to make a doll laugh. A family numbering eight persons got two blankets, three
shirts, no dress-goods. Some got a fishhook and line; some got one and a half yards of flannel, blue and red; the
largest issue was to families that camped together, numbering twenty-three persons: four blankets, three pieces of
red flannel, and some of blue, three shirts, three hooks and lines, two kettles. It was the saddest affair I ever saw.
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There were ready-made clothes of all kinds, hats, shoes, and shawls, and farming utensils of all kinds. Bales
upon bales of clothing were sent away to Salt Lake City. After the issue, the things were all to be put into one
place. Holy songs were offered up to the Great Spirit Father. The things were blessed before they were to be
worn, and all the young men put the blankets round them and danced. In the morning some of the men went
round with only one leg dressed in flannel, which made all the white people laugh. At this issue our agent, Mr.
Batemann, gave the Shoshones one ton of flour before this new agent, which made me very angry, and I talked to
him before Colonel Dodge. I said, "You come up here to show off before this man. Go and bring some flour to
my people on Humboldt River, who are starving, the people over whom you are agent. For shame that you who
talk three times a day to the Great Father in Spirit-land should act so to my people." This man called himself a
Christian, too.
Then came another agent by the name of Spencer. He was a better one than we had ever had. He issued some
blankets to some old men and women and blind people, and gave brother some pieces of land to work upon. He
then gave my people wagons, – about ten altogether; and he had his daughter brought as a teacher, at the rate of
fifty dollars a month. But he soon died, and then came our present agent. He was not married at the time, but he
very soon learned that there was money to be made, so he went back and got married. Of course he put his wife
in as teacher. Mr. MacMasters, for that is his name, has his own method of making my people divide the
produce. If they raise five sacks of grain, they give one sack for the Big Father in Washington; if they have only
three sacks, they still have to send one. Every fourth load of hay goes to the Big Father at Washington, yet he
does not give my people the seed. The head-farmer, who is called Mushrush, never shows my people how to
work. This is why they said, "Why does the Big Father want us to pay him when he does not give us the seed?
We have to pay for the seed ourselves." Both the agent and farmer told my people they would have to pay it or
the Big Father would take away their wagons. So my people talked it over and said, "We will pay it." Later they
got up a paper, which the agent and the farmer wanted my people to sign. The sub-chief would not put his hand
to the pen. He said to the agent, –
"I have been working for so many years, and I have never received anything as yet. You say it is supplies you are
sending me and my people; but I am sick and tired of lies, and I won't sign any paper." Of course our agent, Mr.
MacMasters, told him to leave the reservation. His wagon was taken from him. At this my people sent me down
to San Francisco to tell the commanding officer. I did so. I gave Gen. McDowell a full account of the doings, and
he reported him to the authorities. The following spring my poor brother Natchez went to the agent and asked
him to help him to a plough, and to give him a set of harness. He told my brother to go away. "You and your
sister," he said, "talk about me all the time. I don't want you and your sister here." At this my poor brother got
angry and said to him, "This is my reservation, not yours. I am going to stay here just as long as I like. My poor
father and I never got so much as an old rag from any agent that ever came here." At this our minister got angry,
and telegraphed to the soldiers to come and take brother and carry him to the Acotrass Islands. He wrote a letter,
saying all my people wanted him to send my brother away where they could never see him any more. After he
had written it, he called up all the head men of our people, and told them he had written to their father in
Washington for good clothing for them, and wished them to sign the paper. Of course, they did not know any
better; they put their names to the paper, and signed their chief away! So the soldiers came and took brother to
San Francisco, Cal. Brother was only there a little while when two white men whose lives he had saved went and
took him out and sent him home, and wrote to our minister agent. Of course I knew not what was in the letter.
Dear reader, I must tell a little more about my poor people, and what we suffer at the hands of our white brothers.
Since the war of 1860 there have been one hundred and three (103) of my people murdered, and our reservations
taken from us; and yet we, who are called blood-seeking savages, are keeping our promises to the government.
Oh, my dear good Christian people, how long are you going to stand by and see us suffer at your hands? Oh,
dear friends, you are wrong when you say it will take two or three generations to civilize my people. No! I say it
will not take that long if you will only take interest in teaching us; and, on the other hand, we shall never be
civilized in the way you wish us to be if you keep on sending us such agents as have been sent to us year after
year, who do nothing but fill their pockets, and the pockets of their wives and sisters, who are always put in as
teachers, and paid from fifty to sixty dollars per month, and yet they do not teach. The farmer is generally his
cousin, his pay is nine hundred dollars ($900) a year, and his brother is a clerk. I do not know his name. The
blacksmith and carpenter have from five hundred to eleven hundred dollars per year. I got this from their own
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statements. I saw a discharged agent while I was on my way here, who told me all the agents had to pay so much
to the Secretary of the Interior, who had to make up what he paid to the agents. This I know to be a true
confession, or the Secretary of the Interior and all the government officers would see into the doings of these
Christian agents. Year after year they have been told of their wrong-doings by different tribes of Indians. Yet it
goes on, just the same as if they did not know it.
When I went to Carson City in 1870, to see about my people's affairs, I was sent by the officials from one to
another. At last we went to San Francisco to see General Schofield, and he sent me back to see Senator Jones. So
brother and I went to where he was living in Gold Hill. I told him how my people were treated by the agents. He
said, "I will see to it." He then put into my hands twenty dollars, which I took gratefully, for we were always
poor, and brother and I went away. I have never seen or heard from him since.
I can give you one example to show how easily the Indians are influenced by those they respect and believe in. In
1868 many of my people were at Camp C. F. Smith, taking care of themselves, but under many difficulties, and
very destitute. There was no game in that region of any kind, except now and then a hare. They had no land to
cultivate, but were living upon anything they could do or gather. Some citizens wrote to Col. McElroy, who was
at that time commanding officer at Camp McDermitt, that the Indians were starving, and they were afraid there
might be some outbreak, or depredations, and asking him to have them taken to his post. I was interpreter at
Camp McDermitt at that time. Five hundred of my people, men, women and children, were already there. There
were four hundred at Camp C. F. Smith. Col. McElroy asked me how many companies of soldiers it would take
to escort them. I told him none; that he and I could escort them, or my brother Lee and I. He could not believe
me at first; but I told him I knew my people, and he and I, with one servant, went for them.
I went into council with my people. My brother Lee, who was there, and I sat up all night talking with them, and
telling them what we wished them to do. We Indians never try to rule our people without explaining everything
to them. When they understand and consent, we have no more trouble.
Some of the interpreters are very ignorant, and don't understand English enough to know all that is said. This
often makes trouble. Then I am sorry to say these Indian interpreters, who are often half-breeds, easily get
corrupted, and can be hired by the agents to do or say anything. I know this, for some of them are my relatives.
My people are very reasonable and want to understand everything, and be sure that there is fair play.
For one thing, they said they had so many children they would find it hard to carry them sixty-five miles. Did I
think Col. McElroy would let them have some wagons? I said I would ask him. He said "yes;" and he furnished
fifteen wagons, which transported the women and children comfortably in two days, and the men had their
horses. The recruits who were watching the buildings at Camp C. F. Smith (for there was not a large force there)
furnished rations for the two days, and Col. McElroy was to replenish them from Camp McDermitt.
There were now nine hundred in all at Camp McDermitt. Every head of a family was furnished with a good tent
of the requisite size for his family, such tents as are used by the soldiers; and every morning, at five o'clock,
rations for the day were issued. A pound and a half of meat was given to every grown person, and good bread, –
for they actually baked good bread for them, – and once a month coffee, rice, sugar, salt, pepper, and beans were
issued. Each woman came to me every day with her basket, and her number on a tag, fastened to a leather thong
tied round her neck, and told the size of her family and took what she needed from me; and everything was
recorded, for that is the way things are done in soldiers' camps. Every one had enough. My father was with us at
that time. He told my people in council one day that he thought it was an imposition to be living entirely on the
soldier-fathers, when we could do something to support ourselves. He wanted them to go on hunting excursions
in the summer, and bring in dried venison, rabbits, and what other game they could find; and the women to go
out and gather grass-seed, and dig roots and do what they could toward the supplies of the next winter. I told Col.
McElroy what my father had said to his people, and he told them to go to the sutler's store and get what
ammunition they wanted and bring him the record of it, and he would see that it was paid for. My father knew
that the army gave this support for the Indians as prisoners out of its own supplies. My people had enough, I
said; they had more than enough, and by being prudent about their rations they could save and sell enough to get
calicoes and other necessary things for the women and children; for these things are not found in army supplies.
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It is this generosity and this kind care and order and discipline that make me like the care of the army for my
people.
Col. McElroy belonged to Company M, Eighth Cavalry. He had my people in charge three years, and was then
ordered to New Mexico; but before he could go, he died in San Francisco. He was the first officer I ever worked
for as interpreter.
Can you wonder, dear readers, that I like to have my people taken care of by the army? It is said that I am
working in the interest of the army, and as if they wanted all this care. It is not so; but they know more about the
Indians than any citizens do, and are always friendly. Nobody really knows Indians who cheat them and treat
them badly. They may be very peace-loving people, but that would make saints sin. They are the most sociable
people in the world in their own camps; but they are shut up to white people, because they are so often wronged
by them.
I remained at Camp McDermitt after Col. McElroy's death. They thought it best to buy a large herd of cattle for
beef for the soldiers and my people, and for a time they hired some of the Indians for herdsmen; but this proved
too expensive, and they were discharged from that service, which was given to some soldiers. One night the
whole herd was stolen and driven off. The greatest search was made for them, but all in vain. It seemed as if they
had vanished. But at last, the commanding officer thought the Indians, who knew how to track a trail, would do
better at such business than white men, who do not know how to find a trail of anything. My brother Lee was
staying with me then, and he and five other men undertook to find the cattle. They were gone five days, and at
the end of the time came back and said they were found. They had traced them to a deep cañon, and they were
driven by one single man. One man had stolen and driven away all those cattle. My people had come back to get
soldiers to go with them to capture him. So he was arrested, and brought back to the post with all the cattle. It
was truly comical to think of it. I was very glad my people were successful, for it would surely have been
believed that some Indians, if not mine, had driven those cattle off.
The last time sister and I were on a visit to our people at our old home, just before I was married, we stopped
with a white lady named Nichols, at Wadsworth, Nevada, on Pyramid Lake Reservation, the head-farmer named
Mushrush, and the sub-agent at Walker River Reservation in Nevada. Some one tried to break through our
bedroom door, and my sister cried out to them, saying, "Get away from that door or I will shoot!" At my sister's
words they went away. The name of the sub-agent is Louis Veviers, who has been with my people about eight
years. All my people call him dog, because there is nothing too bad for him to say to them. After I was married, I
went to let my people see my husband. While we were there we staid with my brother Tom. On New Year's
evening we heard a great noise coming towards the house. They were trying to make a noise like my people who
had just lost a son, and were crying. They were mocking them as they came on. There were four men, – the
doctor, the carpenter, the blacksmith, and one of their friends. My brother's wife gave them some pine-nuts. Byand-by one of them gave my husband a bottle of fire-water, and asked him to pass it round. My husband replied,
"Pass it round yourselves." They said, "Give some to your brother-in-law." My husband said, "Give it to him
yourself." This is the kind of people, dear reader, that the government sends to teach us at Pyramid Lake
Reservation.
My people wanted to cut the hay, but they were not allowed to sell it until within five years. My cousin, Captain
Bill, and his brother, had borrowed some seed by promising to divide the wheat after harvest, which they did;
and then the farmer, who never showed them how to sow their grain, came to Bill, and said, "You must pay me
for the use of the government land." "What for?" said Bill.
"Well, that's what the Big Father in Washington says." Then Bill said, "Take it all." After Mr. Mushrush took his
unjust share, my poor cousin had only three sacks left for himself. Our present agent made my people give every
third sack of grain, and the same of everything else. Every third load of hay is given. My people asked why, as he
had not given them seed for planting, nor did the farmer help them. They did not see why they should pay so
much, but the agent told them that was the order from Washington. They refused to pay it. The agent told them
they must pay it or he would take their wagons away. They went home to talk it over that night. However, Jim,
the sub-chief, told his people that the white men had been stealing from them for a long time, "and now I am
going to steal from them this very night. I am going to have my family hide away half of my grain. I have sixty
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

36/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

sacks of wheat and twenty-six of potatoes. As for the hay-cart I don't care. What do you think of me for talking
so to you? I see I can't keep up with the white people. They think it right to steal all they can while they are with
us. And I am going to do another thing; I am going to quit signing any paper, for I don't know what I have been
signing all these twenty-two years." My cousin Captain Bill, and his brother, said, "We will keep all our grain,
and if he wants the wagon he can take it." Then all the rest of the men said, "We will do the same as our chief,
and what is left he can have." Some of them said, "We have only a little, and what shall we do?" The next
morning they went to the agent's house to see if he had changed his mind, but he told them that was the law. Bill
told him that he might go and get his wagon. "I bought my seed and paid my own money for it, and you did not
help me." The agent replied, "If you won't do what the government orders, you must leave the reservation." Jim,
the sub-chief, said, "You may take all I have, leave my people theirs, and I will go away into the mountains, and
there I will live and die." But the agent would not hear to it, and they all had to pay their share. My brother Torn
said, "If we don't pay it we shall have to leave the reservation."
The agent thought it necessary to make a show of some kind, and this is the way he did it. There are unprincipled
men in all tribes, as I suppose there are among all people, and the agent found one for his work. He is known as
"Captain Dave." His Indian name is Numana. The plan made and carried out was this: Captain Dave was
furnished with money, and appointed captain of police, a useless office, for Indians could not arrest either an
Indian or a white man. They really were nothing but private servants to the agent. But this was promised to
Captain Dave, provided he and six others would go to San Francisco, and do what the agent wanted them to do.
They were furnished with a drawing of a bridge that had been built, and told to go to the newspaper offices in
San Francisco, and say beautiful things of the agent and his men. Every reasonable person will see by reading
this paper, which was published in a newspaper, that the most intelligent Indian could not have given such a
description of a bridge without he had been furnished with a memorandum of it:–

"CAPTAIN DAVE AND THE RESERVATION. – Numana, better known as Captain Dave, one of the leading men of
the Piute nation, called on us yesterday, and showed us several papers, among which was a letter of
recommendation from Governor Kinkead, and an appointment from the Indian Commissioner as captain of the
Indian police at Pyramid Reservation. Dave is a very intelligent Indian, and gave us the following facts
connected with the Piutes and their doings: He and his body-guard of six Piutes have just returned from a trip to
San Francisco, where they spent the holidays pleasantly. He had in his possession a very good cut of the bridge at
the reservation and its dimensions, which are, length one hundred and sixty-five feet, width twenty feet, height
fifteen feet above low-water mark. A flume crossing the river on the bridge which carries the water from their
irrigating ditch on the east side of the river to the other measures as follows: length twelve hundred feet, width
six feet, height above ground on trestle eight to fifteen feet. He showed us by a rough sketch the course of the
river at the reservation, the position of the dam, and the route of the ditch, which is not finished as yet. The dam
is so constructed as to allow a channel (whereby the fish can run up) about ten feet wide and three or four feet
deep. From the head of the ditch to the bridge is about one and a quarter miles, from the bridge to the
Reservation House, about two miles. The ditch, when completed, will measure four miles and will irrigate a
large area of land. The Indians are not working now, but are devoting their time to fishing. Agent McMasters is
well-liked by the Indians, and he has a system of dealing with them which they fully understand and appreciate.
Mrs. McMasters has charge of the school, and teaches some thirty Indian children, many of them being apt
scholars, and all seeming to like to attend school.
"Mr. Mushrush, the farmer, is giving perfect satisfaction, showing the Indians how to work, and does n't simply
order, but takes a hand himself, which Dave says pleases them.
"They intend to farm on a larger scale next year than at any time before. Mr. McMasters' method in dividing the
produce is stated by Captain Dave to be in this way. The Indian raises five sacks of grain, he retains four, and
gives the government one. If he has four loads of hay he gives one of them to the government. This is given by
the Indians to help feed the government stock, which is kept at work hauling stone, lumber, wood, etc., etc. Dave
is very desirous of having the Piutes in all parts of Nevada notified to come to the reservation, and help build it
up. He claims that in one year's time they will have room and work for them, and they can come there and build
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a home. He is also very anxious that the whiskey traffic among them be stopped, and to that end asks that the
officers in every town will see that a drunken Indian be punished as severely as possibly. This, he claims, is a
terrible curse among them, and is gaining ground."
No newspaper in San Francisco would publish this statement, and they were obliged to have it done in Reno,
Nevada, in a paper the civilized world knows nothing of. I will only speak now of the character of "Captain
Dave." I said Mr. Batemann hired an Indian to frighten Mr. Balcom away. That Indian was this very "Captain
Dave." I have known him many years, and have always been ashamed of him as a Piute. Twenty years ago I
knew him to blow a young girl's brains out because she refused to marry him, and his behavior ever since has
been in keeping with that. It is no secret among my people that he exposes his wife to bad white men for money.
He is not a "leading man." No man can be a leading man among Indians, unless he is honorable and brave. Dave
is neither. On the contrary, he has no character whatever, and could always be hired to do a wicked thing. He is
my own cousin.
Mr. Mushrush, the farmer spoken of in the printed article, does all his farming in the bar-room at Wadsworth. We
have a store at this agency kept by Mr. Eugene Griswold. He is the man who always gets the beef contracts. It
may be in another man's name sometimes, but it is all the same. It has always been a mystery to me what this
beef contract is for. If they mean it for a license to sell beef, why don't they say so? I defy them to find a man,
woman, or child outside their ring who has ever received a pound of meat of any kind from them. I have a
brother who lives on the agency, and he has never got an ounce of meat that he has not paid for. The contractors,
Griswold, McMasters, etc., really keep a butcher's shop, but call it a beef contract. Those that have money can
come up and buy. Those that have none stand back and cry, often with hunger.
All this refers to the Pyramid Lake Agency. The contractors call it the "Nevada Agency."
Brother and I started for Camp McDermitt, Nevada, at the time set, along with company M, First Cavalry. It took
us twenty-eight days to reach Camp McDermitt. Nothing happened during our journey. We reached the camp late
in the evening. Brother and I did not see anybody until the next day. After we had something to eat in the
morning the commanding officer, Major Seward, sent for us to come to his office. We did so. He was a very nice
man. He said to brother, "Are you tired?" Brother said, "Not much. I guess my sister is." He said to me, "You
find it pretty hard travelling, don't you." I answered, "It is pretty hard, it is so very warm." He said to my brother
Natchez, "Do you think you can find your father, or don't you think you can get him and his people to come to
this place? I would like to have him come, so he can be taken care of. He is too old to be out in this bad country.
If Gen. Crook should find him and his people, he might make him some trouble. The white settlers are talking
very badly through the whole country, and they have sent for Gen. Crook to come and kill all the Indians that are
not on some reservation. I am afraid to have your father out there. Natchez, if you can bring him in, I will feed
him and his people, and will give them clothes, such as the soldiers wear. I will be his friend and fight for him if
he and his people are good." I said, "Colonel, my good papa has never done anything unkind to the white people
yet, and the soldiers came to Muddy Lake and killed a great many of our people there without our doing any bad
thing to them. They killed my little brother. This is what drove my poor papa away; we have not seen him for
two years." Brother then said, "Yes, colonel, it is too bad the way the white people say all the time that Indians
are bad, and that they have bad hearts, and that their hearts are very black. Colonel, if you will give me your
heart and hand, I will go and try to get my father to come to you."
"Yes, Natchez, I will do everything I have told you. I will send one company of cavalry with you. Your sister can
stay here, and talk for those that are already here. She shall be my interpreter, and I will pay her sixty-five dollars
per month, and I will pay you five dollars a day while you are away."
Brother said, "Colonel, I don't want to have any soldiers go with me. I will go all alone, because my people will
think I have brought soldiers to fight them. For fear they will think so, I will go alone. I will find my father
sooner by going alone; for I will make the son's signal-fire as I go along, and my father will know it is I who is
coming to see him (the signal-fires are like so many telegraphs of many kinds and orders), and he will come to
meet me. And colonel, you will take good care of my sister. See that no soldiers talk to her, and colonel, I want
you to give me a paper to tell the white people I meet who I am, so they will not kill me. You know, colonel, the
white men like to kill us Indians."
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The colonel said, "All right, Natchez, I will give you a paper."
So the talk ended. My brother was to go in the morning. The colonel said, "We will go now and see the prisoners.
I have twenty-five Queen's River Piutes here already." As we walked along he said, –
"They are very good Indians. They are always ready to do whatever I tell them to do that is in the line of work.
You will see that I have given them such clothes as I give my soldiers, but the women and children I can't do
much for, because the government does not give me anything for them. But we will see what can be done for
them after your father comes in, and when your sister gets rested, she may be able to do something for them." We
got to the camp at last. They all ran out of their tents to see us. The men ran to brother, saying, "My brother, oh,
my brother!" They threw their arms round him, calling him many endearing words. Then they would throw their
robes down on the ground for him to sit upon. They had not said a word to me until my brother told them I was
his sister. Then they held out their hands to me, saying, "Our sister, we are glad to see you too. Oh, how kind of
you to come and see us so far away." Then the women came to me crying, and said the same, "Our sister, we are
glad to see you. Oh, how kind of you to come and see us so far away." It is the way we savages do when we meet
each other; we cry with joy and gladness. We told the officer to go, – we would come back soon. We would be
ready at seven o'clock. Our people said many beautiful things about their black-clothes fathers. They should have
said blue-clothes. They said, "We are getting plenty to eat, and we men get nice clothes to wear, and we do very
little work for the clothes. All the work we do is only child's play. We would do more if they would only ask us
to. We are as happy as we can be." Brother said, "I am so glad, my people, to hear you say so, because I was
going to leave my poor sister here all alone with the soldiers. I was afraid they might abuse her." Then some of
the women said to me, "Oh, dear, you can stay with us; we will make you a nice place." I said, "Oh, brother, why
can't I stay here with our own people? I will be so happy here with the girls."
"Oh, yes! Stay here with us, we will have such a good time."
Brother told them he was going to see his father, and try to get him to come and live there with them.
They all said, "How nice that will be!"
Some of the old men said, "Oh, if he could only forget the wrong that the white men did to him. But of course he
cannot forget it. Oh, it is hard how the white people are treating us. We cannot help it, we have to stand it like a
little mouse under a cat's paws. They like to see us suffer, and they laugh at us when we weep; but our soldierfathers are good; we will go with you to get your father. We can tell him how kind the soldiers are to us." While
the talk was going on, a soldier came and said that the commanding officer wanted us. Brother told the
commanding officer he wanted five men to go with him in the morning. I was afraid. I said to brother, "Can't I
stay here while you go and see what he wants with us?" He went up. It was lunch time. After lunch brother told
the commanding officer that he had heard something good about him and his men. He answered, "I am glad of
it." Brother told him he would take five men with him to speak for him. "I think I shall have no trouble," he said,
"in getting my father to come." The officer said, "All right, Natchez; you want six horses, then." So next morning
very early they started out and left me alone. I felt so badly, and I cried so much, that my eyes were all swelled
up. I could not eat anything. After my brother had gone, I went to the commanding officer, and said, "Colonel, I
am here all alone with so many men, I am afraid. I want your protection. I want you to protect me against your
soldiers, and I want you to protect my people also; that is, I want you to give your orders to your soldiers not to
go to my people's camp at any time, and also issue the same order to the citizens." Accordingly the order was
issued, and posted here and there, and the result was that we lived in peace. Soon after this my brother found and
persuaded my father and four hundred and ninety of my people to come into Camp McDermitt. On their arrival
they were kindly received by the commanding officer. Clothing such as the soldiers wear was given to them, and
rations were also issued, – good bread, coffee, sugar, salt, pepper, pork, beef, and beans. So we lived quietly for
two years. One night a man named Joe Lindsey crawled into our camp. It was reported by one of my men to the
commanding officer, who had him arrested and confined that night, and the next day he was released with the
understanding that he would leave the reservation. Nothing of importance occurred for three weeks, when a
soldier who had been fishing, and having drank more than was good for him, staggered through our camp, and
although he troubled no one he was corrected and tied up by the thumbs all day, and then placed in the guardhouse all night. I tell this to show what is done to any one who violates the orders given by officers of the army.
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The following winter the man Lindsey came back with the express purpose of killing the Indian who reported
him. He met him in the post-traders' store. There were several white men in the store at the time. The Indian
could not understand English, so did not know that they were planning to kill him. After some talk, Lindsey said,
"I'll bet the whiskey for the crowd that I can shoot his eye out." Some one took the bet, and without any more
delay, he turned round and shot him just below the eye. He then coolly pulled out his knife and scalped him and
put the scalp in his pocket, got on the stage and went to Winnemucca, eighty-five miles; then went from saloon
to saloon calling for drinks, and offering to pay for them with a scalp of a good Indian – a dead one. His partner
put the body of the unfortunate Indian in the trader's buggy, and tried to hide it; but the beautiful white snow was
too pure to hide the cowardly deed. His blood could be seen for miles and miles, and so we tracked them and
brought the body back; and such a time as I had to keep my people quiet! Early the next morning the warriors
assembled, determined to begin a war to the death. I talked and reasoned for hours, and at last persuaded them to
go to their camps. Every effort was made by the commanding officer, Major Seward, to bring those "hardworking, honest, and kind-hearted settlers" to trial, but in vain. All that could be done was done. Their den was
broken up, and shortly after this very gang had the audacity to put in a bill of damages against the government,
because the commanding officer had their cabin torn down and moved away.

CHAPTER VI.
THE MALHEUR AGENCY.
IN 1875 I was in Camp Harney, Oregon, to see my father. It was in May. I had not been there but a little while
when my brother Lee came from the Malheur Agency, bringing me a letter from the agent, Mr. Parrish, inviting
me to come to Malheur Agency, and act as his interpreter to my people. After I read the letter, I told my father I
should not like to go there; but my brother Lee would not hear to my refusing. Then I asked my father if he
would go with me. He said, "Yes, dear child, I will go with you." So we got ready very early one morning, for we
wished to make it in one day. It was fifty miles east of Camp Harney. We travelled all day, and got to the
Malheur Agency late. Mr. Parrish was very glad to see us. He gave me a very nice little room to live in, and said
he would pay me forty dollars per month to talk for him. I took that offer, for I had no other way of making a
living for myself. The army had no more prisoners, and therefore they could not give me a place to interpret for
them, so I went to work. My people, who had been under the other agent's care, did not know how to work. This
reservation in Oregon was set apart for my people in 1867. I am quite sure there had been one agent before Mr.
Parrish, and that he went to stealing too badly. His interpreter, my cousin, whose name is Jarry, reported his
doings to the officers at Fort Harney, in Oregon. So Col. Otis sent some of his soldiers under a lieutenant, with
directions to go there and stay and watch him. They had not been there but a month or two when the lieutenant
went to the agent, and said, "I want to buy some clothes for my men." So the agent sold him and his men some
flannel shirts at the rate of three dollars apiece! This was reported to the Commissioner of Indian Affairs. So you
see the soldiers are our friends at all times. After the agent was discharged, Mr. Parrish came to take care of my
people, and then my poor cousin Jarry was taken sick with sore eyes, and my brother Natchez sent him to San
Francisco, to be under a doctor's care. So Mr. Sam Parrish had no interpreter at the time he sent for me. Then he
and I called my people to his office, and he began to talk to them about work. First he said, –
"Now you are my children. I have come here to do you good. I have not come here to do nothing; I have no time
to throw away. I have come to show you how to work, and work we must. I am not like the man who has just left
you. I can't kneel down and pray for sugar and flour and potatoes to rain down, as he did. I am a bad man; but I
will try and do my duty, and teach you all how to work, so you can do for yourselves by-and-by. We must work
while the government is helping us, and learn to help ourselves. The first thing I want you to do is to make a dam
and then dig a ditch. That is to irrigate the land. Some of you can dig the ditch, some can build the dam, some
can go to the woods and cut rails to build fences. I want you all to work while the government is helping us, for
the government is not always going to help us. Do all you can until you get helped, and all you raise is your own
to do with as you like. The reservation is all yours. The government has given it all to you and your children. I
will do more. I will build a school-house, and my brother's wife will teach your children how to read like the
white children. I want three young men to learn to be blacksmiths, and three to learn to be carpenters. I want to
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

40/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

teach you all to do like white people. You see the poor white man has no one to help him. He gets some land and
he works it as best he can. Now you see the government is good to you. It gives you land for nothing, and will
give you more – that is, it will give you clothes, and a store, and I want you, chiefs of the Piutes, to ask all your
people to come here to make homes for themselves. Send out your men everywhere, and have them come to this
place. This is the best place for you all, and as soon as we get started, I will write to your father in Washington,
to send us a mill to grind our grain. We will raise a little something this summer. We can plant some potatoes and
turnips and watermelons. We will not plant wheat, because we have no mill; but we can raise barley and oats."
My father said to his people, "What do you all think of what this man, our new father, says?"
The sub-chief, Egan, said: "For my part I think it is very good, if he will only carry it out. There has been so
much said that has never been fulfilled by our other agent. But we have no other way only to do what we are told
to do. Oytes, you have your men."
"I have my men, and our father Winnemucca has his," said Oytes. "I am not going to work. I and my men have
our own work to do, – that is, to hunt for our children. You all know we don't get enough to eat."
Of course I told Mr. Parrish everything each of the subchiefs said, and so did my father.
Mr. Parrish said, "All right, Oytes, – you can do just as you like." My father got up and said:
"My son Natchez says if we do not do as we are told by the white people, we will not get along at all. My
children are talking for you all, and they tell us just what our white fathers say. We will all work at whatever our
white father says we must work at."
Egan said, "Yes, we will work. I and my men will go into the timber and cut rails."
My father said, "I will take the rest of the men to go to work upon the ditch."
One of the men belonging to Oytes, said, "We will work; let this man go." He meant Oytes, who was always
getting us into trouble. So my people went to work with good heart, both old men and young women and
children. We were as happy as could be. They worked five days, when Mr. Parrish told me to go and call them in.
I did as he told me, and they all came in. He told me to tell them how glad he was to see them so willing to do as
he had told them. He said, "I don't like to see the old men and the women work, and they must not do it. The men
are too old, and the women must not work in the field like the men. They can work in another way. They can
cook for their husbands, and have their meals ready at noon and at supper and early in the morning." But the old
men would not mind; they worked on with the rest of the men. My people got flour, and beef, and sometimes
beans. As for myself, I had to pay for my board, as I was making a great deal of money; that is, I was making
forty dollars a month. At that time I only paid fifteen dollars a month. The ditch was getting finished. It was two
and a half miles long and ten feet wide, and they were getting it through nicely. They were only six weeks at it.
This is quite a contrast to our Pyramid Lake Reservation. They only got three miles of ditch on that reservation,
which is twenty-three years old. They have been building a dam and a ditch all this time. There have been twelve
different agents there during that time, who taught them nothing. When my people had finished the work Mr.
Parrish gave them to do at the Malheur, he sent for Egan to come in with his men. They came two days after. The
next day Mr. Parrish sent for all the rest to come. They did so, and after they had sat down and smoked, he said
to me, –
"Sarah, you may tell your people that I am glad to see them so willing to work; your other agent told me that you
would not work, that you were lazy." My father broke out laughing; they all laughed and said: "What can they
expect from women who have never been taught to work?" Our father, Parrish, went on talking, and said: "All
my people say that you won't work; but I will show them that you can work as well as anybody, and if you go on
as we have started, maybe the Big Father at Washington will now give us a mill to grind our corn. Do all you
can, and I know government will help you. I will do all I can while I am with you. I am going to have a schoolhouse put up right away, so that your children can go to school, and, after you have cut your hay, you can go out
hunting a little while and get some buckskins; I know you would like that."
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My father said to his people, "Now, don't you think this is the best father we ever had in all our lives?" One and
all of them said: "Yes, and we are all ready to do what he wants us to." So they all went to him and shook his
hands, and his brother's hands, too, Charley Parrish, and he has a lovely wife. Mrs. Parrish is dearly beloved by
my people and myself. She is a beautiful lady as well as a good one. Oh, if they had staid with us for five or six
years, my poor people would not have suffered so much, and those who have been frozen to death would be
living to-day.
Now we wanted a road, because our flour must be hauled here for the winter. My people went to work with good
heart; in this way we lived for five months. We were happy and contented. In the month of September we had
some visitors. They were Columbia River Indians, and they came to trade with my people every summer. They
said, "We come to trade with you for your furs and your buckskins. We will give you horses for them."
My people said they would ask their father before they would trade with them. The Columbia River Indians were
angry at this, and went off. These Indians knew the value of the furs. They did not want our white father to know
about their trading with us. The Indian who said he would not work (Oytes) went off with them, and they
stopped about thirty miles away. Then the Columbia River Indians gave Oytes three horses, telling him to come
back, and get some of his men to come and trade with them; they would wait there for them. So Oytes came
back, and told our people to go with him to the Columbia River Indians and trade. He said: "Take everything;
your furs, and blankets, and buckskins, too."
My father and Sub-chief Egan came to me and said: "We have come to tell our father, Parrish, what Oytes is
doing. He wants us to go to those bad Indians and trade with them." Egan said, "Yes, they are our enemies, and
we must not have them coming here, for they will bring us trouble. We are afraid of Oytes; he is a very bad
man." I told Mr. Parrish everything that father and Egan had said about Oytes. Our good white father said the
same thing as my father did. He said the Columbia River Indians were always making trouble, and it was best
that they should never come to the reservation at all. Father and Egan said, "Our good father, we are afraid of
Oytes, because he says he can make us all die here. Last winter we had some kind of sickness, and a great many
of our children died. He said it was he who was making us sick, and he told us to pay him, or else we would all
die. Every one of us paid him, but a great many died anyhow."
"Well, I will talk to Oytes; you must not be afraid of him; I will see to him," Mr. Parrish said.
He told Egan to tell Oytes to come over, but while my father and Egan were talking with our agent, Oytes took
thirty men off with him to the Columbia River Indians.
Everything went along very nicely, and Oytes came back with his men about twenty-one days afterwards. Our
agent sent for them all to come to him. After my people gathered together, he got up and said:–
"Now, my children, I am glad that you have been so obedient. You have all done well but one, and I am sorry for
him, but I think he will be good also. I know he will be ashamed of himself by-and-by."
"I want the men who cut the hay to come and stand on one side." They did so, six in number. "Now these that cut
grain." There were ten of them. "Now there are two stacks of hay. How many stacked the small stack?" "Two."
"And the big stack?" "Four." "All right. The small stack will be mine. I have two horses, and I will pay you for
that stack. The big one is yours. There are six horses and two mules that work for you, and if it is a hard winter
you can feed your ponies, too. And I will also pay for part of the grain. I want you all to understand me. The two
horses are mine, and the six horses and two mules are yours. The government has given them to you. That is why
I will pay you for what you cut, and the money I give for the grain I will give to your two chiefs; that is, to your
father Winnemucca, and to Egan." He stopped and asked, "Is that all right?" My people, one and all, said, "Yes,
all right." He then asked the two men how many days they took to cut and stack the hay. The men said eight
days. "Very well, I will pay you one dollar a day. Now I want to tell you something more. If you work for me or
any of my men, we are to pay you for it. If you cut or pile wood, we will pay you for it. If I send you to Canyon
City for myself or my men, you shall be paid for it."
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He asked them if they liked his law. They all got up and said, "Truckee, Truckee." That means very well, very
well. Then he paid eight dollars apiece to the two men for the hay, and gave my father twenty dollars and the
same to Egan. He then said, "How many of you want to go out hunting?" They said, "We would all like to go."
"Well, you can go, and don't stay too long, because your potatoes will be ready to be dug." So he gave each man
a can of powder and some lead and caps, and also to each one a sack of flour. Oh, how happy my people were!
That night we all got together and had a dance. We were not so happy before for a long time. All the young
people went on the hunt, and the old staid and drew their rations right along. The carpenter went on with the
school-house till he had to stop on account of having no lumber to go on with. At last my people came in with
their ponies laden with dried venison. My father did not come in. He sent word by Egan to me that he would go
to Pyramid Lake Reservation to see the rest of our people there. So I was left all alone. I felt very badly because
he went away. I was afraid of Oytes, I don't know why. Oytes did not get any powder to go hunting with. Some
of his men gave him some after they all got in. Mr. Parrish told me to tell all my people to come next day to get
their rations. While I was there, talking to Egan, Oytes came and said, "I want you to talk to your father, as you
call him. Tell him I and my men are going to live with our brothers; that is, the Columbia River Indians. I cannot
call that white man my father. My father was black, like myself, and you are all white but me, and, therefore, tell
him I quit my country."
I said to Egan, "I will go." Egan said, "I will go with you." When we had got over the river we looked back and
saw Oytes coming. I said to Egan, "I am so afraid of that man." "Oh," he said, "he is nobody. Don't you mind
him. If he can make you afraid of him that is all he wants, but if you are not afraid of him he will be one of the
best men you ever saw. We will tell our agent what he said to us." Oytes came riding fast, and overtook us. "You
are our good teacher; don't you think our agent has treated me badly, and do you blame me for wanting to go
away?" I said, "Oytes, I have lived a long time with the white people, and I know what they do. They are people
who are very kind to any one who is ready to do whatever they wish. You see the agent is kind to all but you.
Why, can you tell me?" I said to him. He said, "I don't know." "You want me to tell you?" He would not say, and
I would not tell him until he said he knew why. We got off our horses and went in to talk with our agent. I told
him everything that Oytes had said. Our good white father said to Oytes, "I am heartily sorry that you have such
a bad heart. Let me tell you, Oytes, if you want to get your young men into trouble, you can. I have not come
here to make you do what you don't want to do. I came to tell you all that government is willing to do for you,
and if you will not do it I cannot help you. I have men here to teach you all how to work, and now you wart to
take your men away with those bad Columbia River Indians. They are just like you. They don't want to work like
other people. Now the sooner you go the better. I don't want to say anything more to you. Go, now."
After he was gone, Mr. Parrish said to Egan, "You will all get your rations, and day after to-morrow is Sunday.
On Monday I want you all to come here. We will dig our potatoes, and some of you must make a place to put
them in." On Monday came men, women, and children, and they went to work to dig potatoes, and everything
was put away for winter. They were told to come and get their potatoes whenever they wanted to, and soon my
people were called again. This time women and children were to come too. What a beautiful time we had all day
long issuing clothing to all, – ten yards of calico to every woman, ten yards of flannel for underwear, and
unbleached muslin also to every woman. Pantaloon goods were given to the boys, handkerchiefs, shoes,
stockings, shawls, and blankets. Men got shirts, pants, hats, looking-glasses and shoes; some red shirts, some got
red blankets, some white. They got whatever color they liked. It was the prettiest issue I had ever seen in my life,
or have seen since. Everybody got something but two, – one man and one woman. He would look at me and
smile, but he did not say anything till it was all over. Mr. Parrish did not say anything to him. Everybody was
gone but Oytes and myself. He came to me and said, "You and I are two black ones. We have not white fathers'
lips." I said, "No, we are two bad ones. Bad ones don't need any pity from any one." He laughed and went away.
That same night my cousin came over and said, "Oytes is coming over to kill our agent. We have said everything
to him; we have given him our blankets, but that won't do. What will we do?" I said, "We will tell Mr. Parrish."
So I ran and told him, and he told his brother and all his men, six altogether, and three women, the doctor's wife,
C. W. Parrish's wife, and her servant girl, and three children, twelve white persons, among seven hundred Indians
to come. Our good agent sent for Oytes to come over the next morning. Egan brought him, and Mr. Parrish said
to him, "Oytes, I have three hundred dollars. If you will let me shoot at you, if my bolt won't go through your
body the money is yours. You say bolts cannot kill you." Our agent shook him, and Oytes cried out, "Oh, my
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good father, don't kill me. Oh, I am so bad. Oh, I will do everything you say. I never will say no to anything you
will say. I will do just as my men are doing. I will not go away if you will forgive me." Our agent said, "All right,
Oytes; don't let me hear any more of your talk, do you hear? You shall not fool with me, and don't say any more
to your own people." "No, good father, I will not say anything more." So they shook hands, and were good
friends afterwards. Our good agent gave him a red blanket, and red shirts and hat, and pants and shoes. He gave
him everything he could think of, and told him to give back all the things belonging to his people. So we got
along happily afterwards, and Oytes was the first one to be ready with his men when our agent wanted work
done. We were all good friends, and our agent liked my people, and my people loved him. All his men were
good men. My people did some work during the winter. There were three miles of a ditch to make, and they all
worked on it. There was only half a mile to be finished, when a very long letter came one day, and Mr. Parrish
called all the men to come in the evening. He told us that we had two hundred and ninety-two enemies in
Canyon City. He said the name of the captain of these men was Judge Curry. This man wanted the west end of
our reservation, and our Big Father in Washington wanted to know what we thought about it. "These white men,"
he said, "have talked to your Father in Washington, saying that you are lazy, and will not work." Leggins and
Egan said, "Our Father, you are here to talk for us. Tell our Big Father that we don't want to give up any of our
reservation. We want it all. The Pyramid Lake Reservation is too small for us all, and the white people have
already taken all the best part of it. We cannot all live there, and in case they take it all we can have this to live
on. There are a great many of our people, and we do not want to give up any of our land. Another thing, we do
not want to have white people near us. We do not want to go where they are, and we don't want them to come
near us. We know what they are, and what they would do to our women and our daughters." Our white father
told us he would write and tell all we said to our Big Father in Washington, so we lived along happy all winter.
At last our school-house was done, and my people were told that it was ready, and for the little children to come
to school. It was the first day of May, 1876, Mrs. Parrish was to be teacher, and I was to help her, and get the
same pay for teaching the children English. I had given up my position as interpreter to my cousin Jarry, because
he was almost blind. I asked Mr. Parrish to give it to him, because he had a wife and daughter, and no way of
making a living for them. So Mr. Parrish sent for him to come and take my place.
On the first of May Mrs. Parrish and I opened the school. She had her organ at the school-house, and played and
sang songs, which my people liked very much. The school-house was full, and the windows were thrown open,
so that the women could hear too. All the white people were there to sing for them. I was told to tell the children
to sing. All of them started to sing as well as they could. Oh, how happy we were! We had three hundred and five
boys, twenty-three young men, sixty-nine girls, and nineteen young women. They learned very fast, and were
glad to come to school. Oh, I cannot tell or express how happy we were! Mrs. Parrish, the dear, lovely lady, was
very kind to the children. We all called her our white lily mother.
We had not been teaching but about three weeks when very bad news came. Our white father, Parrish, told me to
tell all the people to come to the school-house. They all came with sad faces, because I had already told them
that our white father was going away to leave us. Then he told us that he had received a letter from our Big
Father in Washington, saying another man was to come in his place, – a better man than he. "I am sorry to leave
you," he said, "because I know I can make a good home for you. The man who is coming here to take care of
you all is a good man. He can teach you better things than I, and maybe he will do more than I can. You must do
just as he wants you to do. Go right along just as you have done while I was with you. You all know who he is.
He used to live in Canyon City, and have a store there." My people began to say to one another, "We know him,
then." The mail-carrier said, "I know him, for I know he had a store there." Egan, the sub-chief, said, –
"Our Father says he is going away. Now I have been thinking that some of you may have said something against
our father. You might have done it without thinking that something would come of it. You all know that white
men make a mountain of little things, and some of them may have heard something and told it on him." They all
said, "We have had nothing to say against our father. Why should we do so when he has been so good to us?"
Oytes got up and said, "We will not let our father go; we will fight for him. Why should we let him go? We have
not sent for another father to come here. He has been doing everything for us, and we have made no complaints
against him. We will all stand by him. He has taught us how to work, and that's what we want, and the white lily
is teaching our children how to talk with the paper, which I like very much. I want some of the young men to go
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and tell our father Winnemucca to come here as soon as he can. I know he will think as I do. I say once more, we
will not let him go."
I told our agent everything that was said by my people. Then he told me to say to them that it was not because he
had done anything that was not right, that he must go away. It was because they said he was not a Christian, and
all the reservations were to be under the Christian men's care. "Before I go," he said, "I am going to plant for
you, and help you all I can. I will give Egan and Oytes land for peas; Oytes, just on the other side of the river for
him and his men, and Egan at the Warm Spring, which is just half a mile away on the east, and to Jarry Lang, and
Sarah Winnemucca, and others, on this side of the river. Come right along, just as before, and we will plant
whatever you want for the winter. Your new father will not be here until the first of July." He asked each one of
us what we wanted planted. Egan said, "I want potatoes and a little wheat." Oytes said the same. My cousins
asked me what I wanted. I said, "We have horses enough to need oats and barley." Mr. Parrish said, "Just as you
like." I said, "I will have wheat, and you oats, and we will have all kinds of vegetables." Then our white father
said to Egan, "There are eight ploughs. Some of your men can help to plough, and we will get everything in." He
also told Egan that he could not keep Jarry any longer as interpreter. My cousin was married to Egan's niece, and
Mr. Parrish gave me back my place as interpreter. All my people went to work just as before. In a very short time
everything was put in.
During that time, Gen. O. O. Howard and his daughter and Captain Sleighton came to visit us. We were all very
glad to see him. He came to see if my people would allow him to build a military post at a place called Otis
Valley, ten miles from the agency. He wanted to move Camp Harney to that place. The sub-chief, Egan, said to
him, "I like all the soldiers very much. We must see first what our brother Winnemucca says. We have sent for
him, and we look for him every day. When he comes he can tell you whether you can build there or not." General
Howard said, "All right, you can tell Mr. Parrish, and he will write to me. I am very glad you are getting along so
nicely here. I like to see all the Indians get along in this way. Go on just as you are doing; you will soon be like
the white people."
Egan got up and said to him, "You are our Big Soldier Father. We would like to have you come and see us, and
see that no bad men come and take away our land. You will tell your soldiers to keep them off the reservation."
He promised he would see to it, and he staid all night. The school stopped at this time. Our names were put each
on our grain-field or garden. My father came and told him all, and we went to see the agent. My father took his
hands in his, and said, "My good father, you shall not leave me and my people. Say you will not go."
He answered: "It is not for me to say. I would like to stay, but your Big Father in Washington says that I must go,
and that a better man is coming here. You will like him, I know."
Father said: "I do not want any one but you. I am going to see the soldier-father to-morrow. I know they will
keep you here for me, or I think they can if they wish to."
Mr. Parrish said, "They can do nothing against the government."
My father sat a long time without saying a word.
At last Mr. Parrish said:–
"Come with me, Winnemucca, I want to give you some things. Come with me." So we went to our store-house.
After we got there father stood in one corner of the room, like one that was lost.
Mr. Parrish said, "What kind of clothes do you want?"
Father said, "I don't want anything if you are not going to stay with me. I don't want anything from you, because
it will make me feel so badly after you are gone."
It is the way we Indians do. We never keep anything belonging to our dearest friends, because it makes us feel so
badly, and when any of our family die, everything belonging to them is buried, and their horses are killed. When
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my poor mother was yet living every time we went near the place where my poor grandfather was buried she
would weep. I told father the way white people did if they were to part for a long time was to give each other
something to remember each other by, and they would also keep another's picture, if he was dead. "Father," I
said, "you had better take what he gives you, for he will feel badly if you don't." So father took everything he
gave him, and the next morning, father, Egan, Oytes, and myself started for Camp Harney, to see the officer
there. We arrived at Camp Harney, distant fifty miles, at about five o'clock. We rode up to the commanding
officer's quarters, and I said:–
"Major Green, my father has come to see you, and to have a talk with you." "Well, Sarah, tell your father to
come at ten o'clock to-morrow. Have you a place to stop at while you are here?" I said, "Yes, I have a lady friend
here. Father and I can stop with her."
"And where will those two men stop?"
I said, "I don't know." "But, let me see," he said, "They can stop with my men. I will give them a note to the
sergeant."
I then told Egan and Oytes to go to the place, and father and I went to Mrs. Kennedy, and she and her husband
were very glad to see us. I told her all about our trouble at the Malheur Agency. In the morning, at the appointed
time, we went to the office. There were all the officers in waiting for us, to hear what father had to say. They
thought we had come to tell something against our agent, for they were the same officers that had the other agent
sent away. They were all astonished when my father said to Major Green:–
"My great soldier-father, I am in great trouble, and want you to help me. You can if you will. I come to you in
my trouble, knowing that you are our best friends when I and my people are good. Your soldiers have always
stood by us. You took us as your prisoners. You know how the white people are always saying Indians are bad
and steal cattle. They tell you these things so you can kill us all off. Now they want my reservation. They are
sending away my agent. My men and I have not sent for another agent. We all like our good agent Parrish. We
don't want him to leave us. He gives us everything we want. He and his men are all friendly. They are teaching
us how to work, and our children are learning how to read, just like your children. What more do we want? There
can be no better man than he, and why send him away? Oh, my good soldier-father, talk on paper to our Big
Father in Washington, and tell him not to take him away. I tell you I never saw white men like them in all my
life. I have a reservation at my birth place called Pyramid Lake. For so many years not one of the agents ever
gave me or my people an old rag. I am just from there. My people have nothing to live on there but what little
fish they catch, and the best land is taken from them. I saw a great many of my people. They say they will come
here to make homes for themselves."
He stopped, and then said:–
"Will you help me, Major Green?"
"I will send all you have said to your father in Washington. I am sorry Mr. Parrish is to leave."
He then asked me all about it. I told him everything I knew and our new agent's name. Mr. Parrish called him
Major Reinhard.
Major Green told father he would do all he could for him and his people. The next morning we went back. I told
Mr. Parrish what my father said to the officer, and he laughed.
On the twenty-eighth of June, 1876, our new agent, Major Reinhard, arrived. My people were all very sad
indeed. Our dear mother, as we called Mrs. Parrish, and all the rest, were gone, except Mr. Sam Parrish, our
agent. He was with us yet with one man, the head farmer, Dayman by name. Our agent took Major Reinhard all
over the place, showed him how he had got us fixed, showed him where the field of each one was. Our agent had
had our names written on boards to show who the fields belonged to. After he had shown him all our gardens, he
took him to our store-house, told him all the goods were to be issued right away. He said, "I was going to issue
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now, because I have not done it this spring. Some of the goods for this year's issue have not come yet. I have sent
for coats and pants and hats, so the men need not wear blankets while they are working." He said to Major
Reinhard, "These Indians are very good to work. They are always ready to do whatever I tell them to do. They
are honest and will do what they can." He also told him how often he issued rations. After he had turned
everything over to the new agent, he was going to leave. At the dinner Mr. Parrish said to the new agent: "Sarah
has nice fields of wheat, and the next field to hers is Jerry Lang's; his field has oats." Mr. Reinhard did not say
anything. After dinner; Mr. Parrish, who is dearly loved by my people, went away. That was the last my people
saw of him. Two days afterwards, that is the thirtieth of June, Major Reinhard's men came, – two men called
Johnson, brothers. L. Johnson had a family. One came as school-teacher, and the one with a family was
blacksmith. They were the poorest-looking white people I ever saw. The two men did not have decent pants, but
the next day I saw them with new ones such as Mr. Parrish gave to my people, and a woman came to me and
asked me if I had any dress goods. I asked her what kind of dress goods she wanted. She said calico, and I sold
her ten yards to make her a dress. Then came the farmer; his family name was Howell; then the clerk, our agent's
nephew, and then the agent's family. In a few days they were all well clothed, men, women, and children.
I was now all alone, as my father left the next day after Mr. Parrish went away. One day Egan and Oytes came to
me and said, "We know this man who is going to be our father. He is a bad man. He used to be over at Canyon
City. He has sold me many bottles of firewater." "Yes," said Oytes, "we know him well." Just then he came along
towards us. He held out his hand to the two sub-chiefs, and said, "How do you do?" He said to me, "Sarah, tell
them I want them to come to me to-morrow. I want to have a talk with them. Tell them to tell old Winnemucca to
come, too." I said, "My father is gone." "Where is he gone?" "To Pyramid Lake Reservation." "Will he be back
soon?" "I don't know, sir."
Next morning Egan and Oytes came with their men.
"Now, Sarah," he said, "tell your people that the Big Father in Washington has sent me here. He told me how I
must make you all good people. This land which you are living on is government land. If you do well and are
willing to work for government, government will give you work. Yes, government will do more than that. It will
pay you one dollar per day; both men and women will get the same. Boys who can do a day's work will get the
same. This is what the Big Father in Washington told me to tell you."
All the time he was talking, my people hung their heads. Not one looked at him while he talked. He stopped
talking. My people passed some jokes, and laughed at him because he was trembling as if he was afraid. Egan
said to Oytes, "You had better talk to your father. I don't want to talk to such a man." Oytes said, "I am not a boy,
I am a man. I am afraid he will die if I talk to him." I said, "Say something to him." Then Egan got up and said,
"Our father, we cannot read; we don't understand anything; we don't want the Big Father in Washington to fool
with us. He sends one man to say one thing and another to say something else. The man who just left us told us
the land was ours, and what we do on it was ours, and you come and say it is government land and not ours. You
may be all right. We love money as well as you. It is a great deal of money to pay; there are a great many of us,
and when we work we all work."
Our Christian agent got mad and said, "Egan, I don't care whether any of you stay or not. You can all go away if
you do not like the way I do."
"Our good father does not understand me. I did not say I would not work."
Oytes said, "Don't say any more; we will all go to work, and then see how much he will pay us." Then the agent
said, "When I tell you to do anything I don't want any of you to dictate to me, but to go and do it."
When I told them what he said, they all jumped up and went away. The next morning men, women, and boys
went to work. Some went into the fields to cut the grain, some to mow hay, and some to cut rails for fences.
Some went to cut wood, and some to haul it in. Everybody was busy all the week. Saturday, at half past six
o'clock, my people came right from their work to get their pay, men, women, and boys; thirty-eight women,
forty-three boys, and nineteen hundred and nine men. We all went to the agent's office. I went in first and said,
"All my people have come to get their pay." "Well, tell them to come in." Then he began to write: Blankets, six
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dollars; coats, six dollars; pants, five dollars, shoes, three dollars; socks, fifty cents; woollen shirts, three dollars,
handkerchiefs, fifty cents; looking-glasses, fifty cents; sugar, three pounds for one dollar; tea, one dollar per
pound; coffee, two and a half pounds for one dollar; shawls, six dollars; calico, ten yards for one dollar;
unbleached muslin, four yards. "The rations they have had are worth about four dollars a week, and then they
have two dollars left to get anything they want out of the storehouse." Some of my men said, "Let us go; why do
we fool with such a man?" A good many got up and left. Egan, the sub-chief, got up and said, "Why do you want
to play with us? We are men, not children. We want our father to deal with us like men, and tell us just what he
wants us to do; but don't say you are going to pay us money, and then not do it. If you had told us you wanted us
to work for nothing, we would have done it just as well if you had said, 'I will pay you.' We did not ask you to
pay us. It is yourself that said you would see that government paid us, and we would like to have you pay us as
you said. You did not say anything about the clothing nor about what we ate while we were working. I don't care
for myself, but my men want their pay, and they will go on with their work just the same. Pay them in money,
and then they can go and buy whatever they like, because our Big Father's goods are too dear. We can go to our
soldier-fathers, and get better blankets for three dollars than yours."
He said, "Well, I will give you an order on a store in Canyon City which belongs to your Big Father in
Washington, where you can get nice things." Egan got up again and said, "Our good father Sam Parrish sent for
those things which are in the store for us, and you want us to pay you for them. You are all wearing the clothes
that we fools thought belonged to us, and we don't want you to pay anything."
He turned round to his men and said, "Go home." Then our Christian father again forgot himself and said, "If
you don't like the way I do, you can all leave here. I an not going to be fooled with by you. I never allow a white
man to talk to me like that."
My people all went away to their camps. They sent for me during the night. I went to see what they wanted with
me. The head men were all together. Then Egan asked me what I thought about our new father.
I said, "I don't know. What do you think about him? Do you think what he tells us is true? Are we to lose our
home? It looks that way, don't it?" I said, "I have nothing to say. I am only here to talk for you all." "What do you
think we had better do? Where shall we go? He tells us all to go away. We have no way of getting our living. If
he would only give us what we have raised, we could live on that this winter."
Some of the women said, "Oh, our children will surely die of hunger."
I said, "We will wait and see what he will do."
Oytes said, "Let us go and tell our soldier-fathers about him!"
I said, "No, we must wait."
The next day was Sunday, and there was nothing to do. Some of my people came to make a home with us who
were never on the reservation before. I went to them, and they said, –
"We have come to make a home with you. We heard that your white father was so good to all, so we thought we
would come here."
I said, "Our good father has gone away, and there is another one here, and I don't know what he is going to do for
us."
They said, "We have nothing to eat."
I said, "To-day is the day when people don't work. It is called Sunday. It is the day when the white people talk
with the Spirit-Father, and the agent told me to tell my people never to come for anything on Sunday. To-morrow
is ration-day. I will go and see him, anyhow."
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I went to him and said, "Mr. Reinhard, some of my people have come here to make a home with us. They were
never here before. They say they have nothing to eat. This is why I came to speak to you. Excuse me for coming
on Sunday to tell of my people's wants."
He told me to say to them that he was not going to issue any more rations to them.
I said, "Very well, I will tell them."
I went and got my horse and told one of my cousins to saddle it while I went to tell Jarry, my cousin, my father's
sister's son. Our agent and he were talking about me. I heard him say, "I shall have her go away, and if you want
to be my friend, I will give you a good living if you will do as I want you to."
I heard my cousin say, "I will do whatever you say."
I did not go in, but went back and got upon my horse and went to the Oytes camp, and told them what the agent
told me to say to them. We all went then to the sub-chief's camp and told them. I said, "You can talk it over
amongst yourselves, and think what it is best to do."
Egan told some of the young men to go with me and tell Jarry to come. Jarry was his son-in-law. After I got
home, as I was sitting in the doorway, I heard such a scream! I looked round, and to my horror saw our agent
throw a little boy down on the ground by his ear and kick him. I did not go to the rescue of the little boy, but sat
still. At last the boy broke from him and ran, and the agent ran after him round the house. But the little boy
outran him. He looked over at me and saw me looking at him. He then came towards me. I hung my head, and
did not look up. He said, "Sarah, that little devil laughed at me, because I asked him to go and tell Jarry that I
wanted him to come to my house. I will beat the very life out of him. I won't have any of the Indians laughing at
me. I want you to tell them that they must jump at my first word to go. I don't want them to ask why or what for.
Now, do you understand what I am saying?" I said, "Yes, sir, I will tell them." I said, "Mr. Reinhard, that little
boy never meant to laugh at you. He thought you were saying something nice to him, and another thing, he
cannot understand the English language. I am your interpreter. Whatever you say to me I am always ready to do
my duty as far as it goes." After he went away my cousin Jarry came to me and said, "Sister, I don't think it right
that you should always tell everything to our people." I said, "Dear brother, I have not told anything but what I
was told to tell them."
We Indians always call our cousins brother and sister, just as if they were our own fathers' sons and daughters.
Although we are savages, we love one another as well as the fairest of the land. My cousin said, "My father-inlaw and all the men are coming to talk to the agent, and don't you say a word." I said, "Very well." "They are
going to ask him for the grain, but don't tell anybody about Reinhard's doings. What do we care whether he gives
our people anything or not, so long as he gives us something to live on? What do you think our people care for
us? Let them go wherever they like."
I said, "Dear brother, I am ashamed of you, you talk so heartlessly. I am going to see my people dealt rightly by,
and to stand by them, and I am going to talk for them just as long as I live. If you want to see your people starve,
that is your own business. I am going to see that they get their wheat, and I am going to get mine too; that is, if
he will give it to us. I am here to work for my people, and I am going to my work." Just then the mother of the
little boy came crying as if her heart would break. "Oh, my poor child," she was saying, "he will die, – the only
child I have left out of four."
I said nothing. I was feeling badly for the little boy and his mother, too. Jarry asked her what was the matter. She
told him all, and said the little boy's ear was swelling badly, and it was black and the boy would not speak. "Oh, I
am so afraid he is going to die. I have come to see if the white doctor will come and do something for him." I
said, "Come with me, "and went for the doctor. There were a great many there to see the boy. Two sub-chiefs
were there, and Oytes was laying hands on him as we got there.
I said, "Here is the white doctor; maybe he can do something for him."
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Egan said, "No; the white people hate us; he might poison him." His whole head and face and neck were
swollen.
I said, "They don't want you to do anything for him." The doctor asked me what was the matter with him. I did
not say anything, for he knew well enough what it was. He asked again.
I said, "You know; why do you ask? You saw your Christian and your praying man take him by his ear and throw
him to the ground." He said, "Is that the boy?"
This doctor's name is Shoemaker. He lived fat while he was there. He had all the fire-water he wanted to drink,
which was sent there under the pretence that it was sent there for the benefit of my sick people. This doctor was
there when our agent Parrish was still with us. I had a room next to the doctor's office, and could hear everything
that was said in there.
One morning, just before Mr. Parrish knew he was going away, he came into the office and I heard him say,
"Doctor, how much wine and liquor have you on hand? The doctor said, "I have but a very little brandy left, and
I have not any wine." "Why, doctor, what has become of it all? I had so much of it for my sick Indians; it was
here for that purpose, and I know my men don't drink; if I knew they did I would not have them stay here." The
doctor said, "I used the wine for my table, and since the wine ran out we had to use the other." "What are you
going to do if an inspecting officer comes here?
"Oh, well, I will make some more. I have alcohol, and I know how to make all kinds of liquor." I heard all this.
The next day was ration day. Many of my people came to get their rations. I saw our agent Reinhard and Jarry
going here and there, and talking together. I went to see the farmer's wife, who is a clear, good, Christian lady.
She and her husband and son often said to me, "Our hearts ache for your people." She said she should not stay
there. I told her everything. That afternoon there came some more of my people; among them was my brother,
Lee Winnemucca. They had come from Pyramid Lake Reservation. It was a long way and they were hungry, but
I could do nothing for them. I had to buy everything I ate, and I told them our agent had stopped issuing rations
to all. Brother said, "Is there anything we can buy?" I said, "Yes, I will go and see him." I went to see him, and
said to Mr. Reinhard, "My brother Lee is here with ten men, and they have nothing to eat. Will you sell some
flour and other things to them?" He said, "Where is Johnny?" That was an Indian boy who could talk a little
English. I said, "I will go for him." So I ran and soon found him, and we went to see what the agent wanted. He
came to meet us and said, "Johnny, go and get some beef; here is the key." Johnny started off; he got only a little
way when the agent called him back, but Johnny kept on. He called him again and again, and at last was so angry
he ran after him. But the boy would not stop. He looked back and saw him coming; he turned round and said
these words, "What in hell do you want?" He ran up to him and took him by his hair, but the boy was too quick
for him and got away, the agent after him saying, "Stop, or I will shoot you." But Johnny ran all the faster and
got away from him. I went back to where brother Lee and the rest were standing. They all laughed and made all
kinds of fun of the agent. He came to me and said, "Sarah, I am going to shoot him. He shan't live to see another
day." "Mr. Reinhard," I said, "why do you ask me? Why tell me what you are going to do?" He walked off at
that. The rest of the white people were looking on. He went to the house, got his pistol, and came back and said,
"Sarah, shall I shoot him? I never had any one talk to me in that way. If a white man talked to me like that, I
would kill him right off." I said, "You know best what to do." My brother then spoke and said, "We have come a
long way to hear good things from the Good Spirit man. Why talk of killing? Is that the kind of good man Mr.
Parrish told us of? Of course, that is the kind of men that are called good, – men who talk to the Spirit Father
three times a day, but who will kill us off as they would kill wild beasts."
Brother stopped at that, and I said, "Brother wants to buy some things out of your store." He took us there to get
the things. As I walked along with him, he said, "Sarah, I will give the things to your brother, and you take the
money, for they might think hard of me for it. It is not my fault, but the Big Father in Washington tells me to sell
everything to your people." After we went in I told them what he wanted me to do. They all laughed, and I told
them when they got all the things, to go right to him and pay him. Brother bought one dollar's worth of sugar,
same of coffee, one sack of flour at two dollars. After they got all they wanted, Lee went to pay him. He took out
his money and counted it out to him. When he handed it to him he pointed to me. Brother offered me the money.
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I said, "I am not the Big Father in Washington. I don't own anything in the store, and why should I take the
money?" At this I went out. I heard him say to brother, "Lee, you take the things; it's all right."
The same night he took Johnny and put handcuffs on him, saying, "I will send you to Camp Harney and have the
soldiers hang you, for you are a very bad boy." The boy did not cry or say anything, but his mother ran in crying,
and threw her arms round him. She cried so hard I said, "Mr. Reinhard, I don't know what you are thinking of, by
the way you are acting. I think you had better let him go." Then he took me out and told me that he would put
him in the store-house and keep him there all night, and let him out in the morning. He then took him and locked
him up. I told his mother what he had said.
The next morning all Egan's and Oytes' men came to have a talk with him. Egan said, –
"My children are dying with hunger. I want what I and my people have worked for; that is, we want the wheat.
We ask for nothing else, but our agent Parrish told us that would be ours."
The agent said, "Nothing here is yours. It is all the government's. If Parrish told you so, he told you lies."
I spoke up and said: "Mr. Reinhard, why did not you tell me right before him when he was telling you about my
wheat? If you had then said it did not belong to us, I would not have told my people about it. I told them, for they
asked me if Mr. Parrish said anything about our grain."
"Why, if you take the government wheat, you rob the government," he said.
I said, "I don't want to rob anybody."
Jarry, my cousin, was against us, and said we ought to be ashamed to talk about anything that did not belong to
us.
Then Egan got up and said to me, "I want you to tell everything I say to this man."
I did as he said.
"Did the government tell you to come here and drive us off this reservation? Did the Big Father say, go and kill
us all off, so you can have our land? Did he tell you to pull our children's ears off, and put handcuffs on them,
and carry a pistol to shoot us with? We want to know how the government came by this land. Is the government
mightier than our Spirit-Father, or is he our Spirit-Father? Oh, what have we done that he is to take all from us
that he has given us? His white children have come and have taken all our mountains, and all our valleys, and all
our rivers; and now, because he has given us this little place without our asking him for it, he sends you here to
tell us to go away. Do you see that high mountain away off there? There is nothing but rocks there. Is that where
the Big Father wants me to go? If you scattered your seed and it should fall there, it will not grow, for it is all
rocks there. Oh, what am I saying? I know you will come and say: Here, Indians, go away; I want these rocks to
make me a beautiful home with! Another thing, you know we cannot buy. Government gave. We have no way to
get money. I have had only two dollars, which I gave you for a pair of pants, and my son-in-law gave you the
same for his. That is all the money the government is going to get out of me; and to-morrow I am going to tell
the soldiers what you are doing, and see if it is all right." He sat down.
Then our agent said, "You had better all go and live with the soldiers. What I have told you is true, and if you
don't like what the government wants you to do, well and good; if I had it my way I could help you, but I cannot.
I have to do government's will."
We started for Camp Harney the next morning, and arrived there before evening. The distance is twenty miles.
We told the commanding officer everything about our Christian agent's doings, and he told me to write to
Washington, and he would do the same. I did as I was told; and when I had written it all the head men of my
people signed it, and then our Christian agent discharged me from my office of interpreter, for reporting to the
army officers, for which I don't blame him. After he discharged me I staid there three weeks. While I was still
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there, he had another trouble with one of my people. He beat an Indian man almost to death for no cause
whatever. He asked him to help him carry a sick woman. The Indian was a little too long getting on his
moccasins. The agent knocked him down with a great stick, and beat him so shamefully I ran to him and caught
hold of him, saying, "Do not beat him so." The man rose up, and as he did so, the agent raised the stick again to
him. At this the Indian took hold of it; then the agent took out a pistol to shoot him; but white men came to him
and said, "Do not shoot him." After this, my good friend, Mrs. Howell, went away. My cousin, Jarry, had not
spoken to me all that time, and I too went away, and had to leave my stove, for which I had given fifty dollars.
Mr. Reinhard used it all the time, for which I tried to get paid; but I had to lose it, because he was a Christian
man. His men, Frank Johnson, the school-teacher, and his brother, the blacksmith, were the two greatest
gamblers that ever lived. They played with my people, and won a great many of their ponies; and they kept the
interpreter Jarry losing all the time. They carried cards wherever they went; and when I was going away, Mr.
Reinhard said to me, "Sarah, I want you to give this letter to Mr. Maulrick, and he will give Captain Scott
whatever he wants out of the store. Captain Scott will go with you."
I said, "All right," and went away; and oh, what a wicked thing I did! I read the letter. It said, "Dear friend, as I
have promised you, I will send you all the Indians. You know you are to pay them not in money but in clothes. I
have given the bearer of this a thirty-dollar check. Write and tell me what kind of clothing you give, so that I can
report that it has been issued to him." I kept the letter, and when we got there I gave the money-check to him, and
he asked me if I wanted anything in his store. I said, "I will see afterwards." So he gave me the money for the
check, and I gave it to Captain Scott. He was so glad to get the money he went back without buying anything. I
have often laughed over this. I kept the letter a long time, but I have lost it or I should put it here just as it was. I
went back six months afterwards to see my cousin, but the agent sent word to me by his interpreter that he did
not want me on the reservation. I said to the interpreter, who was my cousin, "I am only an Indian woman. Why
does not he come himself and tell me to go away, and not tell you?" There are only two agents who have been
kind to me, Captain Smith, agent at Warm Spring Reservation, and agent Parrish. It was because they did not
steal. Captain Smith is the only agent who can truly say, "I have civilized my Indians." They are a selfsupporting tribe, and very rich. When he first took them they were the poorest kind of Indians. We Piutes call
them snake-headed Indians, for their heads are so flat that when they are turned sideways they look just like
snakes' heads. Every year this agent gave from five to ten wagons, and the same number of farming implements,
till every one of the Indians had farms. Dear reader, if our agent had done his duty like that one, there would be
peace everywhere, on every agency; but almost all the agents look out for their own pockets. Every agent that we
Piutes have had always rented the reservation out to cattle men, and got one dollar a head for the cattle, and if my
people asked whose the cattle were, he would say they belong to the Big Father at Washington, and then my
people would say no more.

CHAPTER VII.
THE BANNOCK WAR.
IN the winter of 1878, I was living at the head of John Day's river with a lady by the name of Courly. On the 21st
of April I had some visitors from the Malheur Agency.
They were my own people. There were three of them, and they said they had come to see their sister. They had
had a hard time to get over the mountains. There was a great deal of snow at one place on the summit.
"You see, dear sister," they said, "don't we look like men who have lived a long time without eating?" "Yes," I
said, "you look poorly indeed. You had better come in and have something to eat, so that you can talk better."
The good lady got them something to eat. Bread and meat tasted very good indeed. It put one in mind of old
times when meat and bread were plenty. One of the men said, –
"We have come to see if you can help us in some way. We know that you are always ready to help your people.
We will tell you so that you can judge for yourself. Our agent, Reinhard, has been very unkind to us since you
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left us. He has not given us anything to eat; he is not issuing rations to us as our father Parrish used to do, and
our poor children are crying to us for food, and we are powerless to help our little ones. Some two months ago
the agent bought a good many beef cattle, but the cattle were only three days at the agent's when they ran away,
and cannot be found anywhere in the country. So we are really starving over there, and we don't know what to
do. Nor do we get any clothing, as we used to do long ago. They are shooting our ponies down, too, when they
break down the fences. The interpreter and the mail carrier go and get everything they want to eat. But poor we!
You know, Sarah, there is nothing to be gathered this time of year, so we are at loss to know what will become of
us. Oh, dear sister Sadie, go with us to Camp Harney and see the officers there; see if they can help us in some
way, or go to Washington in our behalf."
After they had told me their story, I said to them that I was very sorry for them, as I had nothing to do with. Then
they asked me what I meant by saying that.
I said, "In the first place I have no money to go to Washington, but I would be most happy to do all I could for
you. In the second place, you all know how Agent Reinhard discharged me for reporting him to the officers at
Camp Harney. I will do all I can, but that is very little."
So they went back to the Malheur Agency on the 23d of April, and I staid with Mrs. Courly all along. Then they
came back again on the 29th of May, the same men and three others, making six in all. They were very glad to
see me, for they said they were afraid I had gone away. They had come back to tell me again about Agent
Reinhard's doings. He had driven them away from the agency; and their people were all down the river, about
twenty-five miles away from it.
"They are there trying to catch salmon to live upon, as they had nothing else to eat, and we can catch enough for
all that are there. There are with us about fifteen families of Bannocks at the fishery. They came from Fort Hall.
It is Bannock Jack's band. They have brought us very sad news from there. They say that all their ponies have
been taken from them, and all their guns too, for something two of their men had done. They got drunk and went
and shot two white men. One of the Indians had a sister out digging some roots, and these white men went to the
women who were digging, and caught this poor girl, and used her shamefully. The other women ran away and
left this girl to the mercy of those white men, and it was on her account that her brother went and shot them.
They are the cause of all our trouble, and caused us all to lose our horses and everything we had, and we all left
there thinking your good agent was with you yet. We have come to make us a home with you, but we see that
your new agent is very bad indeed, for not giving you anything to live on. He knows you have not got anything
and can get nothing, unless you steal it somehow."
This is what the Bannocks told my people, and they brought it to me in St. John Day's valley, and asked me to go
with them. I told them I could not go just then, but I would go about the last of the month.
They said, "We ourselves have lost some of our horses, and we would like to have you write us a letter that we
can show to some of the whites who live round here. Maybe they could tell us something about it. But we think
the Columbia River Indians have stolen them, or the Umatilla Indians, we don't know which, for a party of both
of them were at the agency."
Very late in the fall my people came again while I was living with Mrs. Courly, and once more they asked me to
talk for them. I then told them I would do what I could. "If it was in my power I would be too happy to do so for
you, but I am powerless, being a woman, and yet you come to me for help. You have your interpreter; why does
not he talk for you? He is the man for you to go to." Then they said to me, –
"Sarah, we know that Jarry is in with the agent, and it is no use for us to ask him or the mail-carrier, who have
everything they want and enough to eat, and Reinhard does not care whether we get anything or not. So we came
to you, for you are the only one that is always ready to talk for us. We know our sister can write on paper to our
good father in Washington if she will."
I told them I would come over as soon as I could get over the mountains with my wagon, as I had a nice little
wagon of my own. Then they said good-bye and went away.
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On the first of June two gentlemen called on me from Canyon City. They said they had heard down there that I
was going over to the agency soon. I told them it was true.
"We heard that you have a team of your own, and we have come to ask you if you would take us over with you,
and from there we can go over to Malheur City."
One of the men said, "I have a daughter, and there will be three of us who would like to go with you if you will
take us. We will pay you well. How much will you charge us to go with you?"
I told them I did not know. I could not tell just then. I then asked the gentleman who said he had a daughter to
bring her to see me, and I would then tell him. So on the same day, he and his little daughter called on me, and he
introduced her as Rosey Morton. She was only twelve years old and very pretty. I then told him I would take
them to Malheur City for twenty dollars. He said, "I will give it to you," and I told them to be ready on the
morning of the fourth of June. They came. We started that afternoon and went on to the Summit that night;
started early again the next morning and got to the agency about six o'clock in the evening. I took my passengers
to the agent's house and left them there, and went to where the interpreter lived. It was about two miles and a half
further. As soon as I got there my cousin, the interpreter, sent for Oytes and Egan, as they were down at the
fishery. I heard Jarry say to the men he was sending,–
"Tell them that Sarah is here. If they can come to-night, well and good. If not, tell them to be sure to come tomorrow. Tell the Bannocks to come, too." The interpreter did not tell me many things. He only said, "A great
many of the Bannocks are here with us now, and I don't know what they are going to do here. They will tell you
all about themselves."
It was some time in the night when they came. I heard Jarry, the interpreter, say to Egan, –
"Did you bring any salmon or anything to eat? Sarah went to bed without anything to eat. We have not anything
at all down here."
"We have not caught any salmon for ten days," Egan said, "and, therefore we had nothing to bring. What does
that praying agent mean by not giving us our rations? What does he say about giving rations, anyhow; or, what
does he say about giving us some of the wheat which we raised last year?" "Well, Egan, he did not say anything,
when I told him what you and Oytes said about the wheat. I was there yesterday to see if I could buy some flour
of him, but he won't sell me any. He told me to tell you and Oytes that he has written to Washington about the
wheat, and just as soon as the order comes he would send to your people."
"Well, what has Washington to do with the wheat, I'd like to know?"
"Well, Egan, that is what he told me to tell you and Oytes."
Then I heard Egan say, "Is Sarah asleep? We had better talk to her now for fear Reinhard will find out she is here,
and send her away, as he did before."
So my cousin came and told me that the chiefs Egan and Oytes wanted to have a talk with me. I did not dare to
say no, so I got up and went to the council-tent. As I went in, Chief Egan introduced me to the Bannocks. He told
them I was their former interpreter at the agency, and that I was their teacher also.
"She has done everything in her power for us," he said, "and our praying agent discharged her for no other cause
than that Oytes and I took her to Camp Harney to report him. Therefore you need not be afraid to talk to her. She
is our friend. Tell her all your troubles. I know she will help you."
Egan stopped talking and then Bannock Jack went on and said, –
"You say our great chieftain's daughter is good, and you say she can talk on paper, too, and therefore I will ask
her if she heard what the papers are saying about our troubles at Fort Hall?"
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When this question was put to me I told them I had been living quite a way from Canyon City, and had not seen
the papers, and could not tell them anything about it.
"Well," said Bannock Jack, "you can talk on paper."
I said "Yes, I could." Then he said, "Will you be so kind as to write down all I will tell you?"
Then I sent for some paper and a pencil to write it down as he asked me to. He went on and told me the very
same thing that my people had already told me when they came to see me at St. John Day's Valley, except this:
Bannock Jack said the white people had told their chiefs to go and get the two men who had killed the two white
men. They said they must get two Indian men within ten days. If they did not they would all suffer for it. When
this was told us our chiefs sent our men to find them, and it took some little time to do so, and when they did find
them they were bringing them in. One more day would have brought them to Fort Hall. But some of the friends
of the two men came and met them, and said that all of their people were in prison, and "oh, everything was
taken from them, their guns and their ponies, and they were guarded by a great many soldiers, and it is said they
are all going to be killed."
"And what is the use," they said, "for us to go with these men? We had better keep away from them." Well, it
was these men's friends who went on the war-path, and this was the beginning of the Bannock war. Then
Bannock Jack asked me if I had it all written down. I said, "Yes." Then he said, "Will you be so kind as to send it
to Washington and ask our Great Father in Washington to help us get back our guns and our ponies. They were
not given us by our Good Father in Washington. If they had been we would not say a word. They were bought by
our own hard work. We think it very hard for a whole tribe to lose everything and to be all killed beside, and for
what they did not give us time to do, and as if we had refused to get the men."
The second chief, Egan, got up again to talk. He began by saying, "My dear mother," – for this is the way our
people address any one who is their superior. If a woman, it is their mother; if a man, it is their father. So Egan
began in this way. When he got up to talk to me, he said, –
"When our good father, Sam Parrish, was here, oh, then we were happy. Our children were not crying for
anything to eat, and causing our hearts to ache for them. We all had everything we wanted, we had plenty of
clothes, and were all doing well. And you, our dear mother, told us the truth. You told us that Sam was going
away, and that there was a Christian agent to be sent here in his place; but you said you knew he would not do
for us like our father Parrish. Oh, it was too true! Here we are all starving under this Christian man. He has not
made any issues of clothing since he came here. After he discharged you, and you were gone, he called for a
council, and all went to hear what he had to say. He told us that if we did not like the way he did, all we had to
do was to leave the place, that he did not care, and he also said, "If my interpreter does not do as I want him to,
he can go too. The government is not going to fool with you. Now if you want to work, the government will pay
you one dollar a day." I, chief of the Snake River Piutes, stopped the agent by saying, 'I want to talk a little.' I
commenced by saying, 'You are a good man. You talk with our Great Father up in the Spirit-land. You look up to
the sky, and make us think you are a good Christian, and we want you to tell us the truth, not lies. We know
nothing. We don't read, and therefore we don't know what to think. You, who are greater than anybody, say that
this is government land, not land for us; and you say we must work for government, and government will pay us
one dollar a day for our work. Yes, we will work for the government for money, for we love money just as well
as you do, – you good Christian men who have come here. We were told by our good agent, Sam Parrish, that
this land was ours for all to work upon and make us homes here. He also told us the government had set it apart
for us Indians, and government would help us all if we would help ourselves, and that we must always be ready
to go to work at whatever work he put us to, and that everything we raised on the place was ours, and the
annuities that were sent here were given to us by our good father Parrish. He gave us everything our hearts could
wish for. He also told me to tell all my people who had no homes to come here and go to work like white men.
The white folk have to work very hard and we must do the same. Our good agent never had any trouble with us,
because we would do everything we could to please him, and he did the same by us. He gave us our annuities
without saying 'You must do this or that, or you leave here.' No: he treated us as if were his children, and we
returned his kindness by doing everything he set us to do. He was with us two years, and we were all happy. He
did not shoot our ponies because the ponies broke the fences, but he would say, 'Your horses have broken into
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your grain, look out for them'; and then we would run and get them out and mend the fences. He did not do like
you, good Christian man, by saying, 'Here, my men, go and shoot those Indians' horses! They are in our grain.'
Our father Parrish told us all to be good and never take any stray horses that came on our agency; nor did he
want us to go and get stray horses. Have you done so? No: you and your men have done everything that is bad.
You have taken up every horse that came along here, and you have them in your stable, and you are working
them. And another thing, your men are doing what Parrish told us not to do, that is gambling. You and your men
have brought a book amongst us that has big chiefs' pictures and their wives' pictures on the papers, and another
picture which you call Jack, and another something like it.
"And with these your men come to our camps, and gamble with your interpreter and your mail-carrier, every
time you pay them off. This is what your blacksmith Johnson is doing; and your school-teacher, Frank Johnson,
instead of teaching my people's children, does more gambling than teaching. What you pay to your interpreter
and mail-carrier, the two Johnsons win back again with the book that you brought here. So we are at a loss to
know which of you are right: whether Sam Parrish told us lies or you, or our chieftain's daughter, Sarah
Winnemucca, about the land being ours; and you who talk with our Great Father in the Spirit-land three times a
day, have come here and told us the land is not ours.' This is what I said to the agent after you left us, and now
you have come and found me almost starved.
"Now one and all of you, my men, give our mother what little money you have. Let her go and talk for us. Let
her go right on to Washington, and have a talk with our Great Father in Washington."
Then they all asked me if I would go if they would give me the money to go with. I told them I would only be
too happy to do all I could in their behalf, if they wanted me to. So they went to work and got together and every
one gave what they could, and all Egan got for me was twenty-nine dollars and twenty-five cents. This was got
for me by Egan, the chief of the Snake River Piutes. This was indeed very little to start with. But as I had
promised, I thought I would go to Elko, Nevada, with my horses and wagon and sell them there, and go to
Washington and see what I could do for them. So our council ended on the 7th of June, 1878. And Mr. Morton
asked me again if I would take him and his little daughter to Silver City, Idaho. I told him yes, if he would pay
fifty dollars for the three of them, and pay one half of it down, which he did. So we started on the morning of the
8th of June. We journeyed on for three days, and heard nothing about an Indian war. But we saw houses standing
all along the road without anybody living in them; and we talked about it, and did not know what it meant. On
the twelfth we met a man on the summit, just before getting to a place called Fort Lyon, who told us there was
the greatest Indian war that ever was known. He said the Bannock Indians were just killing everything that came
in their way, and he told us to hurry on to a place called Stone House. That was the first I heard that the
Bannocks were on the war-path. So we hurried on to the place. We got to the stage-road, and as we were going
up the road we met three men coming down. They told us that the stage-driver had been killed. There had been
no stage running for three days. He said there had been fighting going on at South Mountains, and a great many
were killed, and some Piute Indians were killed too. I said, –
"Are they on the war-path, too?"
They said, "No, they were with white men who went out to fight the Bannocks, and the Bannocks had whipped
them. Everybody is at the storehouse with their families." He told the not to go any farther than there, for they
would surely kill us if they came across us.
"They want nothing better than to kill Chief Winnemucca's daughter."
So these men went on down the road and we went on as fast as we could, and drove up to the storehouse just at
eleven o'clock. They ran out to my wagon. They all had their guns and one of the men asked me who I was and
where I was going. I said I was Sarah Winnemucca, and I was going to Elko, Nevada. As I told him who I was
he held out his hand and said, –
"I am Captain Hill, and I want you to stop here, for you are in great danger; just drive in there." I did so. I told
Mr. Morton to take care of the team, and I took the little girl and went into the house. Then Captain Hill took me
into the parlor and asked me if I knew anything about the outbreak of the Bannocks. I told him I did not know
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anything about it till yesterday, when a man met me at the Summit, beyond Camp Lyon, who told me. He then
asked me if I knew Captain Bernard. I told him I did. "He will be here to-night," he said, "or to-morrow sure,
with his command." He asked me who the man was who was with me. I told him I did not know much about
him, but he and his little daughter were going to Silver City. All this time I little thought of the talk that was
going on about me, until about twenty scouts arrived and with them a Piute Indian. Then the captain of the scouts
came to me and asked me to talk English with him, not Indian. So I asked him who he was. He said, "Me name
Piute Joe."
"What is the matter?" said I.
"Me no see," he said, "where you all going – me hope no sauce – " I said, "Captain, what is the use of my talking
to you? If you are afraid of me there is a white woman who can talk my language well. You can call her and she
can tell you if I say anything wrong."
The captain said, "Where is she?"
"There she is."
So the lady's husband brought her forward. Then he said,–
"The Bannocks are all out fighting. They are killing everything and everybody, Indians and whites, and I and two
more of my people went with these men out to South Mountain to fight them, and we came on to Buffalo Horn's
camp and had a fight with them, and the scouts ran away and left him to the mercy of Bannocks. I saw that I
could not get away when they were all mustered on me, so I jumped off my horse and placed my horse between
me and them, and laid my gun over the saddle, and fired at Buffalo Horn as he came galloping up, ahead of his
men. He fell from his horse, so his men turned and fled when they saw their chief fall to the ground, and I
jumped on my horse again and came to Silver City as fast as I could. I tell you, my dear sister, my captain was
surprised when he saw me coming, for he had left me to be killed by the Bannocks. The two other Indians were
wounded, and I am wounded also."
Just then Captain Bernard came along on his way down to Sheep Ranch, with his one company. All the soldiers
looked at me as if I was some fearful beast, when Captain Bernard came to talk to me after he had seen the two
captains. Captain Bernard said to me, –
"Sarah, these citizens say that you have a good deal of ammunition in your wagon."
Oh, can any one imagine my feelings when he said this to me? My heart almost bounded into my mouth, I said,–
"Captain, they must know or they would not say so. Go and see for yourself, captain, and if you find anything in
my wagon besides a knife and fork and a pair of scissors I will give you my head for your football. How can I be
taking guns and ammunition to my people when I am going right away from them?"
I told Captain Bernard everything, – why I was there, and that I had started to go to Washington for my people,
as they wanted me to do.
I once more said to him, "Go to my wagon and see." "No, Sarah, I believe what you tell me is true." Then I told
him what Piute Joe had told me about his killing Buffalo Horn out at South Mountain.
"Now, captain, you do me a great favor by believing me. If I can be of any use to the army, I am at your service,
and I will go with it till the war is over."
He said, "Well, Sarah, I will telegraph to Gen. O. O. Howard. He is at Fort Boise, and I will see what he says
about it. Do you know the country pretty well?"
I told him I did.
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"Well, Sarah, I will send for you from the Sheep Ranch. You will come if I send, will you?"
I said, "I will come if the citizens don't kill me."
"Yes, Sarah, I would like to have you go as my guard, for I can get no Indian to go with me for love or money."
"Yes, captain, I will go and do all I can for the government, if Gen. Howard wants me."
Then Captain Bernard said good-bye and went away with his company. I staid at the place all night, and the
citizens were mad because the captain did not search my wagon for the ammunition, and they put a guard on my
wagon that night. I cried and told them they ought to be ashamed of themselves. So passed the night quietly. I got
up in the morning, had my breakfast, and looked after my horses. I went to the captain and said, "Please come to
my wagon with all of your men and women. I want to show you all how much ammunition I have in it."
Captain Hill asked me to forgive him for saying such a thing about me to the army officer. "I know your father is
a friend to the whites. If I can do anything for you I will be most happy to do it. If you want to go to the
command I will give you a horse any minute you want to go."
Just then there came four Indians and one white man. I ran to meet them. I knew them all. I asked where they
came from. They said, –
"We were sent by the commanding officer from Camp McDermitt with a dispatch to the chief of the soldiers."
"Which way did you come?"
"We came by Camp Three Forks of Owyhee River." They had to come that way because there was no travelling
on the stage road since the driver was killed. The telegraph wire was cut, so there was no communication
between Sheep Ranch and Camp McDermitt.
I then said to the captain, "I want to go with these men to the command."
"Yes, Sarah, I can let you have a horse and a saddle, too."
Then I told my people I would go with them. Then George, one of the men, said, –
"Oh, Sarah, I am so glad you are going with us, for we are all afraid that the white people will kill us if we go
alone, for just about here we met some men, and they would have killed us anyhow, only this white man saved
us."
I ran to my wagon to get ready. I told Morton and his little girl that I was to leave them, and the little girl began
to cry. Her father talked to me and said, –
"Sarah, don't leave Rosey, for she has come to love you." I told him I had to work for my people.
"Now, Sarah, as I have never talked to you before, will you be my wife? We will go to Silver City and get
married right away."
I said to him, "You honor me too much by offering marriage to me, Mr. Morton. I thank you very much for your
kind offer, but I cannot marry a man that I don't love. You and your daughter can go down to-morrow; I shall be
at the Sheep Ranch, and there I will wait for you."
My horse was ready and I bade him good-by. This was on the 12th of June, 1878.
We rode full gallop most of the time. We had thirty miles to go to the command. Just as we got in sight of the
camp at Sheep Ranch, we saw a man coming. He did not see us until he got pretty close to us. When he saw us,
he stopped and looked at us. We were riding along slowly, and the white man that was with us was ahead of us so
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that he could see there was a white man with us, but he turned round and ran as fast as he could, and the white
man who was with us called to him just as loud as he could. He ran on and turned to shoot. Our white man took
off his hat to show him we were not his enemies, but he got worse, and then I said, "Let us run after him, for he
knows we are not Bannocks, for Bannock women don't ride side-ways nor do they wear riding-dresses." So we
put after him just as hard as we could, the white man and I riding side by side, halloing to him just as an Indian
would do when he is after his enemy. I tell you we very soon made him stop his foolishness. When Captain
Bernard saw me coming with four Indians, he and other officers came to meet me. His first question was, "What
is the matter with the Indians?" Without saying a word, I gave him the letter they had given me from Camp
McDermitt, which explained all without my saying a word. Bernard told the men to take the Indians to their
camp and give them something to eat, as it was eight o'clock, and he took me to his own tent. I was treated with
most high respect by the captain and his officers. After supper he took me up to the hotel and I staid there all
night. The captain wanted me to help him get the Indians to go with a dispatch to Camp Harney, or to the
Malheur Agency, and find out the whereabouts of the hostile Bannocks. He said if they would go they would be
well paid. I told them, word for word, what Captain Bernard had told me to say to them. Then they said, –
"Sarah, we will do anything we can for the officers and you; we will go with dispatches anywhere but to the
hostile Bannocks; we cannot go to them, for, Sarah, you don't know what a danger that is. Sarah, your brother
Natchez was killed, or is dead, for the same morning on which we were to start, three white men said so. Natchez
and they made their escape from the hostile Bannocks and the Bannocks pursued them, and Natchez' horse gave
out. And all your folks were crying the day we left Camp McDermitt. Dear sister, it is not safe to go to them. Of
course we know only what the white men told us. Oh, we do hope it is not so. If Natchez is killed by the
Bannocks, oh, it will be too bad indeed."
Oh, when they told me this sad news about my dear brother, my heart was dead within me. A thousand thoughts
passed through my mind. I said to myself, "If my brother was killed by the Bannocks and we do go and be killed
by them too!" Then I told Captain Bernard the Indian men would not go for love or money. I told the captain I
would go, if I had to go alone, and he would give me a good horse. He said, –
"Sarah, you cannot go, can you?"
"Yes, I will go if there is a horse to carry me."
"Sarah, if you are in earnest, I will send a telegram to General Howard and see what he says about it."
On the morning of June 13th I got up very early and went down to the camp and had my breakfast, and then I
called the Indians, and asked George to accompany me to Malheur Agency or to the whereabouts of the hostile
Bannocks.
"Are you playing with me, Sarah, or do you think I would let you go alone? No, no, I will go with you, – John
and I will go."
"Well, we will go as soon as the telegram comes from General Howard. George, we will go, no matter what
comes of it. There is nothing that will stop me."
Just as I got these words out of my mouth, Captain Bernard called me, and I went to him.
The saddest day hath gleams of light,
The darkest wave hath bright foam 'neath it,
And twinkles o'er the cloudiest night
Some solitary star to cheer it.
"Now, Sarah," he said, "if you will go to your father, tell him and his people that they shall be taken care of and
be fed. Get all the well-disposed of your people to come near the troops, where they can be safe. Now, Sarah, if
you can succeed, your reward shall be five hundred dollars. Don't forget to tell them that all who behave well
shall be properly fed."
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I said to the captain, "I came through the Malheur Agency on the 6th of the month and there is nothing for them
to eat there."
He said, "Tell them all to come to the troops."
Then I asked him to write me a letter to take with me in case that my horses should give out and I should come to
a ranch where I could get some horses. He wrote,–
"To all good citizens in the country:– Sarah Winnemucca, with two of her people, goes with a
dispatch to her father. If her horses should give out, help her all you can and oblige
CAPTAIN BERNARD."
With this letter I started down the crossing of Owyhee River, about fifteen miles from the Sheep Ranch, at about
a quarter of a mile from the place where the stage-driver was killed, and when we got there the citizen-scouts
were all asleep. If we had been hostile Bannocks we could have killed every one of them. Some of these scouts
were getting from fifteen to twenty-five dollars a day, and this is the way the citizen-scouts earned their money
during an Indian war. They go off a little way from the troops and lie down and come back and report that there
are Indians within half a mile from the troops. We went into the house and waked them up. I said to them, "Is this
the way you all find the hostiles? We could have killed every one of you if we had been they. I want a fresh horse
if you have one, as I don't think one of our horses will stand the trip, as we are going to the Malheur Agency or
to the hostile Bannocks wherever they are. We are sent by General O. O. Howard, and here is a letter which
Captain Bernard gave me."
One of them read it and said, "All right, Sarah, we will give you the best horse we have here." Then they gave us
our dinner and we started on our work. We had not gone but about a mile beyond the crossing at Owyhee River
when we struck the hostiles' trail. We followed it down the river as much as fifteen miles, and then we came to
where they had camped, and where they had been weeping, and where they had cut their hair. So we knew that it
was hereabout that Buffalo Horn had been killed, for they had been tearing up clothes, cutting off hair and
breaking up beads there. Here they left the river and struck off toward Barren Valley. They had to go up a hill
and here I found the poor stage-driver's whip, which I took with me. We rode very hard all day long – did not
stop to rest all that day. The country was very rocky and no water. We had travelled about fifty miles that day.
Now it was getting dark, but we rode on. It was very difficult for us to travel fast, for our horses almost fell over
sometimes. I said, –
"Boys, let us stop for the night, for our horses will surely fall over us and kill us, and then the hostile Bannocks
will not have the pleasure of killing us." Here my men laughed at me, so we stopped for the night and ate our
hard bread without any water. Then I gave my orders by saying, –
"John, you stand guard, George and I will sleep a little, and then wake him and let him stand guard the rest of the
night, and we must start just as soon as we can see to travel." So I lay down to have a little sleep, using my
saddle for a pillow. I did not sleep, as my horse kept pulling me as I had tied him to my arm. I heard John come
and say to George, "It is daylight." I jumped up and said, "We will go; I am almost dead for water." We started on
the full jump across Barren Valley, toward Mr. G. B. Crawley's ranch. As we came nearer and nearer, I said, "I
can't see the house." So we rode on until I saw it was burnt down, and the men said, "Yes, and we see the smoke
yet." Yes, it was still burning. We saw a fresh track here and there. I saw by the look of everything that it was set
on fire the morning of the thirteenth of June. George said to me, "Sarah, let us not stop here, for they must be
close by."
I saw that they were afraid. I said to them, "It is of no use to be afraid; we have come to see them and see them
we must, and if they kill us we have to die and that is all about it, and now we must have something to eat.
George, you go and look out while John and I make some coffee, and when it is ready we will call you." John
said, "Sarah, let us kill some of the chickens." I said, "No, John, we will not, for they do not belong to us."
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So we made our coffee as quickly as we could. We made it in one of the tin cans that had been burnt, and called
George, who came down, and we all ate our breakfast as fast as we could, and I said to my boys, "What do you
two think? Had we better go to the Malheur agency, or follow up the trail, which looks as if all the Indians were
going towards Stein's mountains. You are men, you can decide better than I can."
"Now, Sarah, you know this country better than we do, and you know what to do, and if we say go this way or
that way you would blame us if anything should happen, and another thing we have come with you and are at
your command. Whatever you say we will follow you."
"Well, since you have left it all to me, we will follow up the fresh trail that goes towards Stein's mountains. I
think it is our people going to Camp McDermitt." It was now about six o'clock in the morning of the fourteenth
of June. So we started again and rode as fast as our horses could travel. We had about sixty miles to go to find
some white people. We travelled on and found a clock on their trail at a place called Juniper Lake, and we all
knew it was the hostile Bannocks we were following. The next thing we found was a fiddle and I took it along
with me. About noon I saw something coming down the mountain. "Oh," said I, "oh, look there! What is it?"
"Oh, it is mountain sheep." We galloped up towards them. They came close to us and John shot and killed one.
We took some of the meat and there I lost my fiddle, and it is there to this day, as I never went back to find it.
As we rode on about five miles from Juniper Lake, we saw some one upon the mountains, as if they were
running, so we waved our handkerchiefs at them. There were two of them. As we came nearer to them I said to
George, "Call to them." He did so. I saw them rise to their feet. I waved my handkerchief at them again and one
of them called out, "Who are you?" I said, "Your sister, Sarah." It was Lee Winnemucca, my brother, who had
called out. So they jumped on their horses, and came to us, and the minute he rode up he jumped from his horse
and took me in his arms and said, "Oh, dear sister, you have come to save us, for we are all prisoners of the
Bannocks. They have treated our father most shamefully. They have taken from us what few guns we had, and
our blankets, and our horses. They have done this because they outnumber us, and we are all up in the mountains
with them Oh, sister, have you brought us some good news? Have you come for us? Oh, dear sister, here I am
standing and talking to you, knowing the great danger you are in by coming here, and these men, too. The
Bannocks are out in the mountains, looking out. Take off your hat and your dress and upbraid your hair, and put
this blanket round you, so if they should come down they would not know who it is. Here is some paint. Paint
your face quick. Here, men, hide your guns and take off your clothes and make yourselves look as well as you
can."
All this was done as quickly as possible, and we were all dressed like the hostile Bannocks. I asked, –
"Where is our father?"
"We are all up over that mountain. We are but six miles from here."
"I must go to him. I have a message for him and for all our people, too."
"Oh, no, dear sister, you will be killed if you go there, for our brother Natchez has made his escape three days
ago. They were going to kill him because he had saved the lives of three white men. Oh, dear sister, let me pray
you not to go, for they will surely kill you, for they have said they will kill every one that comes with messages
from the white people, for Indians who come with messages are no friends of ours, they say every night."
"But, dear brother, they will not know me."
"Yes, Oytes will know you, for he is their chief now, since Buffalo Horn is killed."
"Dear brother, I am sorry to tell you that I must go to my father, for I have come with a message from General O.
O. Howard, I must save my father and his people if I lose my life in trying to do it, and my father's too. That is
all right. I have come for you all. Now let us go."
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The mountain we had to go over was very rocky and steep, almost perpendicular. Sometimes it was very hard for
us to climb up on our hands and knees. But we got up at last, and looked down into the hostile encampment. Oh,
such a sight my eyes met! It was a beautiful sight. About three hundred and twenty-seven lodges, and about four
hundred and fifty warriors were down Little Valley catching horses, and some more were killing beef. The place
looked as if it was all alive with hostile Bannocks. I began to feel a little afraid. I looked down upon them, and I
said, –
"Brother, is our father's lodge inside the line? We must leave our horses here and go on foot. I can run down the
mountain very fast."
Brother said, "If you are discovered, how will you get out?"
"Oh, well, our horses are almost given out anyway; so, dear brother, we must trust to good luck, and it is not so
very far. Let us go quick and be back, for I have no time to lose."
So we ran all the way down the mountain. Before I went into my father's lodge, I sent brother in to tell him I was
coming. He did so, and I heard him whistle, and I then said to the men, "We will go in." Oh, how glad my father
was to see me! He took me in his arms and said, –
"Oh, my dear little girl, and what is it? Have you come to save me yet? My little child is in great danger. Oh, our
Great Father in the Spirit-land, look down on us and save us!" This was repeated by every one in the tent.
Every one in the lodge whispered, "Oh, Sadie, you have come to save us!"
I said, "Yes, I have come to save you all if you will do as I wish you to and be quiet about it. Whisper it among
yourselves. Get ready to-night, for there is no time to lose, for the soldiers are close by. I have come from them
with this word: 'Leave the hostile Bannocks and come to the troops. You shall be properly fed by the troops.' Are
you all here? I mean all the Malheur Reservation Indians."
"Yes, all are here, and Oytes is the chief of them."
"Father, you tell the women to make believe they are gathering wood for the night, and while they are doing that
they can get away." And while I was yet talking, I saw the women go out, one by one, with ropes in their hands,
until we were left alone, – that is, I was left alone with eight men: my father, and my brother Lee, and my
cousins, George Winnemucca, Joe Winnemucca, and James Winnemucca, and the two men that were with me.
"Now, father, let us go, as it is getting dark."
Then father said, "Now, dear son, go and get as many horses as you can get, and drive them down as fast as you
can. We shall wait for you at Juniper Lake."
My brother Lee jumped up, rope in hand, and went out of the tent, and then my father gave orders to his
nephews, and we four started out, leaving father's lodge all lonely. It was like a dream. I could not get along at
all. I almost fell down at every step, my father dragging me along. Oh, how my heart jumped when I heard a
noise close by. It was a horse running towards us. We had to lie down close to the ground. It came close to us and
stopped. Oh, how my heart beat! I thought whoever it was would hear my heart beat. It stood a little while and
some one whistled.
"Yes," the whistle said, "where is father?"
It was dear little Mattie, my sister-in-law. She had waited for her husband in the woods, and he came out. She
went with him and he sent her to me with a horse. Oh, how thankful I was to Mattie for the horse! So my father
helped me on to the horse. We went on faster and got to where we had left our horses, and found them all right.
"George," I said, "take off my saddle and put it on this horse, the horse my brother has sent me, and you take my
horse. It is better than yours."
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The men led the horses down the mountain, while Mattie and I ran down hand-in-hand. We could run down the
mountain faster than horses could. When we got down to the Juniper Lake, Lee was there all ready waiting for
us, also the women. Lee also had had the women cook the mountain-sheep meat we had left there for me, for I
assure my readers that I did not know what hunger was all that time, – I had forgotten all about eating. I said, –
"Come, women, take some in your hands and get on your horses, and eat while you are travelling, for we have
many miles before us to-night. Tie your children to your backs. If they should sleep so, they will not fall off, for
we must travel all night."
Lee came up to me and said, "Sarah, I am going back to get Jarry Lang," – that was our cousin, agent Reinhard's
interpreter. "He is a close prisoner. I will go and see if I can get him."
I said, "Lee, if you go, try and get all you can." I turned round and said "Are you all ready?"
"Yes." My father gave the order by saying, "Ride two by two, keep close together. Men, march your children and
your wives. Six men keep back, for fear we will be followed."
So father and Mattie and my two men and myself led at the head of my people. We marched for some six hours.
Mattie and I saw a track, and father called out "Halt!" And the men came forward and lighted a light. It had been
a herd of cattle. We marched all night long. Just at daybreak, we got to a place called Summit Springs.
I said, "Father, we will stop here and wait for Lee, as we promised we would." So we unsaddled our horses, and I
lay down to have a little sleep, having had no sleep for two nights. No sooner did I lie down and fall asleep, than
my father called me and said, –
"Eat something." (They had cooked some of the sheep meat.) "You cannot sleep until your brother comes."
I tell you I did eat, for indeed I was really starved. When I got through, I asked if the men were out watching.
Just as father said "Yes," came a warning alarm. Everybody jumped for their horses. Mattie and I ran and got our
horses, jumped on their bare backs, and went to meet the man who brought the warning. I said, "What is the
matter?"
"We are followed by the Bannocks." His horse was almost falling from under him.
I said, "Jump on behind me." He did so. We galloped up to the camp. "Oh, father, we are followed."
"Yes," said the man behind me, "we are followed. Egan and his whole band is overtaken and are taken back.
"I looked back and saw Lee running, and they firing at him. I think he is killed. Oytes is at the head of this. I
heard him say to the Bannocks, 'Go quickly, bring Sarah's head and her father's too. I will show Sarah who I am.
Away with you, men, and overtake them.'" This is the news that came to us the morning of the 15th of June.
My father said, "If my son is killed, I will go back to them and be killed too. If we are to be killed off for what
the white people have done to them, of course we cannot help ourselves."
I said, "Father, it is no time to talk nonsense now. Be quick, let us go; for my part, my life is very dear to me,
though I would lose it in trying to save yours, dear father."
My stepmother was crying, so was poor little Mattie, Lee's wife.
"Come, father, give me your orders, as I am going back to the troops. What shall I tell General Howard, as I am
going to where he is this very day, if the horse can carry me?"
"Tell him to send his soldiers to protect me and my people."
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With this message I left my father on the morning of the 15th of June. Poor little Mattie cried out to me, "Oh,
dear sister, let me go with you. If my poor husband is killed, why need I stay?" I said, "Come on!" Away we
started over the hills and valleys. We had to go about seventy-five miles through the country. No water. We sang
and prayed to our Great Father in the Spirit-land, as my people call God. About one o'clock we got to the
crossing of a creek called Muddy Creek. We got off our horses and had a drink of water, and tied our horses till
they got cooled off while we gathered some white currants to eat, for that is all we found. Now we watered our
horses and found a narrow place to jump them across, and off again towards our soldiers as fast as our horses
could carry us. We got to the crossing of Owyhee River at three o'clock; stopped twenty minutes to eat some
hard bread and coffee while they saddled fresh horses for us. We jumped on our horses again, and I tell you we
made our time count going fifteen miles to the Sheep Ranch. We whipped our horses every step of the way till
we were met by the officers. Captain Bernard helped us off. I saw one of the officers look at his watch; it was
just 5.30 P.M. I told the General everything, – how I got my people away, how we were discovered and followed
by the Bannocks. Oytes, one of the Snake River Piutes, a leading chief, had overtaken Egan, a sub-chief, and his
band, and driven them back. "Maybe my brother Lee was killed. My father is on his way here, and wants you to
send him some soldiers for protection." When I said this, the officers looked at each other, and so did the soldiers
and also the volunteer scouts, just as much as to say, – "You are lying to us."
I saw Lieut. Pitcher wink at Lieut. Wood. The General asked me how many Indians I thought there were in all. I
told him that my brother Lee thought there were about seven hundred in all, – men, women, and children. Then
the General called the Captain of Volunteers, Mr. Robbins, and ordered him to take all his men and go and bring
Chief Winnemucca to the troops. I called Piute Joe, who had killed Buffalo Horn, and told him in a few words
which way to go to meet my father. This was the hardest work I ever did for the government in all my life, – the
whole round trip, from 10 o'clock June 13 up to June 15, arriving back at 5.30 P.M., having been in the saddle
night and day; distance, about two hundred and twenty-three miles. Yes, I went for the government when the
officers could not get an Indian man or a white man to go for love or money. I, only an Indian woman, went and
saved my father and his people.
"Let us then be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait."
The next morning was Sunday. The General called me, and said, "I want you to go with me as my interpreter and
guide."
I said, "Can I go with Captain Bernard's company?" He said, "Do so. I want you and Mattie with the
headquarters." I said, "Which is the headquarters?" He said, "We will go to Camp Lyon. The headquarters will be
habitually with the right column." The General's staff in the field consisted of Major Edwin C. Mason, 21st
Infantry, Acting Assistant Inspector General; Captain Lawrence S. Babbitt, Ordnance Department Engineer and
Ordnance Officer; Assistant Surgeon General, Perkins A. Fitzgerald, U. S. A., Chief Medical Officer in the field;
First Lieut. Ebenezer W. Stone, 21st Infantry, Chief Commissary of Subsistence in the field; First Lieut. Fred. H.
G. Ecstein, 21st Infantry, R. I. M., Chief Quartermaster in the field; First Lieut. Melville C. Wilkinson, 3d
Infantry, Aide-de-Camp; Second Lieut. Charles E. S. Wood, 21st Infantry, Aide-de-Camp, Assistant Adjutant
General in the field. With these officers, Mattie and I started for Camp Lyon, and I was as mad as could be
because I wanted to go right after the hostile Bannocks. Mattie and I had to ride in a wagon going to Camp Lyon.
We met three or four companies of cavalry half way. Some of the soldiers cried out, "Oh, I see they have Sarah
Winnemucca a prisoner." Mattie and I laughed at this. We got to Camp Lyon about three o'clock. It was Sunday.
Captain Lawrence S. Babbitt and Lieut. C. Wilkinson came down from Silver City, Idaho. Later, we had prayers
and singing in the evening, as they were all Christians but Captain S. Babbitt and the soldiers by the name of
Moffatt and Musenheimer and Goodwin, and Mattie, – four. White men, educated, not Christians; men that are
almost born with the Bible in hand. What! not Christians? Yes, that is just what I mean. Poor General! he had
some hard words with a citizen who owned a stage, because he wanted thirty-five dollars a day to take us to
Reinhard's crossing of Malheur River. I stood by them when they were talking, and I could hold in no longer.
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"That is the way with you citizens. You call on the soldiers for protection and you all want to make thousands of
dollars out of it. I know if my people had a herd of a thousand horses they would let you have them all for
nothing." The General looked at me so funny, and said, "Yes, Sarah, your people have good hearts, better ones
than these white dogs have." The man would not give in, so they had to give him thirty-five dollars and pay all
expenses besides.
So we left Camp Lyon. The second night we slept at Henderson's Ranch, near Keeney's ferry, where Lieutenant
Ecstein, field quartermaster, joined us, and we went the next day to Reinhard's Crossing, just in time to meet
Stuart's column which had already reached that point a few hours before us, and had been kept under arms ready
to move. The weather for the poor soldiers and for us had been hot and dry, and the roads very dusty. The
country of our route was characterized by the usual alkali and sage brush, much of it bare and mountainous. At
the stone house at Reinhard's Crossing were gathered a number of families from the country around. Here I met
an enemy, whom I had met about eleven days before, to whom I had given something to eat when he was almost
starved. Then he paid it back to me by telling General Howard that he saw me at the Malheur Agency, and that I
was the one that started my people on the war-path. General Howard brought him to me and told me what he had
said about me. I told the General where I had met him. It was about forty miles this side of Malheur Agency. He
and another man came to my camp almost starved, and I gave them their supper and breakfast. "I know the other
man will not say that of me," I said. I was crying when he was talking. Then he came forward and said, "Oh,
Sarah, I did not mean it, forgive me, Sarah." I said right out, "You brute." He turned out afterwards to be the best
friend I had. We staid there all night, the 18th of June. A citizen came in and reported Indians close by. The
General asked me what I thought about it. I told him I did not think there were any Indians within ten hundred
miles of us. On the morning of the 19th we marched up toward Malheur City about twenty-five miles and
camped. General Howard asked me if I would be afraid to go with a dispatch to Camp Harney. Camp Harney had
not been heard from for some time. A story having the appearance of truth was brought to us that Captain
M'Gregor's company had had a disastrous engagement, and had lost the most of their horses. The news also
reached us that the hostiles had abandoned the Stein mountains and gone to Harney Valley, and it was probable
that the left column of Captain Bernard's company had pushed after them.
Later in the evening General Howard and Lieutenant Wilkinson came to us again and said, "Well, Sarah, what do
you think about going?" I said, "I am always ready to go anywhere you wish me to go."
"Do you think you would want an escort?"
I said, "No, Mattie and I will go alone, for no white man can keep up with us. We can go alone quicker than with
soldiers."
But Lieutenant Wilkinson said he would go with us, for they could not let us go alone, as there were bad white
men who might harm us, and he would take two soldiers besides.
"Supposing we were to meet the hostiles, and they were to kill me, what would you do?"
Poor Mattie was the first to speak. "Sister and I will throw ourselves on you and they should kill us first, then
you."
This made the officers laugh.
So on the 20th, Sister and I started for Camp Harney with Lieutenant Wilkinson, Aide-de-Camp, Corporal
Moffatt and Private Musenheimer. After we had travelled about twenty miles, Sister Mattie's horse gave out, and
Lieutenant Wilkinson took a stage-horse for her. At twelve o'clock we stopped for something to eat, for it was
the last place we should see or where we should find anything until we got to Camp Harney, a hundred miles
farther. Here I met another enemy of mine who was unlooked for. We three went in when dinner was ready, and
the two soldiers had their lunch outside. We sat down, and the woman came in with coffee. She looked at me,
and then said, –
"Well, I never thought I should feed you again. I hope they will not let you off this time."
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She then turned to Lieutenant Wilkinson, and said, "Why do you take so much trouble in taking her to Camp
Harney? Why don't you take her and tie one part of her to a horse, and the other part of her to another horse, and
let them go? I would see the horses pull her to pieces with good grace."
All this time Lieutenant Wilkinson tried to stop her, saying, "You don't know what you are talking about. This is
Sarah Winnemucca." She replied. "I don't care. Rope is too good to hang her with." Lieutenant Wilkinson said to
me, "Never mind her. She is crazy." But I could not eat anything.
Dear reader, this is the kind of white women that are in the West. They are always ready to condemn me.
After dinner, Lieutenant Wilkinson brought me another horse. "Now," I said, "it is about sixty miles to the
Agency." We went past there just a little after dark for fear some of the Bannocks were hiding there somewhere.
We rode on as fast as we could, took a great many short cuts which helped us along greatly, and stopped to rest
for half an hour. We stood guard while Lieutenant Wilkinson slept a little while, called him up at the appointed
time, and went on without stopping again. As we passed the Agency, everything was dark and still, as if every
living thing was dead, and there was no living thing left. This is the way it felt as we passed. We travelled on
until our Lieutenant gave out. He would get off his horse and walk awhile. We travelled all night long, got to
Camp Harney at ten o'clock on the following day. Oh, how tired I was! Mattie and I went to bed without
anything to eat. In the evening Major Downey's wife called on me to see if I wanted anything. She found me
very poorly off for dress, and went and got one of her own dresses, for which I was very thankful. The next day
was Sunday. Lieutenant Wilkinson was a minister. He was going to preach to the soldiers at ten o'clock, but a
courier came riding very fast, and reported Bernard's engagement. Bernard had attacked the hostiles the morning
before, Sunday at nine o'clock A.M., surprised and charged their camp, formed and recharged. The enemy rallied.
Bernard asked for reinforcements, pressed every man with the utmost speed to his and the enemy's position on
Silvery Creek, near Camp Curry, forty-five miles from Harney. Bernard reported only one soldier killed at the
time the messenger left him. He had four companies of cavalry, his own, Whipple's, McGregor's, and Perry's
under Bomus.
This is the report we brought to General O. O. Howard at eleven o'clock on Sunday night, distance about fortyfive miles back on the way we had come Saturday night. I was asked to go back that same night, but I was so
tired I could not. So Lieutenant Wilkinson was ordered back. Very early the next morning, Lieutenant Wilkinson
and Lieutenant Wood, his Aide-de-Camp, left us with Major Mason and Major Babbitt to stop with the troops.
We travelled all day without stopping, got to where sister and I had hidden our rations when on our way to meet
the troops. They were hard bread and canned baked beans. On the outside it said, "Boston baked beans." It was
about three o'clock in the afternoon and all the officers were very hungry.
We dined as well as we could. Each man gave one dollar. Just think of it. It only cost one dollar a plate for beans
baked in Boston. We got into Camp Harney very late that night. It took us three days to overtake the troops. The
same night we got there an Indian woman was taken prisoner. They brought her to our tent. I asked her about
everything. She did not want to tell me at first. Sister Mattie said, "If you do not tell us we will see why – you
had better tell us." She was a Bannock woman. Then she was afraid and told us everything. She said her people
were going right to Umatilla Reservation, and as the Umatilla Indians had told Oytes they would help them to
fight the white people, this was why they were going there. She said Oytes had taken her nephew's place as chief
over the Bannocks. She cried, and said her nephew Buffalo Horn was killed at South Mountain. I told General
Howard what she said. The next morning she was taken to Camp Harney, as she was blind, and the troops were
ordered to go and have a fight with Bannocks about fifteen miles above us. The volunteer scouts kept coming to
report. They said the Bannocks were waiting to fight there. General Howard asked me what I thought about it.
All I said was, "General, if you find any Indians within two hundred miles of here you may say Sarah is telling
lies."
"Then you think these scouts are not telling the truth, do you?"
"That is what I mean."
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So we pushed on ahead of the troops for a while, and sister and I saw something on a high hill above us and
ahead of us. It looked as if there were a great many there. We knew what it was but we did not say anything for
we wanted to see what they would do. At last the bugle sounded "Halt!" Sister said, "Now we will have some
fun." We just laughed, for we knew what was coming. The captain of the volunteer scouts rode up to General
Howard and said, –
"General, don't you see them on that hill, yonder?" The General said, "I see something, but I don't see them
moving."
"I do – they are there to fight us. They have a good place up there."
Then General Howard called me and I went up to him. All the officers were there together. He said, "Sarah, what
have you got to say now? The Indians seem to be there."
"I have the same thing to say as before. I see nothing but rocks put there to deceive you."
The officers took out their field-glasses and looked up and said, "Sarah, it surely looks like people there."
I said, "Well, I can't say any more. Do as you think best."
One of them gave me a field-glass and told me to look. I said, "I will show you that there are no Indians there. I
will go up there."
So I started to go, when General Howard called me back and said, "I don't want you to get killed. I will send the
troops up."
They found everything just as I had told them.
How they did laugh that evening when we camped for the night. It is a way by which we Indians do deceive the
white people by piling rocks on each other and putting round ones on the top to make them look like men. In this
way we get time to get away from our enemy.
In the morning we took up the trail in good earnest. At the dawn of the 28th we were at the end of the wagonroad in the direction where the Bannocks were moving. Yet rough and impassable as the way appears it was
necessary, with the means of transportation then existing, to move the wagons across this mountain region. Just
think – we were going to overtake them with wagons and well-mounted on fresh horses every day, and we with
our wagons only. We might as well say an Indian will overtake white men in building railroads.
On the morning of the 28th of June we were riding on. At six A.M. a rough wagon trail was all the road. We
arrived in camp at eight P.M. Bernard goes some miles further. He sends back word of Indian pony tracks just
ahead, and that they turned back suddenly. Sister and I again said, "Not so." We were again on the way. The 29th
of June was very cold, snowing all day. We went on ahead of the troops. At this place we came to a large camp.
From fifteen hundred to two thousand Indians had been there, and there I found they had left a scalp behind
them. It was the first scalp I had seen in my life, for my people never scalped any one. The Bannocks had left it
there. We waited there until the troops came up. I ran to the General and showed him what I had found. All the
officers gathered round to look at it. They all said it was a real scalp. Colonel Bernard said, "Sarah, you have
done more than any of us. You have rescued your father and your people, captured the stage-driver's whip, and
now you have captured a scalp from the Bannocks." General Howard said, – "Yes, Sarah, you must keep them."
All this time Mattie was looking round. She called to me. I ran to her and left my scalp and when I went back to
get it some one had taken it, for which I was very glad. We camped here and the cavalry went on ahead of us.
General Howard ordered Colonel Bernard to go in hot pursuit of the Bannocks and overtake them if he could, but
he only went a little way and camped. The cavalry pursued through the deep cañon of the south park of the John
Day River. Wagons cross a mountain range gradually working to the highest ridge. Oh, such a time as we did
have! On July 1, great difficulty was encountered in getting the wagon train into the deep valley of the South
Fork, the hill being five miles in descent and so steep as to cause constant sliding of the wagons. It took from two
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o'clock P.M. until after ten o'clock at night to worry the train down this hill into the camp. The cavalry was four
days ahead of us. On July 2, we proceeded down South Fork about thirty miles to Stewart's Ranch, on Murderer's
Creek, and saw evidences of a skirmish between volunteers and Indians. Here sister and I went on ahead, and
came to where the bodies of two men were buried by our advanced scouts. On the third of July the infantry went
into camp in John Day valley, near the mouth of South Fork. The wagon train was replaced by pack-mules that
came to us from Canyon City. July 4, General Howard with his staff and sister and I pushed on to the advance
and came up with the McGregors, and came on with them to Fox Valley. While we were marching along in the
hot sun, some one came running his horse toward us, just as if he was running for his dear life. He said, "Oh,
somebody shot at me. They are after me." General Howard asked him if they were Indians. He said, "I don't
know, but I think they are white men."
"No wonder; you look just like an Indian, and they take you for such and shoot at you. Take your feathers off
your horse."
This man would tie everything he could find belonging to Indians – feathers, beads, and red rags – on the mane
and tail of his horse. He is no other than the man who talked so badly to me at the crossing of Malheur River,
who, I said, was my best friend afterwards. He was a newspaper reporter of the name of Parker from WallaWalla. It was he who sent word to the "Chronicle" that there were no Indians on the reservation after the
Bannock war. The next day we went on with M'Gregor's company, and overtook Bernard and the remainder of
the cavalry. On July 6, the cavalry reached Canvass Prairie, in Oregon, passing through much timber. At this
place a scout came and told us of another encounter of the volunteers with the Bannocks, and a rumor that the
Umatillas had not joined the hostiles, but fought them. Just then came up another party of scouts, saying the
Indians were coming right over the hill. All the cavalry drew up in line of battle. Sister and I put whips to our
horses and rode up the hill. Colonel Mason and Major Babbitt rode up also. We could not see anybody. About
two miles off on a mountain we saw some scouts going up with white linen coats. These are the reporters of the
so-called noble citizens. Then Colonel Mason waved his hat to the troops to come on. The evening of the seventh
brings our advance to Pilot Rock, where a junction is formed with the troops sent thither by Colonel Wheaton. At
this place I told General Howard we had passed the Bannocks. Maybe they will go back the same way they
came, or will go through the Blue Mountains. They know all the troops are on this side of the mountains. Just
then three volunteer scouts rode up, and said the Indians were about fifteen miles from there. General Howard
asked how many they thought they were. They said, "We think fifteen hundred, maybe more." General Howard
asked me if I would go to them and see if they would surrender without fighting. I said, "I will." "I will see after
supper," he said. All the officers had a talk over it. At supper he said, "Sarah, I will not send you. If you should
get killed your father will blame me. I will send some scouts to watch their camp during the night." At the battle
of Birch Creek General Howard formed a junction with his troops. Here they thought they would have an
effective battle with the Bannocks and capture the fugitives. I did not think so, because the Bannocks had the
best of it. They had the timber on their side. I knew they would go into the timber and get away, and this I told
the General, but he would not believe it. Seven companies of 1st cavalry and twenty of Robbins' scouts, with a
Gatling gun, proceeded some three miles toward Battle Creek, when we met the two scouts who reported that the
Indians were in position on a height about three miles from us. Bernard, taking the trail, moved quickly into
position over the troublesome front hill, the east of which is fenced by a cañon, and over a mile in the ascent.
The cavalry sped from hill to hill till in the vicinity of the enemy, strongly posted on a rocky crest. Oh, what a
feeling I had just before the fight came on! Every drop of blood in my veins went out. I said to sister, "We will
see a great many of our people killed to-day, and soldiers, too." Then the bugle sounded "Fire!" I heard the chiefs
singing as they ran up and down the front line as if it was only a play, and on our side was nothing but the reports
of the great guns. All my feeling was gone. I wanted to go to them. During the engagement the advance was
made along several approaches in a handsome manner, not a man falling out of the ranks. The different sides of
the hill were steeper than Missionary Ridge; still the troops, though encountering a severe fire that emptied some
saddles and killed many horses, did not waver but skirmished to the very top, the enemy abandoning his position
and running to the next height in the rear, slightly higher and specially crowned with natural defences of lava
rock. In twenty minutes this height was charged from different sides and taken. Then the soldiers commenced a
rapid pursuit of the flying Indians, who abandoned their spare horses that were in the field, perhaps two hundred.
They were mostly jaded and worthless. They also left provisions and ammunition and camp material. The
hostiles struck for the thick pines which crest the Blue Ridge, and again made a stand, using the trees for
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defences. Again the cavalry pressed them in the front and on the flanks, and in a few minutes dislodged them a
third time, and pushed them four or five miles further into the mountains. The rough country and the great
exhaustion of horses and men caused a cessation of the pursuit for that day. In this battle I did not see an Indian
fall, nor one killed, and there were five enlisted men wounded, and probably twenty horses killed. The Indian
women and their children and their best horses in droves were well out of the way before the battle began, and all
the officers and scouts said they were making for Grande Ronde, but I for one said, "No, they will go back or
through Blue Mountains and Malheur Agency, and back to their own country," but they all said the flight was in
that direction. Captain Bernard was entitled to special credit for this engagement; yes, indeed, for the entire
campaign, and his officers and men did as well as brave and true men can do. Dear reader, if you could only
know the difficulties of this wilderness you could then appreciate their loyal service. The fight commenced at 8
A.M., under a hot sun and with no water. The whole of it was watched by the general commanding. The bullets
were whistling all round us, and the general said to me and Mattie, "Get behind the rocks, Sarah, you will get
hit." I did not feel any fear. I asked the general to let me go to the front line where the soldiers were fighting. At
last I heard Oytes say, "Come on, you white dogs, – what are you waiting there for?"
I again asked the general if I might go to the front line, to hear what Oytes was saying, and he said, "Go, Sarah."
I put the whip to my horse, and away I went to where the Gatling gun was placed. I jumped off my horse and
stood alongside of it, but Oytes did not speak again. Then General Howard rode up and took his stand at the
Gatling gun. This battle lasted from 8 A.M., to 12:30 P.M. Where do you think the citizen volunteer scouts were
during the fight? The citizens, who are always for exterminating my people (with their mouths only), had all
fallen to the rear, picking up horses and other things which were left on the battle-field, and after the battle was
over they rode up to where we were and asked where were the Indians. Gen. Howard said, –
"Go look for them."
Sometimes I laugh when I think of this battle. It was very exciting in one way, and the soldiers made a splendid
chase, and deserved credit for it; but where was the killing? I sometimes think it was more play than anything
else. If a white settler showed himself he was sure to get a hit from an Indian; but I don't believe they ever tried
to hit a soldier, – they liked them too well, – and it certainly was remarkable that with all these splendid firearms,
and the Gatling gun, and General Howard working at it, and the air full of bullets, and the ground strewn with
cartridges, not an Indian fell that day. One scout came running in to General Howard, and said an Indian was
lying in a stream at the bottom of a deep cañon, tied to the tail of a horse, and dead.
General Howard always sent sister and me to look after the Indians when he heard any were killed; and he sent
us down that steep cañon that day to see if we knew the dead Indian; but we found nothing, though we went two
miles along the stream. It was a false report, just such an one as citizen-scouts give. They take good care not to
go too near Indians, and the officers know well enough what they are good for. If they wanted to find enemies,
they would not send them to reconnoitre. They know very well that they would shirk any such duty, Have not the
Indians good reason to like soldiers? There were no Custers among the officers in Nevada. If the Indians were
protected, as they call it, instead of the whites, there would be no Indian wars. Is there not good reason for
wishing the army to have the care of the Indians, instead of the Indian Commissioner and his men? The army has
no temptation to make money out of them, and the Indians understand law and discipline as the army has them;
but there is no law with agents. The few good ones cannot do good enough to make it worth while to keep up
that system. A good agent is sure to lose his place very soon, there are so many bad ones longing for it.
We camped here for the night. Here the poor soldier who was wounded so badly was brought to us, and Mattie
and I watched over him. I asked him if I could do anything for him; but he shook his head. Later in the evening
General Howard came with a book and read, and prayed with him. There was no one with him during the night.
Sister and I went to see him once; but at four o'clock in the morning he cried out for some one to come to him.
We went to him, poor fellow, and I asked him again if I could say or do anything for him. He looked at me, but
could not speak, and died in a few minutes. He was buried at the same place, under a beautiful pine tree. Late in
the fall he was taken up by the Odd Fellows and carried to Walla-Walla, Washington Territory.
On the morning of the twentieth of July we struck the Indian rear guard in the cañon of the north fork of the John
Day River. This cañon is about one thousand and two hundred feet deep; and as the walls are nearly
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perpendicular, our command actually slid down the trail that we were following into the stream, which rushed
down the bed of the cañon, and we had to climb up the opposite side, leading our horses, the ascent being so
steep that several of our pack animals fell over backwards into the stream and were lost, while trying to follow
the puzzling zig-zags of the trail. The Indians that constituted their rear guard numbered about forty. They had
fortified themselves near the brow of the hill, on the trail, so as to command it for several hundred feet below
their line of work. The scouts, numbering about eight, were a short distance ahead of us, who were in the
advance guard. The Indians, who were in ambush, permitted them to get almost up to their line, when the
accidental discharge of a carbine in the advance guard, caused them to believe that they were discovered, and
they at once fired upon the scouts, killing H. H. Froman, a courier, who was with the advance, and severely
wounding a scout, John Campbell. The advance guard was Company E, 1st Cavalry, under Capt. W. H. Winters.
At the sound of the firing, he deployed his company, dismounted, and took a strong position, which was reenforced by sending forward Company H, under Lieutenant Parnell, and Company L, under Lieutenant Shelton,
and they extended the line to the right by pushing Company G, under Captain Bernard and Lieutenant Pitcher, up
the side of the cañon to a projecting point which commanded and protected the trail and the bench of land upon
which we had corralled our stock. As soon as this formation was completed, which occupied us about an hour
and a half, and was made under fire of the enemy, the line moved forward, and the crest of the precipitous hill,
or, more properly speaking, bluff, was reached, not soon enough however to give us a chance at the foe, who had
mounted and fled.
At this fight, a little girl-baby was found by a sergeant, who picked it up. He said it was lying on its little face. He
carried it to the officers, and Captain M'Gregor was the first who gave it something to eat. It was ginger-snaps,
sugar and water. They also took two Indian women. One of them I knew. She had returned during the night,
looking for her lost children, and the other was a Bannock woman. I asked the woman I knew if she would be so
kind as to look out and care for the baby for me. She said she would, and General Howard ordered some
condensed milk for me, so that the woman might feed it, and I told her how to fix it. General Howard also told
me to take good care of its little shirt and all its beads, and if they should ever surrender, we could find its
mother. We had the little baby three months.
Now we went on as quickly as possible to form a junction with all the troops, at what is called Burnt River
Meadows. There were only eight companies of soldiers. We went in hot pursuit of the Indians, crossed the Blue
Mountains range by very steep and difficult trails, and descended through the Granite Creek Valley.
We camped here. All the troops were out of rations. We were waiting for the return of the commissary from
Baker City, when we met at Burnt River Meadows. Sanford divided his rations with all, after which the
command took up the Indian trail and moved on rapidly on Wednesday and Thursday. On Thursday morning we
met with Mr. Parrish. We had stopped to rest the cattle at Little Creek. He came right up to me and held out both
his hands, saying, –
"Oh, Sarah, little did I think when I left you all, it would come to this! Oh, it is too bad! I can't believe it!"
The tears were running down his cheeks, and Mattie and I could not stop our tears. This is the only time and the
last that I have seen him since he left us. He rode with us a while, but at last said good-by to us, and went back to
Granite City. We went on and camped for the night. About four o'clock a citizen rode up. It was Reinhard's
blacksmith, A. L. Johnson. He sold some horses here, which once belonged to my people. They were bought by
Mr. Parrish while he was with us. After he sold them he stayed with the troops a long time. On Friday we went to
the vicinity of Ironsides Mountain. Here we camped at the crossing of Canyon City and Malheur City Wagon
Road. That night General Howard asked me if I would go to the agency to ascertain if some of the flying Indians
had not put in an appearance there, about twenty miles down the cañon. So very early next morning, sister and I
started with eight Indian scouts and Lieutenant Wilkinson. We got to the agency about eleven o'clock; not a sign
of anybody had been there since June. We staid there all night, and next morning we went back the other way, –
that is, on the east side of the mountain called Castle Rock, and back to our place of starting. Oh, what a hard
ride we had that day! To my sorrow we found the troops had left the same day. We had gone the day before and
thought no one was left behind, and I said to Lieutenant Wilkinson, –
"I am so tired! Can Mattie and I stop a little and rest?"
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"Oh, Sarah, I am afraid something might happen to you."
I said I did not think I could go any farther. "Well, then, Sarah, I would not stay long, will you?"
We had not been there but a little while when three men rode up. One of them said, "Come, boys, here are the
girls, and the lieutenant is not with them."
At this I said to sister, "Quick, get on your horse," and off we went without stopping. They called out to each
other, saying, "Catch them, boys, let us have a good time."
Over the rocks and down the hill we went without stopping, and got to the agency at six o'clock. As soon as I
rode up the General knew something was the matter. I told him all, and the men were discharged right there and
then. This was the second visit of the troops to the Malheur Agency, July 27. We found still a little flour, and the
gardens comparatively undisturbed. It was very hard to see the poor, weary and hungry troops; and the next day
Captain Miller with his company of the 4th Artillery reached us by the shortest road, from Bucher City, with
plenty of rations. At this time the General told me to send one of the women to her people and tell them to come
in and be peaceful. If they would lay down their arms and be good, they could have their reservation back to live
upon all their lives, and then they could be well fed by the government. This is what General Howard told me to
say to the woman. I did as I was told, and I said more than he did. I said, "Tell them I, their mother, say come
back to their homes again. I will stand by them and see that they are not sent away to the Indian Territory." With
this word the woman went away.
Oh, I saw the most fearful thing during that summer's campaign. Poor Egan, who was not for war, was most
shamefully murdered by the Umatilla Indians. He was cut in pieces by them, and his head taken to the officers,
and Dr. Fitzgerald boiled it to get the skull to keep. A man by the name of Rattlesnake Jack scalped an old Indian
who was lost, because he was almost blind, and his wife was blind too. He was leading his wife the best he could
through the woods. At last they came to the road. They had gone but a little way when the man rode up to them,
and the poor woman could only hear her husband's groans as the man was cutting him to pieces. At last his
groans died away. She felt so thankful that she could not see! She said every minute she cried out to her Spirit
Father that he might kill her right away, and not let her person be outraged, for she would rather die a hundred
deaths than be outraged by a white man. At last she heard his footsteps coming towards her, "and I knelt down,"
she said, "and held my head down for the blow, for my heart was already dead within me. Instead of giving me a
blow on my head he put his foot on the back of my neck, and brought my head down to the ground. I felt him
take hold of my hair and the top of my head, and felt his knife cutting off my scalp. Then the blood ran down my
hands and face, for I had my two hands over my face. He kicked at me, and stamped my head to the ground, and
then I heard him go away. Oh, if he had only killed me, but he left me to starve and to die a slow death. I was left
in this way for a long time, and lay just where I was left. It must have been some days, for my mouth and throat
were dry, and I was dying. To my great joy I heard some noise – I thought so, but was not quite sure – but I heard
it again more plainly. It sounded like a wagon coming. Yes, it was a wagon. Oh, I was so glad, it was the white
people, and that they would kill me. 'Oh, come quick and kill me!' – then I heard them talking very softly. It was
a white woman and her children. Oh, if she would be like the wife of our agent, Parrish's brother, who used to
come and give me sugar and coffee because I was blind (that was our white lily). I heard them come nearer and
nearer until they drove up close to where I was lying. I tried to get up but could not. I tried to speak but I could
not. I wanted to say, 'Kill me quick.' I heard the woman make a noise as if she was crying. Some one came and
raised me up. Of course I did not know whether it was a woman or a man. They tried to make me stand up but I
could not. 'Oh, my good Spirit Father, speak to their hearts that they may kill me. I want to go where my husband
has gone. For many years he has taken care of me. I don't want to live.' This was my thought when some one
came and put a cup to my lips. I quickly swallowed some, thinking it might be poison, but it was only water. The
first swallow almost killed me. Then they gave me more, then a little while after more, then they took me up and
put me in the wagon and took me away. It was a long time before they stopped, and then I was taken out of the
wagon. Then food was given into my hands which I did not care to eat, but the good woman kept putting
something into my mouth. Afterward she went away, and when she came again I held out my hands to feel of her
dress, and for the first time I cried out, saying, 'Oh, my sister, who are you? Sarah Winnemucca? Have you come
to save my life? Oh, dear sister, I don't want to live – don't try to save me.' I said all these things thinking it was
you. When she did not answer me, then I knew it was not you. Whoever that woman was she took good care of
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me for a long time. She would often wash my head, and when I got well again I thought of my poor husband.
Oh, I can hear him now!"
This is what the poor blind woman told me after the war was over, and she is still living at the Yakima
Reservation, where I saw her last. Her husband had always taken such beautiful care of her.
On the night that Egan was murdered I saw it all in my sleep. I had a vision, and I was screaming in my sleep
when Mattie waked me and asked what was the matter. I told her that Egan was murdered, and I saw it all, saw
his head cut off, and saw him cut in pieces. This is true. Many of my family have seen things in their dreams that
were really happening.
On the 27th of July Mattie and I left General O. O. Howard and went with General Forsythe. We left Malheur
Agency, and we left my baby, as they called it, with the rest of the prisoners. General Forsythe and myself were
ordered to go throughout the whole country and pick up small parties of hostiles. General Howard said all
captives would be held as prisoners of war, subject to the orders of the department commander. So we marched
from the Malheur Agency to Stein's Mountains. We marched along the north fork of Malheur, at noon crossed
the big Malheur River, travelled along its banks about five miles and camped. No sign of my people. We took up
our march again the next day, went about thirty miles, and on the next day about forty miles, for there was no
water any nearer. Some of the poor soldiers had to leave their horses, which gave out, and walked in the hot,
burning sun. My heart used to ache for the poor soldiers. The next day we camped at the very place where my
brother Lee met me and threw a blanket over me to hide me from the Bannocks, at Juniper Lake, Stein's
Mountains. On the fifth day we camped east of Stein's Mountains. A good many of the soldiers went on foot.
After leaving this camp, we had to go across a desert of forty-five miles without water. I told General Forsythe
how far we should have to go without water, but I said, "About six miles ahead of us is a man who has a farm,
that has a great many horses and cattle on it. If he is there maybe you can buy some horses for your men, or
maybe he will let you have a wagon."
The General gave orders to his men that they must change about with their horses.
I also told him, "If there is nobody living there Mattie and I will go on ahead about twenty miles. There used to
be a spring there, and if it is not dried up maybe there would be enough for the men to drink, but not for the
horses. We would put up a white flag at the spring and go on. It will be at the left. If the spring is dry we will not
put up any flag."
We got up to the man's place and he was not at home, but thanks be to God, the good man, when he came, gave
General Forsythe two wagons and barrels to take water in, so we were all right.
About two o'clock, my sister's horse gave out. It could not walk at all, so we took the saddle off and left him.
Sister would have to walk and then I would walk a while. In this way the march was kept up all day, till we
camped at a place called "Old Camp C. F. Smith." All that time there were no fresh signs of my people, and the
citizens living along the road reported that no Indians had been seen by them for ten or twelve days. We had
travelled from the Malheur Agency one hundred and forty-four miles. The first night we camped there sister
Mattie and I saw a signal-fire of distress and loneliness, and for help also. All the officers came to me and asked
me the meaning of it. I told them it was the signal-fire of one Indian. They asked me how I knew. I said, "I am an
Indian woman and understand all kinds of signal-fires."
"Well, what do you think? Shall all the companies go over there and send out scouting-parties to find out the fact
that the signal-fires were built by only one Indian?"
I said. "Just as you think best."
They went off by themselves and had a long talk. By-and-by General Forsythe came to me and said, "Sarah, are
you in earnest in telling me there is only one Indian there?"

https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

72/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

I said, "General Forsythe, if what I have told you is not true, I have never told a truth in all my life, and I want
you to go over there and hunt the mountain over and over, and if you find more than one Indian there you can say
Sarah has deceived you."
He said, "Well, Sarah, I will send some citizen-scouts to-morrow."
The scouts were sent the next day, and they were gone two days, and came back and reported the signal-fire
made by one Indian on foot. They said they could not find him.
Some citizen who came said there were some of my people at his house, so the General sent me up there to get
them to go after the one Indian. I got four of them to come and see the General. He told them to go and get the
man; he would give them ten dollars each if they brought him. They were willing to go if he would give them
horses. They went, and on the second day they brought him. I knew him. He was one of the best Indian men Mr.
Parrish had to work for him.
Fresh horses were got here from citizens, and everybody was ready to go on. Later I said to Mattie, "I think I had
better go and see father and my brothers at Camp McDermitt. You can stay with General Forsythe and come on
with him to-morrow. If you say so, I will go to-night and get there some time during the night. Will you let me,
Mattie?" She said, "Why, dear sister, you can go, I am not afraid; and another thing, my brother will be here in a
little while, and, therefore I will not be alone." We had sent for her brother to come to us.
It was seventy miles to Camp McDermitt. I said to the General, –
"I want to go to Camp McDermitt, to see my father and brothers, and Mattie will stay with you. I will meet you
at Antelope Springs."
General Forsythe said, "Can Mattie talk English well enough to talk to me?"
I said, "Yes."
"Well, you will want some one to go with you, to see that no harm comes to you."
I said, "No, General, I can go alone. It will be night."
"No, Sarah, I must send some one with you. I will send Lieutenant Pitcher and two soldiers." I said, "Very well,
but I had as soon go alone as not."
So everything was made ready for my going. About four o'clock, nine of my people came. Among them was
Mattie's brother. We were both made happy by it. At six o'clock we were ready for our journey. I kissed my sister
and away I went. Oh, what riding we did all night long. We did not stop to rest all night long, nor did the
lieutenant stop our horses from trotting from the time we started, and about four o'clock the next morning he
stopped and said to the men, "Fix my saddle." I said, "Lieutenant, can I go on?" He said, "Yes." Oh, what a relief
it was to gallop my horse! At last I stopped and looked back, but could not see them coming. I would not wait for
them, and got to Camp McDermitt just at daybreak. I saw a great many encampments there, – yes, as many as six
hundred camps. I rode up to one camp and said, "Here, you are sleeping too much; get up."
One of the women jumped up and said, "Who is it? What is it?"
"Where is my brother's camp? Where is Natchez?" "Ah, here, next to us."
I rode up to the camp. "Halloo! Get up. The enemy is at hand!"
My brother jumped up and said, "Oh, my sister!" He helped me off my horse and said to his wife, "Jump up,
wife, and make a fire, sister is so cold." I had nothing on but my dress. A blanket was put around me. Fire was
soon made, and I sat down to warm myself.
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Brother stood up and said, "My children, I hope none of you have forgotten your duty to your Spirit-Father in
your sleep. I hope you have passed the beautiful night in peaceful sleep, and are all ready to do his work during
the day. I am sorry to say there is no report yet from the young men, saying that we are all safe; no one to say
there is no enemy here; none of them have come and said, 'I have done my duty.' I am afraid, my young men, you
are not doing your duty; for I have here in my camp a warrior who has just arrived. Come, one and all, and see
for yourselves."
My poor papa was the first one who came up. He ran up and took me in his arms and said, "Oh, my poor child! I
thought I never would see you, for the papers said you were killed by the Bannocks. We have all mourned for
you, my child. Oh, when I heard you, my darling, who saved my life for a little while longer, had gone first, I
thought my heart would break!"
I put my face down on his bosom.
He said, "Look up, dear; let me see if it is really my child." I looked up. The tears were running down his cheeks.
I looked round, and I saw tears in everyone's eyes. I told them everything: who was killed, what their names
were, and how many prisoners we had, about our baby, and the four women, and the poor blind woman, who was
scalped, and about poor Egan, who was cut to pieces. I told them about Oytes, too; and they all said they hoped
when the soldiers caught Oytes, they would hang him. "If they don't, we shall kill him ourselves," they said, "for
he is to blame for all."
It was Oytes who first carried some of my people over to the Bannocks.
I told them the soldiers did not kill Egan, but the Umatilla Indians, who made General O. O. Howard believe
they were friendly to the whites, and at the same time they were helping the Bannocks, because they are more
civilized and know the value of money. They would go out nights for them, and lay out plans for them, and made
them believe they were their best friends, and then U-ma-pine, who was acting as chief, and the Umatillas, that
were with the Bannocks, got word that the white people offered a reward of one thousand dollars to any one who
would bring Egan, alive or dead. This is why U-ma-pine, the Umatilla Indian, killed poor Egan, and I said, "He
is with us."
"What, with you?"
"I mean with the troops, and there are three more besides him."
After I was through talking, Leggins, my cousin's, husband, got up and said, –
"My brothers, I think we ought to go and kill him. We have never done them any harm, and have always been
kind to them when they came on our reservation. We have given them presents, yes, more than they ever gave us.
Oh, my brother Winnemucca, and you, my dear Natchez, you are great friends to our soldier-fathers. You and
your sister can demand of them to give him up to us." Here I jumped up and said, – "I have not told you all. At
the time they took Egan, they also took a great many women prisoners, and most of them are young girls."
I sat down. My brother Natchez got up and said, –
"My children, this is a very sad thing indeed, and if we should go and kill this U-ma-pine, I am afraid we will
never get back our women and girls. I want you all to listen well to what I am going to say of what I think it is
best for us to do. We will go and have a talk with them right before General Forsythe's whole command, and say
to them, 'Friends, we have come to talk to you. Now tell us what our sub-chief, Egan, has done to you that you
should kill him, and have him cooked in the way you did. Was he good to eat? Oh, my dear friends, some of you
will suffer the same as Egan did at your hands. If we had made war with you, and had taken prisoners in battle,
we would not say anything; but you helped the thing along, and for four years you have come on the Malheur
Reservation, and told Egan and Oytes to make war against the whites. You have called them fools for staying on
the reservation to starve; and another thing you have helped the Bannocks to fight the soldiers. You are nothing
but cowards; nothing but barking coyotes; you are neither persons nor men. We were never your enemies, for we
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have let you come to our country and always welcomed you. We have never been to your country. Now we cease
to be friends, and after the soldiers quit fighting with the Bannocks and with Oytes' men, we will make war with
you for the wrong you have done us, if you do not return our women and girls whom you have taken as
prisoners. As soon as the war with the Bannocks is over, we want you Umatillas to bring us our women and
children. We will then show you what fighting is. My friends, it must be a beautiful sensation to cut a man or a
woman to pieces, and then skin their heads and fasten them on a pole, and dance round them as if you were
indeed very happy. Do you know there is not money enough in the world to make me go and fight a people who
have not done me any harm? You have done this year after year against your own people. Are you never going to
stop? You and the Snake-headed Indians, who are called the Wascoe Indians, and the Columbia River Indians
and the Nez Percés, are about alike: you are always ready to take up your arms against your own people. And
what do you gain by it? You neither get praised by the so-called government, nor do you get anything more than
we do. No: you are as poor as we are, we, who have never taken our own brother's scalp and fastened it on a pole
and danced round it to show our white brothers how brave we are.
"My friends, here I stand before you, an old man, the snow has fallen upon me and it has left its mark, and my
hair is white. My hands are clean from the shameful work you have done to Egan.
"Why, friends, our great soldier-fathers, General Howard and General McDowell, have asked me to furnish them
twenty-five of my men as scouts for them. General Howard and General McDowell are my best soldier-fathers;
yet they could not give me money enough to take up arms against any tribe of Indians.
"Now, my dear children, I will go with my sister, and I will say all to the Umatillas that I have said to you, right
before General Forsythe and all the officers. I think it is right and just, and I also think it is the only way we can
get back our women and girls."
This is what my brother Natchez said to his men; and one and all of them said they were always ready to hear
our chief, and to do what he says.
Brother then said, "How many want to go with me?"
They answered, "We will all go."
Brother said, "I am afraid the soldiers will think we have come to fight them, if they see so many of us coming;
therefore I think about thirty of us will be enough to go."
While the talk was going on, Lieutenant Pitcher came and said, –
"Sarah, we will be ready to go back this afternoon at one o'clock."
"All right, lieutenant," I said.
Then I said, "Lieutenant, this is my father Winnemucca, and this is my brother Natchez; and father and brother
and thirty men are going with us to see the Umatillas who are with you."
The lieutenant said, "Very well, they can go with us."
I had had no sleep yet. In those days I never knew what it was to be tired or sleepy.
My father then got up and spoke, saying, "I am ashamed to have to speak to you, my children. I am ashamed for
you, not for myself. Where is one among you who can get up and say, 'I have been in battle, and have seen
soldiers and my people fight and fall. Oh! for shame! for shame to you, young men, who ought to have come
with this news to me! I am much pained because my dear daughter has come with the fearful things which have
happened in the war. Oh, yes! my child's name is so far beyond yours; none of you can ever come up to hers. Her
name is everywhere and every one praises her. Oh! how thankful I feel that it is my own child who has saved so
many lives, not only mine, but a great many, both whites and her own people. Now hereafter we will look on her
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as our chieftain, for none of us are worthy of being chief but her, and all I can say to you is to send her to the
wars and you stay and do women's work, and talk as women do.
"Now we will go and see the man-eaters. I have never shot anything in all my life but what is good to eat. In my
way of thinking and in my father's way of thinking, no man ought to kill anything unless it is good to eat. We
were obliged to fight our white brothers at one time. It was only five months after my poor father's death. If he
had lived it might not have happened. I have promised to be a friend to white people, and I have done just as I
said, although they have killed my people here and there. I have not unburied my bow and arrows yet, and I
hope, my children, that you will keep our promise to the end of the world, and then it will be well with us. Now
we must get something to eat before we go. You have all heard what your chief has said. There is one among you
who did not go out to help defend his people. He is tall and strong, but he is a coward. Put a woman's dress upon
him, and give him woman's work to do. Let him dig roots, and prepare food, and make moccasins, and all the
rest of his life let him wear women's clothing, and not go among the men."
My dear readers, such is the respect my people have for their chiefs, that that man still wears a woman's dress,
and does women's work, and will continue to do so all his life. My people, and I think no Indian people, feel the
same respect for a made chief. Sometimes chiefs are chosen by others and set over a tribe. There is no respect
felt for such chiefs. That breaks up the family life that is the best thing for Indians. I do not like to think of my
people separated from each other. Their love for their chief holds them together, and helps them to do right. A
tribe is a large family. If a chief appoints sub-chiefs to help him take care of his people, they are respected unless
they do wrong; but as I said before, no man can be a leader among Indians who is not a good man. His band may
break away from him at any time if he does not do as his great chief does.
My father went on to say, "Some of the young men can go now and get our horses, and then we will go to see the
scouts."
We got ready and started to go to a place called Antelope Springs, where we met the troops. All the officers were
glad to see my father and brothers and all my people. Rations were issued to them. I told General Forsythe what
my people came for and he was glad.
After they had had their supper, all the officers were called, and the Umatillas also. They all came but one and
that was U-ma-pine. General Forsythe asked them where U-ma-pine was. They said they did not know. "Well,
we want him here," the General said, "go and get him. These chiefs want to talk to you all."
One of them went but soon came back and said he could not find him. He was afraid and staid in the hills that
night, and my brother had to talk to the others. I have already told you, my readers, what he meant to say to
them. The officers all cheered my brother after the talk was over. They told him that U-ma-pine and his people
would suffer yet for what they had done. "General Howard," they said, "is not going to let them off as easily as
they think. We will see that they turn all the prisoners over to us, after the Bannocks all surrender."
My people staid all night with us. The next morning, very early, we were ready to go on. But Mr. U-ma-pine
could not be found anywhere. My people went along with us some ten miles to get a sight of the brave man who
killed Egan. At last they gave it up and said good-bye to me, and went back to Camp McDermitt. Here my
brother Lee said, "Sister, can I go with you and my wife?"
I said, "You can if you wish to."
We travelled about forty miles that day on account of no water. A good many of the soldiers' horses gave out. We
camped here at a place called, "The Three Forks of the Owyhee River." The cañon is very deep; on the right
hand side of the river are very high mountains.
My brother told me a very funny story about the soldiers' doings at this place. "A few years ago we were on that
hill yonder. The soldiers were on that steep mountain side. We then called out to them. They stopped, and they
were so frightened that they shot at us across, and one and all of us called out to them again."
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Here my brother laughed so that I thought he would never stop. At last he said, "Dear sister, they had a cannon
on a mule, and they shot at us before they took it off the mule's back, and the poor mule fell down the steep
mountain."
Here we all laughed. Brother said, "Some of our people said if the soldiers were going to shoot mules at them
they had better go away, and they travelled all night without stopping. They only said that to make fun."
After travelling three days we got to Silver City. We went to Tinker's Mill, on Tinker's Creek, and camped for the
night.
General Forsythe received instructions to divide his command, – Sanford to accomplish what had been given the
whole, and Bernard to deviate southward and gather up the Indians who might be lurking in the neighborhood of
Duck Valley, South Mountain, and the region on to McDermitt, General Forsythe himself to go at once to Boise
City to take command of the troops to the south and east of Boise City. I was ordered to go with Captain Bernard
and Captain Winter's company to Duck Valley, to gather up my people, and Brother Lee, with his wife, to go
with some of our people who were there. They were told to go with them to Camp McDermitt, Nevada, and two
days after we left Silver City we went to Duck Valley, and found some of my people there. They were very glad
to see me. I told them that the order was that all our people were to go to Camp McDermitt. The captain told me
to tell them that they must go, because the citizens might mistake them for Bannocks, and would kill them. He
told me to say that the citizens were very angry with the soldiers because they would not kill all the Indians they
could find. "We don't want," he said, "to kill good Indians, but we want to be your friends, and we don't want to
see the citizens kill you. That is why I want you to go where the soldiers can look out for you all." Among these
was the father of Piute Joe, who killed Buffalo Horn at South Mountain. He said to me, "Tell our soldier-father
that we want to go, but are afraid to. If he will send some of the soldiers with us we will only be too glad to go,
or give us a paper and then the citizens won't kill us."
I told Captain Bernard what Piute Joe's father had said, and he gave him a letter and he said, "We will go tomorrow." The next day we went back the same way we came, and camped at a place called Trout Spring.
The officers caught a great many trout that afternoon. We staid all night at that place. That evening the captain
said to me, –
"Sarah, would you like to take a letter to Silver City for me? The companies will not go that way. We will cut
across the country from here if you will go. You can get upon the stage and go to Boise City and leave your
horse there. You will get there before we shall."
I said "Yes, I will go." The distance was fifty miles, so I started at seven o'clock in the morning. I said to myself,
"I will see how fast I can ride, and at what time I will get there."
I did not meet any one on the way. I rode into Silver City at two o'clock in the afternoon, and the next morning I
was in the stage on my way to Boise City, Idaho, and went to see General Forsythe. He found me a place to stop
at, and sent me to see the prisoners at Fort Boise. I went, but they would not speak to me. They were Shoshones.
I went in first to see the men. While I was talking with the men, one of the women came in and said in Shoshone,
"Don't tell her anything. She will tell the soldiers what you say." One of the men said, "I wonder who she is."
"I will tell you who I am if you will ask me; if you will tell me why you are here, maybe I can help you." I
waited to see if they would say anything. I again said, –
"Will you tell me where you were when the soldiers took you?" They would not speak yet. "Your soldier-father
sent me here to ask you what you want to do," but they would not say anything to me.
I went and told General Forsythe that his prisoners would not speak to me. I staid in Boise City ten days. I was
then told to go with Captain McGregor and Sanford's command, two companies of cavalry, going the way of
Baker City, and then to Camp Harney, Oregon, where I expected to see a great many of my people, and
Bannocks too, for it was reported that the old woman whom I had sent away to my people to tell them to come
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back to the Malheur Agency was there. After travelling six days in that burning sun we arrived at Canyon City,
and camped about three miles down the river. I thought to myself I will go and see Mrs. Parrish, for she was
living at Canyon City. I saw all the officers going up, and I wished to go too and see my clearest friends. I rode
into the city, and saw a negress that I knew who used to cook for a woman by the name of Moore. She ran up to
me and said, "Oh, Sarah, I am afraid some one will do you harm. There is a woman living here who swears that
the first Indian she sees she will shoot, because she had her husband killed during the war."
Just then a man came up to me and gave me a letter. I did not stop to read it, but ran with it to the officers who
were right across the street from where I was. I gave it to Captain McGregor. "Come," said he, "go to the camp
as fast as your horse can carry you." We ran across to get our horses. I got upon mine and rode down to the camp
as if I was riding for dear life. I did not know why Captain McGregor sent me for till he came down from the
city. He then told me it was the sheriff who wanted to arrest me as a witness against Oytes.
I did not see my dear friend, Mrs. Parrish (the white lily) that time. We went on to Camp Harney and got there
two days afterwards, and found all the Bannocks and the Snake River Piutes there. After we got rested I sent for
the baby that was found on the battle-field. I went to every camp with the child, but could not find its mother.
The next day I got its little yellow shirt and its beads, as General Howard had told me to keep them, so the little
one's mother might find her child by its clothes and beads. I did as I was told by him, and again Mattie and I
went to find its mother. At last we came to a camp where there was a young woman. I saw at once they were in
deep mourning, and I knew them too. I said, –
"John Westler, I have here a little girl baby that was found on the battle-field, and if I can I want to find her father
and mother. It may be a Bannock child."
The father of the little child got up and looked at the baby. He cried out, "Oh my baby, my child, my lost little
girl!" Its mother got up also and came. They wept with joy. They said everything that was beautiful to Mattie and
me for saving their little child. They told me most fearful things that happened the same day that the child was
lost. They said there was a little baby that was crushed against the trees, as the soldiers fought them through the
thick timber. They said they were running for their dear lives through the timber for miles and miles. The timber
was very dense; so much so, that it was impossible to travel with pack-animals, except by packing them on top,
and not on the side as my people usually pack them. In that timber these children were crushed, and this little one
was thrown from its basket and left on the road in the hurry and confusion.
All my people and the officers called this little baby my baby, and they named it Sarah.
Everything went on aright until October, when an order came from Washington, saving that all the Indians that
belonged to the Malheur Agency should be gathered together at Camp Harney, and be ready to go to the Malheur
Reservation for the winter. So I was told to go to Camp McDermitt and bring all my people to Camp Harney.
Company A was first to go with me. So everything was got ready, and we started for Camp McDermitt. It took
six days. At last we arrived at the camp. I told my people what the Big Father in Washington said. Some of my
people said, "We know there is something wrong. We don't like to go." But the officers told them there was
nothing to fear. They would be sent to the Malheur Agency.
My people asked me over and over again. I told them I did not know any more than they did, therefore I could
not say. At last I said, "What need have you to be afraid? You have not done anything. All the officers know that
you have acted for the whites. General Howard knows all about you. None of you have fought the whites. You
have all done your duty to the whites during the campaign."
After talking with them so long, my brother Natchez told them to go. He said to them, "Our soldier-fathers will
see that you are all right. They say you are to go back to the Malheur Agency." Then Leggins said, "Reinhard is
there yet. We ought not to go there while he is there, for we shall die with hunger. We all know how we suffered
while we were there."
Leggins said to me, "You, our mother, must talk to the soldier-fathers, and have them send him away before we
go back to the reservation. Tell them before we leave here that if we go there we will starve, and then have
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another trouble."
I told the commanding-officer what my people said about Reinhard. Then the commanding-officer, Captain
Wagener, got angry and said, –
"I don't want so much talk; if you don't go peacefully, I shall have to make you go. If we had not got orders from
Washington, we would not say so. We are just like yourselves: we are ordered and we have to do our work. Tomorrow you must all get ready to go."
My poor people were in great trouble. They talked all night, and then at last said, "We will go." Early the next
morning, the horses were ready, and we were all ready to start. You should see how my people love each other.
Old and young were crying at parting with each other. Brother Natchez went with us for two days. We got to
Camp C. F. Smith. Here my brother left us to go back. In six days more we arrived at Camp Harney, and Leggins
told the officers he and his people did not want to camp with the Bannocks, and the rest of the wards.
Before we left Camp McDermitt, this man Leggins was appointed chief over them all by my brother and father.
The commanding-officer, Major Cochrane, told Leggins he could camp wherever he liked. At this I was very
glad. So was he. The major is very humane, – a very kind officer.
After we were at Camp Harney two weeks, my people were told to come to the commissary, and soldiers'
clothing would be issued to them.
After they got their clothes they looked so nice! But my heart ached for the women and children, for there was
no clothing for them. There were no calicoes to be issued to them. But it could not be helped. It was not as if
they had it and would not issue it to them, as all the agents do. My people knew this, and they had nothing to say.
All this time we were so happy. Leggins would often say or ask me, "When are we to go to the agency?"
I said, "I have not heard anything about it."

CHAPTER VIII.
THE YAKIMA AFFAIR.
ONE day the commanding officer sent for me. Oh, how my heart did jump! I said to Mattie, "There is bad news."
Truly I had not felt like this since the night Egan was killed by the Umatillas. I got ready and went down to the
office, trembling as if something fearful was waiting for me. I walked into the office. Then the officer said to me,
–
"Sarah, I have some news to tell you and I want you to keep it still until we are sure if it will be true."
I then promised I would keep it still if it was not too awful bad news.
He said, "It is pretty bad." He looked at me and said, "Sarah, you look as if you were ready to die. It is nothing
about you; it is about your people. Sarah, an order is issued that your people are to be taken to Yakima
Reservation, across the Columbia River."
I said, "All of my people?"
"No, not your father's, but all that are here." I asked, "What for?"
He said he did not know.
I said, "Major, my people have not done anything, and why should they be sent away from their own country? If
there are any to be sent away, let it be Oytes and his men, numbering about twenty-five men in all, and the few
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Bannocks that are with them. Oh, Major! if you knew what I have promised my people, you would leave nothing
undone but what you would try not to have them sent away. Oh, Major! my people will never believe me again."
"Well, Sarah, I will do all I can. I will write to the President and see what he thinks about it. I will tell him all you
have said about your people."
I was crying. He told me to keep up a good heart, and he would do all he could for me.
I went home and told Mattie all, and she said, "Well, sister, we cannot help it if the white people won't keep their
word. We can't help it. We have to work for them and if they get our people not to love us, by telling what is not
true to them, what can we do? It is they, not us."
I said, "Our people won't think so because they will never know that it was they who told the lie. Oh! I know all
our people will say we are working against them and are getting money for all this."
In the evening Mattie and I took a walk down to their camp. There they were so happy; singing here, singing
there and everywhere. I thought to myself, "My poor, poor people, you will be happy to-day; to-morrow or next
week your happiness will be turned to weeping." Oh, how sad I was for them! I could not sleep at night, for the
sad thing that had come.
At last one evening I was sent for by the commanding officer. Oh! how can I tell it? My poor heart stood still. I
said to Mattie, "Mattie, I wish this was my last day in this cruel world."
I came to myself and I said, "No, Mattie, I don't mean the world. I mean the cruel, – yes, the cruel, wicked, white
people, who are going to drive us to some foreign country, away from our own. Mattie, I feel so badly I don't
think I can walk down there," Mattie said, "I will go with you."
We then went down, and Major Cochran met us at the door and said, "Sarah, are you sick? You look so badly."
I said, "No."
He then replied, "Sarah, I am heartily sorry for you, but we cannot help it. We are ordered to take your people to
Yakima Reservation." It was just a little before Christmas. My people were only given one week to get ready in.
I said, "What! In this cold winter and in all this snow, and my people have so many little children? Why, they
will all die. Oh, what can the President be thinking about? Oh, tell me, what is he? Is he man or beast? Yes, he
must be a beast; if he has no feeling for my people, surely he ought to have some for the soldiers."
"I have never seen a president in my life and I want to know whether he is made of wood or rock, for I cannot for
once think that he can be a human being. No human being would do such a thing as that, – send people across a
fearful mountain in midwinter."
I was told not to say anything till three days before starting. Every night I imagined I could see the thing called
President. He had long ears, he had big eyes and long legs, and a head like a bull-frog or something like that. I
could not think of anything that could be so inhuman as to do such a thing, – send people across mountains with
snow so deep.
Mattie and I got all the furs we could; we had fur caps, fur gloves, and fur overshoes.
At last the time arrived. The commanding-officer told me to tell Leggins to come to him. I did so. He came, and
Major Cochrane told me to tell him that he wanted him to tell which of the Bannock men were the worst, or
which was the leader in the war. Leggins told him, and counted out twelve men to him. After this talk, Major
Cochrane asked me to go and tell these men to come up to the office. They were Oytes, Bannock Joe, Captain
Bearskin, Paddy Cap, Boss, Big John, Eagle Eye, Charley, D. E. Johnson, Beads, and Oytes' son-in-law, called
Surger. An officer was sent with me. I called out the men by their names. They all came out to me. I said to
Oytes, –
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"Your soldier-father wants you all to go up to see him."
We went up, and Oytes asked me many things.
We had to go right by the guard-house. Just as we got near it, the soldier on guard came out and headed us off
and took the men and put them into the guard-house. After they were put in there the soldiers told me to tell them
they must not try to get away, or they would be shot.
"We put you in here for safe-keeping," they said. "The citizens are coming over here from Canyon City to arrest
you all, and we don't want them to take you; that is why we put you in here."
Ten soldiers were sent down to guard the whole encampment, – not Leggins' band, only Oytes' and the
Bannocks. I was then ordered to tell them to get ready to go to Yakima Reservation.
Oh, how sad they were! Women cried and blamed their husbands for going with the Bannocks; but Leggins and
his band were told they were not going with the prisoners of war, and that he was not going at all.
Then Leggins moved down the creek about two miles. At night some would get out and go off. Brother Lee and
Leggins were sent out to bring them back again. One afternoon Mattie and I were sent out to get five women who
got away during the night, and an officer was sent with us. We were riding very fast, and my sister Mattie's horse
jumped on one side and threw her off and hurt her. The blood ran out of her mouth, and I thought she would die
right off; but, poor dear, she went on, for an ambulance was at our command. She had great suffering during our
journey.
Oh, for shame! You who are educated by a Christian government in the art of war; the practice of whose
profession makes you natural enemies of the savages, so called by you. Yes, you, who call yourselves the great
civilization; you who have knelt upon Plymouth Rock, covenanting with God to make this land the home of the
free and the brave. Ah, then you rise from your bended knees and seizing the welcoming hands of those who are
the owners of this land, which you are not, your carbines rise upon the bleak shore, and your so-called
civilization sweeps inland from the ocean wave; but, oh, my God! leaving its pathway marked by crimson lines
of blood; and strewed by the bones of two races, the inheritor and the invader; and I am crying out to you for
justice, – yes, pleading for the far-off plains of the West, for the dusky mourner, whose tears of love are pleading
for her husband, or for their children, who are sent far away from them. Your Christian minister will hold my
people against their will; not because he loves them, – no, far from it, – but because it puts money in his pockets.
Now we are ready to start for Yakima. Fifty wagons were brought, and citizens were to take us there. Some of
the wagons cost the government from ten dollars to fifteen dollars per day. We got to Canyon City, and while we
camped there Captain Winters got a telegram from Washington, telling him he must take Leggins' band too. So
we had to wait for them to overtake us. While we were waiting, our dear good father and mother, Mr. Charles W.
Parrish, came with his wife and children to see us. My people threw their arms round him and his wife, crying,
"Oh, our father and mother, if you had staid with us we would not suffer this."
Poor Mrs. Parrish could not stop her tears at seeing the people who once loved her, the children whom she had
taught, – yes, the savage children who once called her their white-lily mother, the children who used to bring her
wild flowers, with happy faces, now ragged, no clothes whatever. They all cried out to him and his wife, saying,
"Oh, good father and mother, talk for us! Don't let them take us away; take us back to our home!" He told them
he could do nothing for them. They asked him where his brother, Sam Parrish, was. He told them he was a long
way off; and then they bade us good-by, and that was the last they saw of him.
While we were waiting for Leggins, it snowed all the time. In two days the rest of my people overtook us. It was
so very cold some of them had to be left on the road; but they came in later. That night an old man was left in the
road in a wagon. The next morning they went back to get the wagon, and found the old man frozen to death. The
citizen who owned the wagon did not bring him to the camp; but threw him out of his wagon and left him! I
thought it was the most fearful thing I ever saw in my life.
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Early the next morning, the captain sent me to tell Leggins that he wanted him to help the soldiers guard the
prisoners and see that none of them got away. He said the Big Father in Washington wanted him to do this, and
then he and his people could come back in the spring. I went to tell Leggins; but he would not speak to me,
neither would my brother Lee. I told him all and went away. When I got back, the captain asked me what he said.
I told him he would not speak to me.
"Did you tell him what I told you to?"
"I did."
"Go and tell the prisoners to be ready to march in half an hour."
We travelled all day. It snowed all day long. We camped, and that night a woman became a mother; and during
the night the baby died, and was put under the snow. The next morning the mother was put into the wagon. She
was almost dead when we went into camp. That night she too was gone, and left on the roadside, her poor body
not even covered with the snow.
In five days three more children were frozen to death, and another woman became a mother. Her child lived three
days, but the mother lived. We then crossed Columbia River.
All the time my poor dear little Mattie was dying little by little.
At last we arrived in Yakima on the last day of the month. Father Wilbur and the chief of the Yakima Indians
came to meet us. We came into camp about thirty miles from where the agency buildings are, and staid at this
place for ten days. Another one of my people died here, but oh, thanks be to the Good Father in the Spirit-land,
he was buried as if he were a man. At the end of the ten days we were turned over to Father Wilbur and his
civilized Indians, as he called them. Well, as I was saying, we were turned over to him as if we were so many
horses or cattle. After he received us he had some of his civilized Indians come with their wagons to take us up
to Fort Simcoe. They did not come because they loved us, or because they were Christians. No; they were just
like all civilized people; they came to take us up there because they were to be paid for it. They had a kind of
shed made to put us in. You know what kind of shed you make for your stock in winter time. It was of that kind.
Oh, how we did suffer with cold. There was no wood, and the snow was waist-deep, and many died off just as
cattle or horses do after travelling so long in the cold.
All my people were dressed well in soldiers' clothes. Almost all the men had beautiful blue overcoats; they
looked like a company of soldiers, but we had not been with these civilized people long before they had won all
my people's clothes from them. Some would give them one buckskin for an overcoat and pants, and some of
them got little ponies for their clothes, but the ponies would disappear, and could not be found in the country
afterwards. Leggins had a great many good horses, which were lost in the same way. My people would go and
tell the agent, Wilbur, about the way his people were treating them, and the loss of their horses; but he would tell
them their horses were all right on the reservation somewhere, only we could not find them. My people would
ask him to tell his people to tell us if they saw our horses, so that we might go and get them. He told his Christian
and civilized Indians, but none of them came to tell us where our horses were. The civilized Indians would tell
my people not to go far away, for the white people would kill them; but my cousin, Frank Winnemucca, and his
sister's son, who was named after our good agent, Samuel Parrish, were out hunting their horses. They were gone
eight days. They travelled along the Yakima River, and saw an island between Yakima City and the reservation.
They swam across to it, and there they found their horses, and two of the Christian Yakima Indians watching
them. They brought them back. After that it was worse than ever. All our best horses were gone which we never
did find. My Meride was found three months afterwards. They were using my horse as a pack-horse. It was so
lean the back was sore. I took it to Mrs. Wilbur to show her what the Yakima Indians were doing to our horses. I
asked her if I could turn the horse into their lot. She told me I could, but the horse was gone again, and I have
never seen it since.
We had another talk with Father Wilbur about our horses, but he kindly told us he did not wish to be troubled by
us about our horses. Then my people said, –
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"We have lost all our clothes and our horses, and our father says he does not want to be troubled by us." My
people said everything that was bad about these people.
Now came the working time. My people were set to work clearing land; both men and women went to work, and
boys too. They cleared sixty acres of land for wheat. They had it all cleared in about ten days. Father Wilbur
hired six civilized Indians to plough it for them; these Indians got three dollars a day for their work, because they
were civilized and Christian.
It was now about the last of April. I was told to tell my people that he had sent for clothes for them, and it was
already at the Dalles. He was going to send seventeen wagons down, and have them brought right off. I told my
people what he said, and I assure you they were very glad indeed, for they were almost naked. No money, – no,
nothing. Now our clothing came; everything you could wish or think of came for my poor, dear people –
blankets of all kinds, shawls, woollen goods, calicoes, and everything beautiful.
Issuing day came. It was in May. Poor Mattie was so sick, I had to go by myself to issue to my people. Oh, such
a heart-sickening issue! There were twenty-eight little shawls given out, and dress-goods that you white people
would sift flour through, from two to three yards to each woman. The largest issue was to a woman who had six
children. It was six yards, and I was told to say to her she must make clothes for the children out of what was left
after she had made her own! At this my people all laughed. Some of the men who worked hardest got blankets,
some got nothing at all; a few of the hats were issued, and the good minister, Father Wilbur, told me to say he
would issue again later in the fall, that is, blankets. After the issue was over, my people talked and said, –
"Another Reinhard! – don't you see he is the same? He looks up into the sky and says something, just like
Reinhard." They said, "All white people like that are bad." Every night some of them would come and take
blankets off from sleeping men and women until all were gone. All this was told to the agent, but he would not
help my poor people, and Father Wilbur's civilized Indians would say most shameful things about my people.
They would tell him that they were knocking their doors in, and killing their horses for food, and stealing
clothes. At one time they said my people killed a little child. Their Indian minister, whose name was George
Waters, told me one of my women had been seen killing the child. He said the child's head was cut to pieces. I
said to brother Lee, –
"We will go and see the child."
I asked the white doctor to go with us to see it. I told him what had been said.
They had him all wrapped up, and said they did not want anybody to see him.
George was there. I said, –
"We must see him. You said our people had killed him, and that his head is cut in pieces." So the doctor took off
all the blankets that were wound round him. There was no sign of anything on him. He had fallen into the river
and had been drowned.
On May 29, my poor little sister Mattie died. Oh, how she did suffer before she died! And I was left all alone.
During this time, all the goods that were brought for us were sold to whoever had money. All the civilized
Indians bought the best of everything.
Father Wilbur said to my people the very same thing that Reinhard did. He told them he would pay them one
dollar a day. My people worked the same, and they were paid in clothes, and little money was paid to them. They
were told not to go anywhere else to buy but to this store. At this, my people asked him why he told them that
the clothes were theirs. At this Mrs. Wilbur said they had to sell them in order to hold their position. This is the
way all the agents issue clothing to the people. Every Indian on that reservation had to pay for everything.
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For all the wagons they ever got they were to pay one hundred and twenty-five dollars, if it took ten years to pay
it. I know this is true, because the agent told me to tell my brother Lee so, and he told Leggins the same if he
wanted wagons, and that they could pay him little by little until they had paid it all.
We had the finest wheat that ever was raised on the reservation, for my people pulled out all the cockle and smut.
The civilized Indians were so lazy they would not clean their field, and their wheat was so bad that after it was
made into bread it was as black as dirt. I am sorry to say that Father Wilbur kept our wheat for his white friends,
and gave us the bad wheat, and the bad wheat was ground just as you would grind it for your hogs. The bad flour
made us all sick. My poor people died off very fast. At first Father Wilbur and his Christian Indians told us we
could bury our dead in their graveyard; but they soon got tired of us, and said we could not bury them there any
more.
Doctor Kuykendall could not cure any of my people, or he did not try. When I would go to him for medicine for
them, he would say, "Well, Sarah, I will give you a little sugar and rice, or a little tea for him or her"; he would
say laughing, "give them something good to eat before they die." This is the way the agent treated us, and then
they dare to say that they are doing all they can for my people. I say, my dear friends, the minister who is called
agent, says there will be or there is a time coming when every one is going to give an account of all he does in
this life. I am a little afraid the agent will have to give an account of himself, and say, "I have filled my pockets
with that worthless thing called money. I am not worthy to go to heaven." That is, if that book you civilized
people call the Holy Bible is true. In that, it says he who steals and tells lies will go to hell. Well, I am afraid this
book is true, as your agents say; and I am sure they will never see heaven, for I am sure there is hardly an agent
but what steals a little, and they all know that if there is a God above us, they can't deny it before Him who is
called God. This was in July, 1879.
We were now going to have a camp-meeting, and some visitors were coming from the East. Bishop Haven and
his son and daughter were coming. The agent told me to be sure and keep my people away, as they were very
poorly dressed. I did not do as I was told. My poor people were almost as naked as they were born into the
world; for the seventeen wagons of supplies were not issued to them.
When the time came, I came with all my people, and camped near the agent's house, and during the meeting I
made them all come and sit down on the benches that Father Wilbur made for his civilized and Christian Indians.
I wanted all to see how well we were treated by Christian people.
Day after day my people were begging me to go east and talk for them. I told them I had no money to go with
just then; but I would as soon as I got some, for I had a little money coming to me from the military government.
The military authority is the only authority that ever paid me well for my interpreting. Their pay to interpreters is
from sixty-five dollars to seventy-five dollars, and the lowest is sixty dollars per month. For this pay one could
live. All the agents pay to interpreters is from thirty dollars to forty dollars. One has to live out of this money,
and there is nothing left.
I always had to pay sixty dollars a month for my board (or fifteen dollars a week) when I was working for an
agent. When I was working for the government they gave me my rations, the same as they did to the soldiers.
My last appointment was given me at Washington in 1879. It was to be very small pay. I wrote to the Secretary
of the interior (Mr. Schurz), telling him I could not pay my board with that; but he never answered my letter, and
so it stands that way to this day, and I never got a cent of it. But their pet, Reinhard, without an Indian on the
reservation, could be paid three or four years. I have worked all the time among my people, and never been paid
for my work. At last my military money came. I told Father Wilbur I wanted to go back to see my people. At first
he said I could not go; he stood a minute, and then said, –
"Well, Sarah, I can't keep you if you want to go. Who is to talk for your people?"
I said, "Brother Lee can talk well enough."
Then he said, "You can go after the camp-meeting is over."
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Now commenced our meetings every day. I went and got all the little children and came with them myself, and
sat down, and then went into the pulpit and interpreted the sermon to my people. Right here, my dear reader, you
will see how much Father Wilbur's Indians are civilized and Christianized. He had to have interpreters. If they
were so much civilized, why did he have interpreters to talk to them? In eighteen years could he not have taught
them some English? I was there twelve months, and I never heard an Indian man or woman speak the English
language except the three interpreters and some half-breeds. Could he not have had the young people taught in
all that time? A great many white people came to see the Indians. Of course one who did not know them might
think they were educated when they heard them sing English songs, but I assure you they did not know what
they sang any more than I know about logarithms. So I went away in November, and stopped at Vancouver,
Washington Territory, to see General O. O. Howard. I told him all that Father Wilbur was doing to my people,
and that I should try to go to Washington. Then he gave me a letter to some of his friends in Washington. I went
straight from Vancouver to San Francisco. My brother Natchez and others met me there and we staid and talked
about the agents, and none of them came forward to say, "Sarah is telling lies." If they ever do I shall say more. I
was lecturing in San Francisco when Reinhard tried so hard to get my brother Natchez to send some of our
people to the Malheur Agency. Yes, he offered much money for each one he would bring to the reservation, but
my brother told him he did not want his people to starve, and he was never going to tell them to go there. When
Reinhard could get no Indian to go there he got the very man whose life my brother saved during the Bannock
war. Because my brother had saved his life he thought he had nothing to do but go and get all my people to go to
the Malheur Reservation. He told them that Mr. Reinhard had everything for them on the agency.
My people told him to ask Reinhard why he did not give these good things to them before, then Oytes would not
have gone with the Bannocks. This was just before I lectured in San Francisco. I was lecturing one evening, and
this very man came to me and said, "Sarah, I would like to have you help me get some of your people to go with
me to the Malheur Agency. I will pay you well for it. Here are thirty dollars." He handed it to me. I thought to
myself, "The white people are better than I am. They make money any way and every way they can. Why not I?
I have not any. I will take it." So I did, for which I have been sorry ever since, – many times.
Well, while I was lecturing in San Francisco, a great deal was said about it through the Western country. The
papers said I was coming East to lecture. I was getting ready to come, and was at Lovelocks, Nevada, with
brother Natchez.5 There came a telegram to me there from a man named Hayworth, saying, "Sarah, the President
wants you and your father and brother Natchez and any other chiefs, four in number, to go to Washington with
me. I am sent to go with you." I answered, "Come here, we wish to see you." In two days he came, and we told
him everything about the doings of the agent. Not only we told him, but the white people told him also. We
asked him to go to Camp McDermitt and to the Pyramid Lake Reservation and down the Humboldt River, that
he might see for himself, and then he could help us tell the Big Father in Washington. He did so, and when we
were ready we started for Washington with him. It took us one week to get to Washington. We stopped at the
Fremont House. As soon as we got into the house a doctor was sent to vaccinate us, for fear we would take
small-pox. We were told not to go out anywhere without the man who brought us. The next day, at about ten
o'clock, we were taken to the office of the Secretary of the Interior. As soon as we entered, the man there looked
at me and said, –
"So you are on the lecturing tour, are you?"
I said, "Yes, sir."
"So you think you can make a great deal of money by it, do you?"
"No, sir; I do not wish to lecture for that."
"What, then?"
"I have come to plead for my poor people, who are dying off with broken hearts, because they are separated from
their children and husbands and wives and sons."
"But they are bad people; they have killed and scalped many innocent people."
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"Not so; my people who are over there at Yakima did not do so any more than you have scalped people. There
are only a few who went with the Bannocks who did wrong. I have given up those who were bad; the soldiers
have them prisoners at Vancouver Barracks, Washington Territory. I have not come to plead for the bad ones. I
have done my work faithfully. I told the officers if they would surrender I would give up all the bad ones, which I
did, and I ask you only to return to their home all that have helped the white people. Yes, sir; the very man who
killed Buffalo Horn was sent to the Yakima Reservation."6
The tears were running down my face while I was talking, and the heartless man began to laugh at me. He then
said, –
"I don't think we can do anything about it."
Just at this moment Mr. Hayworth came in, and said Secretary Schurz was ready to see us. "Sarah," he said to
me, "you must not lecture here."
Secretary Schurz received us kindly, not like the man we had just left. Secretary Schurz said, –
"I want you to tell me from the first beginning of the Bannock war," which we did.
Then he told Mr. Hayworth to take us everywhere to see everything; to have a carriage and take us round; and
when we left him he said, –
"Come again to-morrow, at the same hour."
We had a great many callers who wanted to see us, but the man Hayworth was with us every minute, for fear I
would say something. We were taken somewhere every day, only to come in and get our meals. Reporters would
come and say, "We want you to tell us where you are going to lecture, that we can put it into our papers." But
Hayworth would not let us talk to them. The next day we were again taken to Secretary Schurz. My brother
talked this time, and I interpreted for him. My brother said, –
"You, Great Father of the Mighty Nation, my people have all heard of you. We think you are the mightiest Father
that lives, and to hear your own people talk, there is nothing you can't do if you wish to; and, therefore, we one
and all, pray of you to give us back what is of no value to you or your people. Oh, good Father, it is not your
gold, nor your silver, horses, cattle, lands, mountains we ask for. We beg of you to give us back our people. who
are dying off like so many cattle, or beasts, at the Yakima Reservation. Oh, good Father, have you wife or child?
Do you love them? If you love them, think how you would feel if they were taken away from you, where you
could not go to see them, nor they come to you. For what are they to be kept there? When the Bannocks came to
our people with their guns, my father and I said to them everything that we could, telling them not to fight. We
had a talk three days, and only one man got up and said he would go with them. That was Oytes, with about
twenty-five or thirty men. Oytes is a Harney Lake Piute. We Piutes never had much of anything. The Bannocks
took everything we had from us. They were going to kill me, with three white men, who were living near by. I
feared I could not get away, but thanks to Him who lives above us, I did get away with the three white men. They
followed us about twenty miles as fast as their horses could run. My horse fell down and died. I cried out to Jack
Scott, and he let me jump up behind him, but he left me and rode on. I ran a little way till I came to a creek, up
which I ran, and in that manner I got away. So you see, good Father, we have always been good friends to your
people. If you will return our people whom you sent away to Yakima Reservation, let them come to the Malheur
Reservation, and make the bad ones stay where they are. In time I and my people will go there too, to make us
homes; and, also, send away Mr. Reinhard, whom we hate."
This is what my brother said to Secretary Schurz, and I am surprised to see that in their own Report7 they say,
"In the winter of 1878-9 a self-constituted delegation, consisting of the Chief Winnemucca and others of his band
visited this city, and while here made an agreement, etc., to remove to Malheur, and receive allotments of one
hundred and sixty acres to each head of a family, and each adult male; they were to cultivate the lands so
allotted, and as soon as the law would enable it, patents therefor in fee-simple were to be issued to each allottee,"
etc.
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

86/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

I say we did not come on of ourselves; we were sent for, and neither my father or brother made any agreement to
go to Malheur until those who belonged there could come back from Yakima, and till Reinhard should be sent
away.
I said one day I was going to lecture, as the people wanted me to, and try to get a little money to buy something
for my father. Mr. Hayworth told what I said, and we were all sent for to go to the office of the Interior. We went
in and sat down. Secretary Schurz said to me, –
"Sarah, so you are bound to lecture."
I said, "People want me to."
"I don't think it will be right for you to lecture here after the government has sent for you, and your father and
brother, and paid your way here. The government is going to do right by your people now. Don't lecture now; go
home and get your people on the reservation – get them located properly; and then, if you want to come back,
write to us, and tell us you want to come back and lecture, and we will pay your way here and back again." He
told me they would grant all I asked of them for my people, which they did; yes, in their minds, I mean in
writing, promises which, like the wind, were heard no more. They asked where I was going to stop after I got
home. "We want to know, so that we can send you some canvas for tents for your people. You can issue it to
them. Can you not?"
I said "Yes, if it comes."
"We will send enough to make your people one hundred tents. You can issue it, and give the names of each head
of the families, and send them back here."
I said, "I shall be at Lovelock's in Nevada." "We will send it as soon as you get home."
My poor father and brother said, "All right."
The secretary then told Mr. Hayworth to take us to the store and get father a suit of clothes, which father got; but
brother and I did not get a pin's worth from any one. We never did get anything from the government, or
government officials.
Poor father! he gave his clothes away after he got home, saying, "This is all I got from the Big Father in
Washington. I am the only one who got anything; I don't care for them. If they had been given me by the good
soldier-fathers I would keep them."
On Saturday we were taken to the White House to see the President. We were shown all over the place before we
saw him. A great many ladies were there to see us. At last he walked in and shook hands with us, then he said, –
"Did you get all you want for your people?"
I said, "Yes, sir, as far as I know."
"That is well," he said, and went out again. That is all we saw of him. That was President Hayes.
We went back to the hotel. In the afternoon Mr. Meacham came with a carriage to take us to the Soldiers' Home,
but we did not go. My father and brother were feeling badly because I told them I was going to New York to
lecture, and I would come home by-and-by. I only did this to make the man who was with us angry, because he
was forever listening to what I was saying. The Soldiers' Home is the only place we did not see while we were in
Washington.
Sunday evening we were to start for home. Mr. Meacham said to me the last minute, –
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"Sarah, stop and give a lecture before you go. They can't stop you. This is a free country. If you stop we will see
you through."
Oh, if he had lived I know I would have a good friend to help in my work, not like the one who has the charge of
his work now. That is Dr. Bland.
"Well, if the government pets are to be the ones to condemn me, I have no fear whatever. I am not going into
their private life, because I am not to condemn any one. I am only telling what the agents are doing. I think it is
better for the government to keep the money than to give it to agents." We were now ready to start, and the man
who brought us to Washington was going with us. I said to him, –
"I am not going as I came here."
"All right; you shall have a sleeping-car."
We had been on the road two days when a lady joined us. She was going to Duck Valley Agency to her husband,
who was an agent there. She had a Bible with her. Ah! ah! What do you think the Bible was? Why it was a pack
of cards. She would sit every day and play cards with men, and every evening, too. She was an Indian agent's
wife.
Mr. Hayworth went as far as Omaha with us. He came to me there and said, "Sarah, I am going back."
I ran to the car where my father and brother were to tell them. He came in and bade them good-bye, and gave
brother three dollars to provide us all with eating on our way, – more than a thousand miles.
This is a copy of the order Secretary Schurz gave me. I have the original in my possession now.
DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR,
WASHINGTON, D.C., July 20, 1880.
The Pi-Utes, heretofore entitled to live on the Malheur Reservation, their primeval home, are to have
lands allotted to them in severalty, at the rate of one hundred and sixty acres to each head of a
family, and each adult male. Such lands they are to cultivate for their own benefit. The allotment will
be made under instructions of their agent. As soon as enabled by law to do so, this department is to
give to the Indians patents for each tract of land conveying to each occupant the fee-simple in the lot
he occupies.
Those of the Pi-Utes, who in consequence of the Bannock war, went to the Yakima Reservation, and
whoever may desire to rejoin their relatives, are at liberty to do so, without expense to the
government for transportation. Those who desire to stay upon the Yakima Reservation and become
permanently settled there will not be disturbed.
None of the Pi-Utes now living among the whites, and earning wages by their own work will be
compelled to go to the Malheur Reservation. They are at perfect liberty to continue working for
wages for their own benefit, as they are now doing.
It is well understood that those who settle on the Malheur Reservation will not be supported by the
government in idleness. They will be aided in starting their farms and promoting their civilization,
but the support given them by the government will, according to law, depend upon their intelligence
and efficiency in working for themselves.
C. SCHURZ,
Secretary of the Interior.
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When we got home we told our people to go to Lovelocks, and be ready to receive some tents that were to be
sent there for them. They came from far and near to hear of the wonderful father we had seen, how he looked and
all about him. While we were waiting we almost starved. I wrote to the Secretary of the Interior for God's sake to
send us something to eat. He answered my letter telling me to take my people to the Malheur Agency. Just think
of my taking my people, who were already starving, to go three hundred miles through snow waist-deep. I told
my people what the letter said. They all laughed and said, "We are not disappointed. We always said that the Big
Father was just like all the white people."
What could we say? We were only ashamed because we came and told them lies which the white people had told
us.
"You must make that up yourselves," they said, "for you have been to the white people's country, and all the
white people say the Big Father at Washington never tells a lie."
My father rose and told his people he did not blame them for talking as they did.
"I say, my dear children, every word we have told you was said to us. Yes, they have said or done more than this.
They have given us a paper which your mother will tell you of."
Then he called me and said, –
"Read the paper; your brother will interpret for you."
I did as I was told. I read very slowly. My brother did nicely, and after it was over my uncle, Captain John, rose
and spoke, saying, "My dear people, I have lived many years with white people. Yes, it is over thirty years, and I
know a great many of them. I have never known one of them do what they promised. I think they mean it just at
the time, but I tell you they are very forgetful. It seems to me, sometimes, that their memory is not good, and
since I have understood them, if they say they will do so and so for me, I would say to them, now or never, and if
they don't, why it is because they never meant to do, but only to say so. These are your white brothers' ways, and
they are a weak people." Some of them said, –
"Oh, maybe he will send back our people." Others said, "Time will tell." Just then my sister-in-law, brother
Natchez' wife, said, "There comes a white man. Oh, it is Mr. Emory."
He came up and gave me a letter. It was my appointment to act as interpreter for my people at the Malheur
Agency.
After this, my people went away from Lovelocks.
Then I went from place to place, trying to get my people to go to the Malheur Agency; but they told me to go
and get those who were at Yakima to come back there, then they would go.
So I took my sister and started for Yakima on the 1st of April. Just think how happy I was! to go for my poor,
sick-hearted people. Yes, armed with a paper signed by Secretary Schurz. I thought I would not have anything to
do but to go there and get them, because they told me at Washington that they would send a letter to Mr. Wilbur,
telling him what to do. I told them in Washington that my people would be afraid to go back to Malheur alone.
They told me that Father Wilbur would see that they were taken back all right. If he thought we should need an
escort of soldiers he would see to that.
So you see I never once thought I was going to have any trouble, and I travelled three days without seeing any
one. We had nothing to eat but hard-bread. Our horses were better off than we were. That was better than all, for
I would rather any time have nothing to eat than have my horse go without anything.
We had travelled four days, it was very late in the evening, and we rode up to a house. The men all ran out to see
us. I said to sister, "I am afraid." Sister said, –
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"I know them. About one year ago, father and others camped here, and they were very kind to father. They killed
beef for us, and we camped here a long time."
To my great joy there came up two of our people. One was my own cousin, Joe Winnemucca. Oh, how glad he
was to see us.
"Is your father coming, too?" he asked.
"No, we are all alone."
"What! You don't say you have come all the way from the reservation alone, have you?"
"That is just what I mean, and that is not all. We are going a long way."
"That can't be, you two women, all alone."
"That is what we are going to do."
The white man came up to us and said,–
"Who are you? Where did you come from?"
I said, "Sir, I am Sarah Winnemucca, and this is my sister, and we came from Pyramid Lake Reservation."
"Oh, how do you do? I have heard of you so many times! Oh, how I wish my wife was here to welcome you. She
would be glad to see you. But, however, you are welcome. Won't you come in?"
Then he called one of his men to come and get our horses and take them to the stable.
I said, "Sir, this man is my cousin and I want to talk to him first."
I told my cousin where we were going, and what for. How I was going to have our people back again at Malheur,
and about the beautiful paper that the Great Father gave me, and what beautiful things they were going to do for
us. Oh! how glad my poor cousin was, for his brother, Frank Winnemucca, was at Yakima.
Now the man came for us to go to supper. I told the white man the same after supper, and showed him the
beautiful letter that Secretary Schurz gave me.
He said, "I am so glad, for your people are good workers, and the government ought to do something for them. I
have lived here over twenty years. I never lost anything by your people, and whenever they came I always gave
them something to eat. The last time your father was here I killed beef for him and the few who were with him."
We staid here three days, because it snowed so hard we could not travel. At last it cleared off, and my cousin was
going with us to the next place. He said there were very bad men there. Sometimes they would throw a rope over
our women, and do fearful things to them.
"Oh, my poor cousins," he said, "my heart aches for you, for I am afraid they will do something fearful to you.
They do not care for anything. They do most terrible outrageous things to our women."
I thought within myself, "If such an outrageous thing is to happen to me, it will not be done by one man or two,
while there are two women with knives, for I know what an Indian woman can do. She can never be outraged by
one man; but she may by two." It is something an Indian woman dare not say till she has been overcome by one
man, for there is no man living that can do anything to a woman if she does not wish him to. My dear reader, I
have not lived in this world for over thirty or forty years for nothing, and I know what I am talking about.

https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

90/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

We did not get to the horrible place till the second day. We got there very late in the afternoon. As we rode up to
the house, I heard one of the men say, "Why, there is Sarah Winnemucca!" Oh, how glad I was to hear my name
spoken by some one that knew me. I knew I was all right. He came up to me and said, –
"Why, Sarah, what in the world are you doing away out here at this time of the year?"
He helped me off my horse. Sister jumped off hers, and he told my cousin to take our horses to the stable. I had
known this man for some time. He used to live in Carson City, Nevada. His name is Crowles. I was glad to see
him. We staid all night and were treated beautifully. I offered to pay for our supper and breakfast, and for our
horses, too, but they would not take anything. So I thanked them, and we went on, and cousin went a little ways
with us, and then said good-bye to us and went back. We had travelled about ten miles, when we looked back
and saw three men coming after us as fast as they could ride. This Mr. Crowles had some Spanish boarders, who
were living near the house, and they saw us there. Well, we saw it was war then. I said, "Dear sister, we must ride
for our dear lives."
Away we went, and they after us like wild men. We rode on till our horses seemed to drop from under us. At last
we stopped, and I told sister what to do if the whole three of them overtook us. We could not do very much, but
we must die fighting. If there were only two we were all right, – we would kill them; if only one we would see
what he would do. If he lassoed me she was to jump off her horse and cut the rope, and if he lassoed her I was to
do the same. If he got off his horse and came at me she was to cut him, and I would do the same for her. Now we
were ready for our work. They were a long way back yet. We kept looking back to see how far off they were.
Every time we would get out of sight, we would rest our horses, and at last, to our great joy, we only saw one
coming. He will not dare to do us any harm. By-and-by he overtook us.
"How do you do?" he said.
We did not speak to him. He said, "I know your brother Natchez well, and your father, too."
I was so angry, I said to him, "Clear out, you mean, hateful man; we do not wish to talk." He said again, "What
made you run your horses so?"
I said, "What made you bad men run after us?"
We came to where there were two roads, one going to Camp C. F. Smith, and one to Camp Harney. We took the
Camp Harney road. We could see a house across the valley, about five miles off. He said, –
"Come with me to that place. I will give you fresh horses, for you have a long way to go."
I did not speak, nor did sister. When he saw we would not talk to him, he turned his horse and went across the
valley towards the house. So we were once more left to ourselves. We rode about five miles, and stopped to rest
our horses an hour or so, and went on again. At about two o'clock we came to a warm spring, and stopped and
had a bath. Dear sister and I had a good time, and were refreshed, and rode on till about five o'clock, when one of
our horses gave out. We had quite a time getting the horse along, so it was very late when we got to the place
where we were to go for the night. It was at Mr. James Beby's, who was married to one of my cousins on the
south end of Stein's mountains, and at last we got there. My cousin's wife was glad to see us; but he was not at
home. We stopped there three days to see him. I knew if he was at home we could get some horses to go on to
the next place, where we could take the stage to Camp Harney. I told my cousin we would go on. She said, –
"Dear, take fresh horses, and leave them at Mr. Abbot's. He will go for them when he gets home."
I said, "No, dear, I am afraid he would not like it, and he may get angry with you. I think we can make it nicely
to-day," which we did.
The next morning we were ready to go on with a man by the name of Smith, whose father was killed during the
Bannock war. We left one of our horses there, and rode in his wagon to Mr. Anderson's place. I knew everybody
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on that road. No white women on all the places where we stopped, – all men, – yet we were treated kindly by all
of them, so far. We did not know what kind of a place Mr. Anderson's place was now, but before the Bannock
war none of my people would go there for years and years. But we had to go there now. We got there about four
o'clock in the afternoon. I had known Mr. Anderson for a number of years. He was a United States mailcontractor, and always had many cow-boys at his place over night. Sure enough, there were eight of them this
night. There was only one room in the house with a fireplace. He was kind to us. I told him what I had told
others. After supper I felt like crying, and said to sister, –
"What shall we do? Where shall we sleep? We have no blankets."
We could sleep out of doors, but there was snow on the ground. Oh, how badly I felt that night! It was hard to
keep back the tears. At last they began to make their beds here, there, and everywhere on the floor. Mr. Anderson
said to the stage-driver, –
"You and I must give up our bed to Miss Winnemucca to-night, and go in with some of the boys."
Nothing more was said, and they went to bed with some of them, and by-and-by we lay down.
I said to sister, "Oh, how my heart jumps. Something is going to happen to us, dear."
"I feel that way too," sister said. We sat a long time, but it was very cold, and at last we lay down and I soon fell
asleep.
Some one laid a hand on me and said, "Sarah!"
I jumped up with fright and gave him such a blow right in the face. I said, "Go away, or I will cut you to pieces,
you mean man!" He ran out of the house, and Mr. Anderson got up and lighted a candle. There was blood on the
side of the bed, and on my hands and the floor. He said, –
"Oh, Sarah, what have you done? Did you cut him?"
"No, I did not cut him; I wish I had. I only struck him with my hand."
He said, "Well, a man who will do such a thing needs killing. Who was it?" He looked round, but the man was
gone. Mr. Anderson did not blow out the light. The man did not come in, but some of the men went out to look
for him. When they came in they said he was gone, and had taken his horse. Some of them said they guessed he
was ashamed, and had gone off. Mr. Anderson said, "The big fool! He ought to be ashamed."
I never said a word more, and we did not sleep any more that night. Mr. Anderson got up a four o'clock
breakfast, for we were to start at five. We had to make Camp Harney that day, sixty miles. I still took my horse
with me. We arrived at Camp Harney about six o'clock, and Captain Drury, then commanding officer, received us
very kindly. There were only three ladies at the post. The captain's wife and the other officers' wives were kind to
me while I stayed there. We staid ten days, because we could not get over the Blue Mountains, the snow was so
deep. I had no money, and I tried to sell my horse, but could not. I went and talked with Mr. Stevens, who was a
store-keeper at Camp Harney for many years. I showed him my appointment as interpreter, and, thanks be to my
Father in Spirit-Land, this man gave me a hundred dollars. He thought I was good for it; that is, I would get paid
for my work and pay him. So we got ready to go on with the government mail-carrier. Captain Drury was so kind
as to let me have a government horse to ride as far as Canyon City, and the mail-carrier was to bring it back. Oh,
such a time as we had going over! The snow was soft – our horses would go down and up again. If we walked
we would go down too. It rained some during the day. It was ten o'clock before we got to a place called Soda
Springs. The next morning it snowed, but we did not mind it, and we got to Canyon City at three o'clock in the
afternoon, almost frozen to death. We had to swim our horses at one place. We stayed there three days, because
the stage goes only twice a week, and we had to wait for it. Here I tried again to sell my horse, but could not. I
got a man named Mr. More to take him and put him on his farm until I should come back. The man sold him
because I did not come, and that was the last of my horse. Here I saw Mr. C. W. Parrish again. I showed him the
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papers which I got from Secretary Schurz for my people, and told him of my visit to Washington. He was so
glad, and said, "Sarah, your people will be happy to get back." I told him the girls and boys that used to love his
wife and children were all dead. I told him the names of many of them, so that he could tell his wife. She gave
them all names when she had them at school.
A reporter also called on me, and I told all he asked me. He gave me his address and said he would help me, and
put any thing into his paper that I wished him to. I thanked him for his kindness. Mr. Parrish told me I had better
see to my stage passage the first thing, or some one might get ahead of me. It was not a stage, but a little wagon
called buckboard, and would carry only two persons besides the driver. So I went and paid my fare and my
sister's, fifty dollars. It went at six o'clock in the evening, and it took two days and nights to go to the Dalles. We
were to start that same evening. We had a very hard ride, arrived all right, found brother Lee waiting for us,
stayed in Dalles two days, and hired horses from Father Wilbur's Christian Indians. It took us two days to get to
Fort Simcoe, which we reached on the eighth of May. Father Wilbur was glad to see me. I did not say anything
for four days, but brother Lee went and told everything to our people. They came every day to see me. I told
them about our people in Nevada, but did not say anything about my visit to Washington. At last I went to see
Father Wilbur, armed with my letters. I said, "Father, I have come to talk to you." He said, "Come in." I went in
and sat down. I said, "Did you get a letter from Washington?" He said, "No."
"Well, that is strange, – they told me they would write."
"Who?"
"The Secretary of the Interior, Secretary Schurz."
"Why, what makes you think they would write to me?"
"Father, they told me they would write right off while I was there. It was about my people."
He said, "We have not heard from them."
"Father, I have a letter here, which Secretary Schurz gave me." I gave it to him to read. He read it and gave it
back to me. I saw he was angry.
"Sarah," he said, "your people are doing well here, and I don't want you to tell them of this paper or to read it to
them. They are the best workers I ever saw. If you will not tell them, I will give you fifty dollars, and I will write
to Washington, and see if they will keep you here as interpreter."
I said, "How is it that I am not paid for interpreting here so long? Was I not turned over to you as an interpreter
for my people? I have worked at everything while I was here. I helped in the school-house, and preached on
Sundays for you, – I mean I interpreted the sermons." I told him I thought he ought to pay me something.
He said he would if I would not tell my people about Schurz's letter. I did not promise, and went away. I did not
say anything for five or six days. At last my people came and demanded of me to come to them. Brother and I
went to them.
Leggins got up and said to his people, –
"My dear children, you all see that we have no friend. You all see that our mother has sold us to Father Wilbur.
You see that she does not want to let us know what our father Winnemucca has done for us. We are all told that
she has a paper, which has been given to her by the mighty Big Father in Washington, and she has burnt it or hid
it, so we won't know it. That way she has made her money, by selling us. She first sold us to the soldiers and had
us brought here, and now she has sold us to this bad man to starve us. Oh, we shall never see our friends any
more! Our paper is all gone, there is nobody to talk for us, we are all alone, we shall never get back to our sweet
country."
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The tears ran down his face as he talked, and women cried. Brother could not stand it any longer. He jumped up
and cried aloud, saying, –
"For shame! What are you talking about? Are you mad? Why don't you ask before you talk?"
I had told Lee what Father Wilbur had said to me.
"Go and talk to Father Wilbur, not to my sister. It is he who has sold us, not sister; it is he who don't want us to
go back."
Some of the women cried out, –
"That's what we told them last night when they were abusing our mother. We knew she would not do such a
thing."
Some of them came and laid their hands on my head, and cried, saying, –
"Oh, mother, forgive us for thinking badly of you. Oh, tell us, can we hope we shall see our husbands, our
children, our daughters?"
I got up and held up the paper over my head, and said, –
"My dear children, may the Great Father in the Spirit-land, will it so that you may see your husbands, and your
children, and your daughters. I have said everything I could in your behalf, so did father and brother. I have
suffered everything but death to come here with this paper. I don't know whether it speaks truth or not. You can
say what you like about me. You have a right to say I have sold you. It looks so. I have told you many things
which are not my own words, but the words of the agents and the soldiers. I know I have told you more lies than
I have hair on my head. I tell you, my dear children, I have never told you my own words; they were the words
of the white people, not mine. Of course, you don't know, and I don't blame you for thinking as you do. You will
never know until you go to the Spirit-land. This which I hold in my hand is our only hope. It came right from the
Big Father you hear so much of. We will see what his words are if what the people say about him is truth. If it is
truth we will see our people in fifty days. It is not my own making up; it came right from him, and I will read it
just as it is, so that you can all judge for yourselves."
After I had read it through, they all forgot they were grown people. They jumped about and cried, "Oh, we shall
be happy again." The little girls said, "We shall sing, we shall play in our own play-ground." Men and women
were all like children running to me with outstretched hands, saying, "Mother, forgive us for thinking bad of
you."
Leggins said, "Now, you have heard what our mother has told us, we will get ready to go at once, and all that
want to can go with me, and all that want to can stay. Step aside, so I may know who are going with me, and then
we can go and find our Father Wilbur, so he can go with us, or send for soldiers to go with us."
Every one cried, "Why ask us? We are all dying off here. Who wants to stay here? We will all go, – yes, we will
all go, if we have to crawl on our hands and knees."
All but Oytes, he sat with his hands over his face, crying. Paddy says to Oytes, "Why do you hang your head?
Have you turned into a woman? You were first on your horse when the Bannocks came. You got us all into
trouble, and only for you we had been in our own country. You are the cause of all our suffering. Now it is no
time to cry. I felt like crying when you got up and said, 'Come, my men, get your arms, we will help the
Bannocks,' At that time there was only one who got up and said, 'Men, what are you all thinking about? Don't
you all hear your Chief talking to you, telling you not to go with the Bannocks, or you will all be killed? He is
telling you good things, and you dare to cry war?'"
As Paddy talked he pointed and said, "That old woman sits there who said these things. She knew what our Chief
Natchez was saying to us. We had ears to hear, and knew what was said was truth. If we had listened to what was
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said to us then we would not have lost so many of our friends, and now they have done more for us than we
deserved, – yea, more than we would do for them. I am as bad as you have been. They went so far to talk in your
behalf, and because our mother has come with good news from the Big Father, you have to cry. Stop your crying,
and tell us what you are going to do."
Oytes got up and said, "Dear brother," but broke down again and could not speak. He stood a little while. He
looked up to me and said, "Mother, pity me. Give me your hand. Help me. I am just as Paddy says – 'I am a
woman;' I shall be while I live," and then he cried out to Leggins, "Oh, brother, ask me to go with you to our dear
Mother Earth, where we can lie alongside our father's bones. Just say, 'Come,' I will be only too glad to go with
you."
I then said, "This paper says all that want to go can go. I say for one, Oytes, come, go with us, but all who want
to can go."
Then Leggins said, "Oytes, I have no right to say to you, 'You have done wrong and you can't go to your own
country.' No, I am only too glad to hear you talk as you do. We will all go back and be happy once more in our
native land."
Then they all said, "We will all go. Why leave one here?"
Then the head men said to me and to brother Lee, "We will go and see Father Wilbur right off, and tell him to
send for soldiers to go with us, to keep the white men from killing us."
So we all started up to see our good Father Wilbur. Our father did not want to talk to us. My people came every
day to see him for four days. During the time there came some goods for my people. The storehouse was full of
goods of all kinds. He came to me and said, "Sarah, I had some forty of your people working for me since you
went away, some women, too. I want you to tell them to come and I will pay them right off. I have to pay them
in clothing."
I went and told them. My people said, "Now is the time to talk to him," but he did not want to talk to them. Some
got blankets, some calico for their wives. Some said, "I worked two months. Some three months. We ought to get
more pay." These words were not listened to by Father Wilbur. Eighteen men got paid and six women, and the
doors were shut. My people tried to talk to him. I went to him and said, "My people want to talk to you." He did
not answer me. I went back to them. They all began to laugh at me, saying, "Ah! ah! Your father talks every
Sunday saying we must not get mad or do anything that is not right." "Now, he is the first to get mad at me," said
Leggins. They all laughed again and went to their camps. The next morning the agent sent for me. I sent for
Leggins and some of the head men, and went to his home. He gave me a chair to sit down in. Dr. Kirkendorff
and the head farmer, Mr. Fairchild, were there. My sister ran off and told them I was sent for and they had better
go quickly. Then he began on me by saying, "I am sorry you are putting the devil into your people's heads; they
were all doing so well while you were away, and I was so pleased with them. You are talking against me all the
time, and if you don't look out I will have you put in irons and in prison." Here I jumped on my war-horse. I
mean I said, "Mr. Wilbur, you forget that you are a Christian when you can talk so to me. You have not got the
first part of a Christian principle about you, or you would leave everything and see that my poor, broken-hearted
people get home. You know how they are treated by your Christian Indians. You are welcome to put me in
prison. You are starving my people here, and you are selling the clothes which were sent to them, and it is my
money in your pocket; that is why you want to keep us here, not because you love us. I say, Mr. Wilbur,
everybody in Yakima City knows what you are doing, and hell is full of just such Christians as you are."
"Stop talking, or I will have you locked up."
"I don't care how soon you have it done. My people are saying I have sold them to you, and get money from you
to keep them here. I am abused by you and by my own people, too. You never were the man to give me anything
for my work, and I have to pay for everything I have to eat. Mr. Wilbur, you will not get off as easily as you
think you will. I will go to Yakima City and lecture. I will tell them all how you are selling my people the clothes
which were sent here for them."
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I had my say, and got up and went away. He tried to keep me, but I walked away. That is the last I saw of Father
Wilbur. I almost wished he would put me in prison, for that would have made my people see that I had not sold
them. He sent the doctor to talk to me, and to tell me if I wanted to go home he would send his own team down
with me to the Dalles. I told him to tell Wilbur I was going to Yakima City first.
"Oh, Sarah, you had better not. The Yakimas have been telling Father Wilbur lies about you, through Oytes." I
said, "I have had my say." We all talked the thing over, and they said I had better go to the Dalles and send a
telegram to the Big Father in Washington, and then come for them. My brother Lee thought so too. Later the
doctor came again and said, "Lee, Father Wilbur wants to see you." He did not want to go. "I am afraid he will
put me in irons, too." "Don't be afraid; go and see what he wants with you." He again said to me, "Well, Sarah,
do you want to go to the Dalles? I will take you down myself, if you will say you will go." I did not talk to him,
but got up and went away until brother came back. He came back laughing. At last he said, "Oh, sister, I am rich.
I am going to have some land, and I am going to have a wagon, and I am going to have my own time to pay for
it. It will only take one hundred and twenty-five years for me to pay for my wagon. He wants me to stay here, not
to go away. Yes, I see myself staying here. Leggins, Oytes, Paddy, come and have supper with us."
Just as we sat down the doctor came and said, "Sarah, Mrs. Young is going down to-morrow."
"Doctor, I am not going till I get ready; not until then, and when I want to have you take me down I will let you
know."
We had another talk, and then I promised my people that I would work for them while there was life in my body.
I told them I would telegraph to the Big Father in Washington, as soon as I got to the Dalles. I then told Lee to go
to the doctor and say I would go. He came over himself to see me. We got to Dalles the second day. I went to the
telegraph office, and sent the telegram, as I said I would.
The two army reports will go in this book, where my readers will see how many were against me. I then wrote to
General Howard, telling him I was so poor I did not know what to do. I told him Father Wilbur never gave me a
cent for the work I had done for him. I did not have money enough to go down to Vancouver, where General
Howard was. Oh, thanks be to my Spirit-Father, General Howard sent for me. They appointed me interpreter and
teacher at that place. There were fifty Indians, called the Sheep-Eaters, and some others. I taught their children
how to read, and they learned very fast, because they knew what they were learning. During this time I received
the five hundred dollars, which I dearly earned during the Bannock war, after working two years for it. I then
paid Mr. Stevens what he gave me at Camp Harney. While we were doing so well, there came an order that these
Sheep-Eaters and Weisers must go to Fort Hill Reservation. Lieutenant Mills and I took them there, and I left
them there. I paid thirty-five dollars which they ought to have paid for me. I wrote to General Howard about it,
and he told me how to get it. I did as he told me to; but as in other cases, I never heard from it. I wrote to my
school-children afterwards. The head man, who called himself War Jack, got some one to write to me, saying my
children had forgotten what they had learned, as they were not going to school any more. That is the last I heard
from them, and my work at Vancouver for the military government may be my last work, as I am talking against
the government officials; and I am assured I never shall get an appointment as interpreter. I do have a little hope
if the army takes care of my people that they will give me a place, either as teacher or interpreter. I tell you, my
dear readers, the agents don't want anybody but their own brothers and sisters, or fathers and mothers, wives,
cousins, or aunts. If they do have an interpreter, they get one that is so ignorant he does not know what is said.
Yes, one that can't read, one that is always ready to sign any kind of letter that suits his own purpose. My people
have been signing papers for the last twenty-three years. They don't know what they sign. The interpreter tells
them it is for blankets, coats, pants, shoes, socks, woollen shirts, calicoes, unbleached muslin. So they put their
names to it, while it is only a report of the issues he has already made. He knows well enough that if they were
told it was the report of an issue they would not sign it. This kind of thing goes on, on all the reservations; and if
any white man writes to Washington in our behalf, the agent goes to work with letters and gets his men, and his
aunts and cousins to help him, and they get any kind of Indians to sign the letters, and they are sent on to
Washington. Yes, General Crook tells the truth about the agents stealing from the Indians, and whoever tells this
truth is abused by the agent. He calls him nobody, and the agent is believed, because he is a Christian. So it goes
on year after year. Oh, when will it stop? I pray of you, I implore of you, I beseech of you, hear our pitiful cry to
you, sweep away the agency system; give us homes to live in, for God's sake and for humanity's sake. I left my
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poor people in despair, I knew I had so many against me. While I was in Vancouver, Mr. Chapman, the
interpreter, was sent over to Yakima to see if he could help my people. He met with the same success I had had.
He came back and told me my people were really starving. He said he never saw people in the condition they
were in. He said he went into their tents to see if they had anything hidden away. He did not find anything; but he
said he did it because Father Wilbur told him the people had plenty to eat. Sometimes they went four or five days
without having a thing to eat, nor had they any clothes. Poor man! the tears ran down his cheeks as he told me,
and of course I cried.
Just then Colonel Wilkinson came up and said, –
"Why, Sarah, what are you crying about? You are only an Indian woman. Why, Indian women never cry."
Ah, my dear friends, he is another one who makes people believe he is working for Indians. He is at Forest
Grove. He is another one that started a school for the Indians, something like Hampton School; but people will
not send to him, because they have not confidence in him. He is the man that used to preach in the streets in
Portland, Oregon. I tell you the world is full of such people. I see that all who say they are working for Indians
are against me. I know their feeling pretty well. They know if the Indians are turned over to the army, they will
lose their living. In another sense they ought to be glad to have Indians (I mean all my people, who are Indian
nations) under the military care, for then if we kill white people, the soldiers can just kill us right there, and not
have to go all over the country to find us! For shame! for shame! You dare to cry out Liberty, when you hold us
in places against our will, driving us from place to place as if we were beasts. Ah, there is one thing you cannot
say of the Indian. You call him savage, and everything that is bad but one; but, thanks be to God, I am so proud
to say that my people have never outraged your women, or have even insulted them by looks or words. Can you
say the same of the negroes or the whites? They do commit some most horrible outrages on your women, but
you do not drive them round like dogs. Oh, my dear readers, talk for us, and if the white people will treat us like
human beings, we will behave like a people; but if we are treated by white savages as if we are savages, we are
relentless and desperate; yet no more so than any other badly treated people. Oh, dear friends, I am pleading for
God and for humanity.
I sent the following letter to the Honorable Secretary of the Interior:–

"VANCOUVER BARRACKS, March 28, 1881.
"DEAR SIR, – I take this matter in hand in behalf of the Indians who are prisoners here at this place. There are
fifty-three (53) in all. Of this number thirteen are men, twenty-one women, eleven girls from three to fourteen
years of age, and eight boys from three to sixteen. Twenty-three of the number belong to the Sheep-Eaters,
thirteen belong to the Weisers' tribe, and seven from Boise. These belong to Fort Hall. This is the second winter
they have been here, and they have been provided for entirely by the military here. They receive government
rations. But the only way they have to provide for the women is by what they make out of selling the savings of
some of their rations, and from what castaway clothing I can collect from employés here. I am employed here as
an interpreter, and have been teaching them to read. I commenced last July. I have twelve girls and six boys in
school. When I commenced to teach them they knew nothing, – never had been to school. They are learning fast.
They can all read pretty well, and are desirous to learn. What I want to ask is to have them stay here. They seem
to be contented. Most of them would rather stay here than to go elsewhere, but in order to make them more
contented and useful it would be well to help them. If they could have a place, or a bit of land given them to use
for themselves, yes, a place for their own benefit, and where they could work for themselves, I would teach them
habits of industry, and it would help much in supporting them; and it is necessary that there should be, at least for
the present, some appropriation made for them, in order to provide clothing for the women and children, and a
proper place to live in. At present they are living in tents. The men are working for the military here in
improving the post, and they all have an interest in them for their work, and I think a little help from your
department, as above mentioned, would be better for them than to turn them loose again to wander in idleness or
learn evil, or go back to bad habits again. I think it would be the best that could be done for them in the way of
enlightening and Christianizing them. They would all rather be under the military authority. They say they are
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not cheated here, and they can see that the officers are doing all they can for them. Hoping you will give this a
careful consideration, I am, sir, very respectfully,
"Your obedient servant,–
"SARAH WINNEMUCCA."

I never had any answer to this letter, nor to any of the letters I wrote to Washington, and nothing was ever done
to fulfil the promise of Secretary Schurz's paper, nor was any canvas ever sent for tents. Gen. McDowell, in the
last army report8 issued before he was retired from the service in California, and which he sent to me after I
arrived in Boston, wrote an urgent appeal to the government to do justice to these my suffering people, who had
been snatched from their homes against their wills.
Among the letters from the officers, in the Army Report, are two or three from Father Wilbur. He says he should
be much relieved if the Piutes were not on his reservation. They have been the cause of much labor and anxiety
to him. Yet he does all he can to prevent their going away. What can be the meaning of this? Is it not plain that
they are a source of riches to him? He starves them and sells their supplies. He does not say much against me,
but he does say that if my influence was removed my people would be contented there. This is as untrue as it was
in Reinhard to say they would not stay on the Malheur Reservation. While I was in Vancouver, President Hayes
and his wife came there, and I went to see them. I spoke to him as I had done in Washington to the Secretary, and
said to him, "You are a husband and father, and you know how you would suffer to be separated from your wife
and children by force, as my people still are, husbands from wives, parents from children, notwithstanding
Secretary Schurz's order." Mrs. Hayes cried all the time I was talking, and he said, "I will see about it." But
nothing was ever done that I ever heard of.
Finding it impossible to do any thing for my people I did not return to Yakima, but after I left Vancouver
Barracks I went to my sister in Montana. After my marriage to Mr. Hopkins I visited my people once more at
Pyramid Lake Reservation, and they urged me again to come to the East and talk for them, and so I have come.

NOTE. – Mrs. Hopkins has met with so much intelligent sympathy and furtherance that she has been encouraged
to make the following petition to the next Congress, which a Massachusetts representative will present in the
hope that it will help to shape aright the new Indian policy, by means of the discussion it will receive:–
"Whereas, the tribe of Piute Indians that formerly occupied the greater part of Nevada, and now
diminished by its sufferings and wrongs to one-third of its original number, has always kept its
promise of peace and friendliness to the whites since they first entered their country, and has of late
been deprived of the Malheur Reservation decreed to them by President Grant:–
"I, SARAH WINNEMUCCA HOPKINS, grand-daughter of Captain Truckee, who promised friendship
for his tribe to General Fremont, whom he guided into California, and served through the Mexican
war, – together with the undersigned friends who sympathize in the cause of my people, – do
petition the Honorable Congress of the United States to restore to them said Malheur Reservation,
which is well watered and timbered, and large enough to afford homes and support for them all,
where they can enjoy lands in severalty without losing their tribal relations, so essential to their
happiness and good character, and where their citizenship, implied in this distribution of land, will
defend them from the encroachments of the white settlers, so detrimental to their interests and their
virtues. And especially do we petition for the return of that portion of the tribe arbitrarily removed
from the Malheur Reservation, after the Bannock war, to the Yakima Reservation on Columbia
River, in which removal families were ruthlessly separated, and have never ceased to pine for
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/winnemucca/piutes/piutes.html

98/112

4/5/22, 9:52 AM

Life Among the Piutes: Their Wrongs and Claims.

husbands, wives, and children, which restoration was pledged to them by the Secretary of the
Interior in 1880, but has not been fulfilled."
[Signatures.]
Whoever shall be interested by this little book or by Mrs. Hopkins's living word, will help to the end by copying
the petition and getting signatures to it, and sending the lists before the first of December to my care, 54
Bowdoin street, Boston. For the weight of a petition is generally measured by its length. Several hundred names
have already been sent in.
The last three pages of the Appendix will show that the friends of the agents she criticizes are active to discredit
her; but it has been ascertained that every definite charge made to the Indian office has no better endorsement
than the name of Reinhard, who is characterized, to my personal knowledge, by some of the army officers who
have known of his proceedings, as "a thoroughly wicked and unscrupulous man."
MARY MANN.

APPENDIX.
OMAHA, NEBRASKA, April 3, 1883.
To all whom it may concern.
This is to certify that Sarah Winnemucca, now Mrs. Hopkins, acted for my department and troops in the field as
guide and interpreter during the Piute and Bannock war of 1878. Her conduct was always good, and she was
especially compassionate to women and children who were brought in as prisoners. After this war she worked as
interpreter and teacher for quite a time near Vancouver Barracks, Washington Territory. In this capacity she gave
abundant satisfaction to all who were interested in Indian children. She always appeared to me to be a true friend
to her own people, doing what she could for them.
Since my departure from Washington Territory and her marriage with Mr. Hopkins, I have had no further
knowledge of her except from the public press; but she is probably endeavoring to do something for the
upbuilding of the Indians as well as earning her own living.
OLIVER O. HOWARD,
Brevet Maj.-Gen., U.S.A.

NEW YORK CITY, April 5, 1883.
This is to certify to whom it may concern.
That Sarah Winnemucca was instrumental in bringing her father and his immediate band of Piute Indians out of
the hostile Bannock camp near Juniper Lake, Oregon, in 1878; after which she remained with General Howard's
command and rendered good service as scout, guide, and interpreter, and in inducing members of her tribe to
come in and surrender themselves. She is intelligent, and appreciates the position of her people, and is not
insensible to their destiny.
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C. E. S. WOOD, U.S.A.,
Aide-de-Camp and Adjutant-General of troops in the field,
Bannock and Piute campaign, 1878.

OFFICE OF INSPECTOR OF CAVALRY,
HEADQUARTERS MIL. DIV. OF THE MISSOURI.
CHICAGO, May 8, 1883.
To Mrs. SARAH HOPKINS (Sarah Winnemucca), 74 Temple St., Boston, Mass.
MADAM, – In acknowledging the receipt of your note of the twenty-sixth of April, it affords me much pleasure
to state that I do not hesitate to concur with Gen. O. O. Howard in indorsing and commending you to the favor
and consideration of the philanthropic people of the country.
Wishing you success in your present endeavor, I remain yours sincerly,
JAMES W. FORSYTH, Lt.-Colonel.

1606 VAN NESS AVENUE, SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., April 19, 1883.
Mrs. SARAH HOPKINS (née Sarah Winnemucca), care of
First Lieut. C. E. S. Wood, U.S.A., 61 Clinton Place, New York, N.Y.
DEAR MADAM, – I duly received your note of the 7th inst., and do not know that I can better comply with your
request than to send you, herewith, a copy of the official papers concerning yourself, kindly given me by the
Assistant Adjutant-General at Hd. Qu. Dis. Pacific; and by to-day's mail a copy of the printed copy of the report
of the General of the Army of last year, containing my last annual report of Oct. 14, 1882. You will see that in
my last official act before being retired, Oct. 15, I endeavored to have justice done your people in exile on the
Yakima Reservation.
All the papers sent will, I think, show that the army have tried to be just to you and yours.
I am very truly your most obedient servant,
IRVIN MCDOWELL.,
Major-General retired, late commander of Div. Pacific and Dept. Cal.

That Gen. McDowell did his best "to be just to" my people, may be seen by the following extracts from the army
reports he sent me with the above letter, with marginal notes in his own handwriting.

Oct. 14, 1882.
"Before relinquishing the command I now hold, I am constrained to ask the attention of the war and interior
departments to the case of certain Piutes who were taken away from their tribes and homes in California, and
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carried to an Indian reservation among a strange people north of the Columbia River. Their case is fully set forth
in the accompanying papers," and he says in a marginal note in his own handwriting, that these "accompanying
papers he alludes to were left out of the printed report, no reason being given." He continues: "It will be seen, as
it appears to me, that the reasons which caused the refusal of my application to have these innocent and suffering
people sent back to their tribe and homes, have been mere questions of administration, of convenience and
economy, while I submit their return is a matter of good faith and mercy. The Indians in question (and a list of
them is herewith) were not hostile. They had done nothing meriting punishment. During the war they were
carried away from their homes, because it was easier to move them during hostilities than to have a force to
protect them at their homes. They are held in exile against their wills. They are kindred to Winnemucca and his
children Natchez and Sarah, who perilled their lives and were indefatigable in doing everything for the whites
and the army. I am thus earnest, and may, perhaps, be thought importunate, in arguing this question, because it
arose under my command and by officers acting under me, and those people and their families and friends look
to me to see their wrongs redressed. I have had visits from Natchez and Sarah, and messages asking me to have
these people sent home. They have no representative, no newspaper to speak for them, and, even if they could
get their cases before the courts, are ignorant of the way to bring it there. I beg the proper officers may look again
into this question, not as a matter of convenience to the service, but one of justice to unfortunate and innocent
people." On page 123 in this Army Report is a letter from James B. Wilbur, United States Indian agent of the
Yakima Reservation, to which those 502 Indians had been sent against their will, in which he says: "Their
atrocities, committed without the slightest provocation when they took up the hatchet, deserve no favor." To this
Gen. McDowell writes a marginal note, saying: "The Indians whom it wished to send back to their home did not
commit atrocities as stated."
Gen. Miles, commanding at the headquarters of the Columbia, Vancouver Barracks, Washington Territory,
writes: "To the Assistant Adjutant-General, Presidio: I am informed that the Piute Indians, who have for the last
two years been resident on the Yakima Reservation, have recently moved southward to near the Dalles. They
send word they wish to rejoin Winnemucca. This matter has been the subject of correspondence between the
interior department and the military authorities for the last two years. I believe a portion of them will attempt to
rejoin their friends in the south, even without permission. From all the information I have been able to gather
upon the subject, I am satisfied the best disposition for these people will be to send them, under safe escort, to
Winnemucca's reservation, and I request authority to make such disposition." Under date of Jan. 7, 1882, he had
already written to division headquarters, as follows: "Many of the Indians taken from Malheur agency by the
military and placed on the Yakima Reservation, were always loyal to the government. Since they have been on
that reservation they have been living in a wretched condition, with very insufficient food and clothing. I doubt
the wisdom or loyalty of this course on the part of the government officials; and, as I understand their reservation
has been, or is to be given up, it would, in my opinion, be an act of justice and good policy to promptly restore
these peaceable Indians to their people, – those known as the Winnemucca Indians near Camp Dermot, or to the
Warm Spring Reservation, where they have friends. This action, if prompt, may prevent an outbreak in the
spring. In this connection, I enclose a copy of a recent communication from the interior department on the
subject."
Other officers express a similar opinion to that of Gen. McDowell. On page eighteen of the Army Report is a
letter relating to the return of the Piutes from the Yakima Reservation to their home in Nevada, from Major A.
M. Randol of the First Artillery, to the Assistant Adjutant-General of the Headquarters M. D. P. D. C., Presidio
of San Francisco, Cal.:–

WINNEMUCCA, NEV., Aug. 15, 1882.
SIR, – I have the honor to report that I have just had an interview with Natchez, who, in reply to the questions
contained in your communication of the 12th inst., says that about forty-three lodges had left the Yakima
Reservation and crossed the Columbia, with the intention of returning to Fort McDermitt or Winnemucca, but
that the agent had sent an Indian sheriff after them, who had taken them all back to the reservation, where they
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now are; that none of these non-hostile Piutes have returned to their old homes. He further says that he has
received several letters complaining of their destitute condition, and requesting him to try to have them returned
to their old homes. He gave me the last letter he received from Lewis, which I herewith enclose, and which he
wishes returned to him when you shall have finished with it. This letter contains about all that Natchez knows
about the condition of his people at the Yakima Reservation. He says that if it be decided to let them return to
their old homes, that he will go after them and select the good from the bad; that he would like to see Gen.
McDowell, and hopes he will send for him to come to the Presidio as soon as possible, so that if his people are to
return home they may do so before the weather grows cold, etc. He further says that Oytes and his six lodges
(about one hundred people) are hostile, and should not be allowed to return.
Very respectfully, your obedient servant,
A. M. RANDOL.

Here is Lewis's letter (corrected in orthography).
July 1, 1882.
MY DEAR FRIEND NATCHEZ, – It is long time since you have written to me. I hope you did not forgotten us. Are
you trying anything for my people towards going to their old home? The Piutes have nothing to eat at the Simcoe
Reservation. My people there are willing to go to the old home in the fort, if the government should let them go,
and will never to fight again. You try hard and come to see us right away; or do your people don't care for my
people any more? Legon (Leggins), the chief, is almost blind, and Oytes don't want to go home to Camp Harney.
My people want go, about forty-three lodges, and Oytes six.
Yours truly,
J. J. LEWIS.

HEADQUARTERS MIL. DIV. PACIFIC AND DEPT. OF CALIFORNIA,
PRESIDIO, SAN FRANCISCO, Aug. 12, 1882.
Official copy respectfully furnished to Maj. A. M. Randol, First Artillery, who will stop at Winnemucca or
Wadsworth and Lovelock stations on the Central Pacific Railroad, at whichever place Natchez, an influential
Piute, is; and read him this communication, and inquire if he knows anything about the movement of his people,
who were not engaged in the Bannock war, southward from Yakima Reservation. If any, how many of these nonhostile Piutes have returned to their old homes; how many of these non-hostiles still remain north of the
Columbia river, and their condition, etc., and report fully all the information furnished by Natchez. By command
of Major-General McDowell.
J. C. KELTON,
Assistant Adjutant-General.

WAR DEPARTMENT, WASHINGTON CITY, July 22, 1882.
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To the Hon. Secretary of the Interior.
SIR, – I have the honor to invite your attention to the enclosed copy of a telegram from the Commanding General
of the Military Division of the Pacific, dated the 19th inst., stating that he is informed by the Commanding
General, Department of the Columbia, that the Piutes who have for the past two years been resident on the
Yakima Reservation have moved southward, and have sent word they desire to return to Winnemucca.
General McDowell concurs with the latter that the best disposition of these people would be to send them under
escort to the Winnemucca Reservation, and requests authority to do so.
Very respectfully, your obedient servant,
Wm. E. CHANDLER,
Acting Secretary of War.

DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR, WASHINGTON, July 29, 1882.
To the Hon. the Secretary of War.
SIR, – Acknowledging receipt of your letter of 22d inst., inclosing copy of telegram from Gen. McDowell, to the
effect that the Piutes, residing for two years past at the Yakima Reservation, Washington Territory, have moved
southward en route to Winnemucca, and requesting authority to send these Indians under escort to the
Winnemucca Reservation, as in his opinion the best thing to do. I have the honor to invite your attention to the
report of the Commissioner of Indian affairs, of the 28th inst., on the subject (copy enclosed) setting forth the
reasons why these Indians should remain at the Yakima Reservation, in which I concur.
Very respectfully,
H. M. TELLER,
Secretary.

DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR,
OFFICE OF INDIAN AFFAIRS, July 28, 1882.
To the Secretary of the Interior.
SIR, – I have the honor to acknowledge the receipt, by your reference, of a communication from the Hon.
Secretary of War, dated 22d inst., calling attention to a copy of telegram from the Commanding General of the
Military Division of the Pacific (Major-Gen. McDowell), dated the 9th inst., stating that he is informed by the
Commanding General of the Department of the Columbia, that the Piutes, who have for the last two years been
resident on the Yakima Reservation, have moved southward, and have sent word they desire to return to
Winnemucca.
Major-Gen. McDowell concurs with the latter, that the best disposition of these people would be to send them,
under escort, to the Winnemucca Reservation, and requests authority to do so.
In reply, I have the honor to respectfully report that no supplies have been provided for those Indians at any other
point than at Yakima, and that there are no funds to do so. The agent at Yakima has been authorized to purchase
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$2,000 worth of cattle for the Piutes of that place, and I am of the opinion that the best interests of the Indians
will be subserved by keeping them there.
I have the honor to report that the following telegram was sent to agent Smith of the Warm Springs agency,
Oregon, this day:–
[Tel.] "If Piutes come to your reservation, you must send them back to Yakima, and if they refuse to return, you
must not feed them."
Also the following to agent Wilbur, at the Yakima Agency: "Do all you can to have the Piutes return to your
agency. I have telegraphed agent at Warm Springs to aid you."
Very respectfully, your obedient servant,
H. PRICE,
Commissioner.

General McDowell's appeal, it will be observed, was written after the foregoing correspondence between the
office of the interior and the various army officers who were acquainted with the subject, and Father Wilbur of
the Yakima Reservation. The reasons for and against the people being sent back to their homes, and all the
counsels upon the subject, were known to Gen. McDowell; and still, at the late date of October, 1882, he gives it
as his opinion that the government can only do justice to the banished Piutes by restoring them to their own
country. He acknowledges the inconvenience of doing justice to them, but still thinks it the duty of the
government.
I know now, from the highest authority, that the government was deceived by the agent, Renehart, who said the
Indians would not stay at the Malheur Reservation. After being driven away by starvation, after having had every
promise broken, falsehoods were told about them, and there was no one to take their part but a woman. Every
one knows what a woman must suffer who undertakes to act against bad men. My reputation has been assailed,
and it is done so cunningly that I cannot prove it to be unjust. I can only protest that it is unjust, and say that
wherever I have been known, I have been believed and trusted.
Those who have maligned me have not known me. It is true that my people sometimes distrust me, but that is
because words have been put into my mouth which have turned out to be nothing but idle wind. Promises have
been made to me in high places that have not been kept, and I have had to suffer for this in the loss of my
people's confidence. I have not spoken ill of others behind their backs and said fair words to their faces. I have
been sincere with my own people when they have done wrong, as well as with my white brothers. Alas, how
truly our women prophesied when they told my dear old grandfather that his white brothers, whom he loved so
much, had brought sorrow to his people. Their hearts told them the truth. My people are ignorant of worldly
knowledge, but they know what love means and what truth means. They have seen their dear ones perish around
them because their white brothers have given them neither love nor truth. Are not love and truth better than
learning? My people have no learning. They do not know anything about the history of the world, but they can
see the Spirit-Father in everything. The beautiful world talks to them of their Spirit-Father. They are innocent
and simple, but they are brave and will not be imposed upon. They are patient, but they know black is not white.

FORT BOISE, IDAHO TER., August 31, 1878.
To all whom it may concern.
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This is to certify that Sarah Winnemucca has rendered most valuable services during the operations of this year
against the hostile Bannock and Piute Indians. About the commencement of hostilities, she went for me from my
camp to that of the hostiles, distant about a hundred miles, and returned bringing exceedingly valuable
information concerning their number, location, intentions, etc., and she also succeeded in getting her father, the
Piute chief Winnemucca, with many of his band, to leave the enemy and go to Camp McDermitt, Nevada, where
they remained during the summer campaign.
R. F. BERNARD,
Captain First Cavalry, Brevet Col. U. S. Army.

CENTRAL PACIFIC RAILROAD CO.,
SUPT.'S OFICE, SAN FRANCISCO, Feb. 13, 1878.
Mrs. SARAH WINNEMUCCA.
DEAR MADAM. – Yours of the 12th to Mr. Towne received. Mr. Emmons, our agent at Lovelock's, said that
Natchez applied to him for passes for himself and others (including you) from Ogden to San Francisco, and I
sent them to him a few days ago. You had better see Natchez and get your pass, and if you will show this letter to
our conductors, they will also allow your sister to ride to San Francisco with you on the pass. If you should not
be able to see Natchez and get your pass, our conductors will let yourself and sister ride to San Francisco, by
showing them this letter. When here, and you want to go back, call and see me.
Yours, etc.,
E. C. FELLOWS,
Asst. Gen. Supt.

HEADQUARTERS BATTALION OF CAVALRY,
CAMP ON FAYETTE RIVER, Sept. 5, 1878.
During the late campaign against the Bannock Indians Sarah Winnemucca has been with the various commands
in the field, and has to my knowledge rendered very valuable service. She is entirely trustworthy and reliable. In
my opinion she is deserving of great credit for her conduct during the campaign.
GEO. B. SANFORD,
Brevet Col. Cal. Maj. 1st Cavalry.

CAMP HARNEY, OREGON, October 28, 1878.
To all whom it may concern.
During the campaign against the Bannock, Piute, and Weiser Indians this summer, Sarah Winnemucca has
rendered the troops valuable assistance, from the beginning of June until the tenth day of October (when she
brought one hundred and ninety-five Indians from Camp McDermitt to Camp Harney). She has been constantly
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in the field, enduring hardships that strong men succumbed under. Her efforts in the beginning of the campaign
in getting her father and a large portion of the hostile Indians deserve great praise. She is now employed as
interpreter at this post, and fulfils her duties to the satisfaction of all parties.
THOS. M. GREGOR,
Capt. First Cavalry.

VANCOUVER BARRACKS, Nov. 7, 1879.
Mrs. SARAH WINNEMUCCA, – I have promised to put in writing some opinion as to your capabilities, and it
gives me great pleasure to state that during the Bannock campaign of 1878, and also later, you have displayed an
unusual intelligence and fearlessness, and loyalty to the whites in your capacities of scout, interpreter, and
influential member of the Piute tribe of Indians. Probably very few will ever know how much credit is due you
for a successful ending of the war in the surrender of the hostile members of your tribe, and their subsequent
settlement on the Yakima Indian Reservation; but it is with sincerity I say that in my opinion you were of very
great assistance to General Howard and Agent Wilbur.
I am very truly your obedient servant,
C. E. S. WOOD.

VANCOUVER BARRACKS, WASH. TER.,
November 7, 1879.
To Gen. B. WHITTELSEY, Indian Commissioner Rooms, Washington, D.C.
DEAR GENERAL, – Please do what you can to assist Sarah Winnemucca to have a fair interview with Mr.
Stickney and also with the Commissioner of Indian Affairs, should her people send her to Washington. She was
of the greatest assistance to us during the campaign of 1878, and has since been working hard for her people.
They are on the Yakima Reservation partly – partly on the Warm Spring Reservation, and the remainder in
Nevada, near Fort McDermitt.
Sarah is going now to see the chief, her father, and then may go on to Washington with some propositions. Mr.
Wilbur, the Yakima Indian agent, thinks Sarah is now a Christian, and wishes me to assist her to prosecute her
journey to Nevada, which I have gladly done. Of course she knows but little of city life, and your advice and
kindness will be invaluable to her.
Very truly yours,
O. O. HOWARD.
Brig. Gen. U. S. A., Columbia Dept.

OREANA, HUMBOLDT CO., NEVADA, Dec. 31, 1879.
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Hon. WM. M. EVARTS, Washington, D.C.
DEAR SIR, – The bearer of this, Miss Sarah Winnemucca, leaves here for Washington in behalf of her people. I
have lived among them in my mining pursuits for something over a year, and have found them industrious,
painstaking, self-sustaining, and dignified in their daily life; quick to see and learn, and intelligent enough to see
why they have been the victims of the convolutions of the reservation plan as managed by the agents here. The
community do not desire to have them removed, and they seem to have passed the point of needing "reservation"
care. While their story of right and wrong may be outside of your official responsibility, I know it is a matter near
your heart. Miss Sarah can tell better than any one else why her kindred should be let alone. As a citizen, I can
say they have shown by their daily conduct that they deserve to be. She deserves the attention of our best ears at
Washington.
Respectfully yours,
ROGER SHERMAN DAY,
(Son of Sherman Day of New Haven, Conn.).
This letter is unsolicited.

WASHINGTON, D.C., Jan. 24, 1880.
At the request of Mr. J. M. Haworth, of the Interior Department, the following statement is made concerning the
services rendered the government by Sarah Winnemucca during the Bannock campaign in 1878. About the 12th
of June, 1878, Captain R. F. Bernard, 1st Cavalry, was encamped with his company on the Winnemucca road
near Sheep Ranch, I. T. While there he was directed by General O. O. Howard, commander of the department of
the Columbia, to send Sarah Winnemucca into the hostiles' camp to communicate with the Indians, and endeavor
to bring in all or a portion of her tribe, offering her a reward should she succeed. Sarah Winnemucca accepted the
offer and went into the Indian camp, and succeeded in bringing out Chief Winnemucca and a portion of her tribe.
She also furnished valuable information concerning the number of Indians and the position of their camp.
The reward offered was $500 (five hundred dollars).
JOHN PITCHER,
Lieut. First Cavalry.

OFFICE OF INDIAN AFFAIRS, WASHINGTON,
March 29, 1880.
SARAH WINNEMUCCA, Lovelock's, Nevada.
MADAM, – By reference of the Honorable the Secretary of the Interior, I am in receipt of your letter dated the
21st ult., in which you request that your people be furnished with subsistence until such time as they can be
removed to the Malheur Reservation, Oregon, and you are advised that this Department is powerless to grant
your request, no funds being at its command to meet such expenditure; but here is a large quantity of subsistence
supplies at said agency, from which issues will be made at once upon the arrival of your people at that point;
therefore, it will be for their interest to remove at as early a day as possible.
Very respectfully,
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E. J. BROOKS, Acting Commissioner.

WASHINGTON, Jan. 26, 1880.
SARAH WINNEMUCCA, present, – You are hereby appointed Interpreter for the Piutes at the Malheur agency,
Oregon, at a compensation of $420 per annum, from this date. The agent has this day been notified of your
appointment.
Respectfully,
E. A. HOYT,
Commissioner.

HEADQUARTERS OF THE COLUMBIA,
VANCOUVER BARRACKS, W.T., June 17, 1881.
To all who may take interest in the bearer of this letter, Sarah Winnemucca, I desire to say: During the outbreak
known as the "Bannock War," Sarah Winnemucca served with General Howard as a scout and guide, and
rendered valuable service, as I know from my personal experience. After the capture of "the hostiles" she
devoted herself to the interests of her people, the "Piutes," – going with them from Fort Harney, Oregon, to the
Yakima Reservation, then to Washington City, ever intent on trying to accomplish something for their good. For
the past year she has held a school for the Indian children at Vancouver Barracks with marked success. I have
known Sarah Winnemucca for a number of years, and have never known her to do or say a thing that was not
perfectly upright and womanly. She is honest, true, faithful, and worthy the respect and esteem of all good
people. I earnestly recommend her to the kindly regard of all who wish well to her race.
EDWIN C. MASON,
Lieut.-Col. of 4th Infantry, Assistant Adjt.-General.

WEST POINT, N.Y., Aug. 6, 1881.
DEAR SARAH, – I enclose you a letter to the Chief Clerk, Indian Bureau, whom I know. I have your account for
transportation made out in good shape, in duplicate, and send it with my letter to Mr. Stevens, and I guess you'll
get a favorable reply.
I cannot help you in the tradership for your brother-in-law. The agent on the Reserve must recommend him.
We are quite well, and Mrs. Howard will be glad to hear from you.
Sincerely your friend,
O. O. HOWARD.
SARAH WINNEMUCCA, Salisbury, Madison Co., M.T.
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WEST POINT, Oct. 1, 1881.
MY DEAR SARAH, – What are you doing now, and how are you getting on? I write to ask you as a favor to me to
please to write me out a description of the way the Indian young men and women do their "courting," and the
marriage ceremony, and also the burial of the dead. You told me at one time, but I have forgotten. If not too
much trouble, please also write me a description of that flower festival you say the Piutes have in the springtime. Please ask Mr. Symons to give you the paper, pen and ink.
All here are very well. Yours truly,
C. E. S. WOOD.

PRESIDIO, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA, Oct. 5, 1881.
To the Commanding General, Department of Columbia, Vancouver Barracks, W.T.
SIR, – The Piutes on the Yakima Reservation, who desire to return to their people, have been given permission to
do so by the Interior Department; but Sarah Winnemucca represents that they are afraid to travel through the
white settlements, without the protection of troops. The Division Commander, therefore, desires that whenever
the movement of a command is ordered from their neighborhood towards Fort Boise you notify these Indians,
and that they be safely conducted there.
Very respectfully,
J. C. BRECKENRIDGE.
By command of Major-General McDowell.

WEST POINT, Jan. 9, 1882.
DEAR SARAH, – I congratulate you upon your marriage. I hope your husband will be very kind to you and make
you happy, as I doubt not you will try to do for him. He will tell you where you can apply for the Montana
matter. I do not know. When your history is done, I will gladly aid you all in my power, though I have not much
time to spare here. With the best wishes from Mrs. Howard and myself, I remain
Yours truly,
O. O. HOWARD.

[Editorial of Boston Transcript, July 6.]
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A DASTARDLY ATTACK. – Sarah Winnemucca (Mrs. Hopkins) has been made the object of a villainous attack
(calling in question her private character) in a paper called the "Council Fire," whose obscurity would render the
article harmless had not marked copies been circulated through the mails among the people to whom she is
appealing for defence for her distressed people against the Indian-agency jobbers who have been robbing them.
The elaboration and ingenuity of the means employed to break down her reputation indicate that the attack
comes from persons accustomed to working upon public opinion. At once, upon the article in the "Council Fire"
coming to her knowledge, Mrs. Hopkins wrote to U. S. Judge Bonnifield of Nevada, and received the following
reply:–

WINNEMUCCA, NEV., June 19, 1883.
Mrs. SARAH HOPKINS (née Winnemucca), – Yours of 10th inst., with an article from the May number of the
"Council Fire," is received. In reply, I take pleasure in saying that I have known you personally and by reputation
ever since 1869. Your conduct has always been exemplary, so far as I know. I have never heard your veracity or
chastity questioned in this community.
I handed the article or editorial of the "Council Fire" to the editor of the "Silver State," and send you herein his
reply. I also mail you a copy of the "Silver State."
Your people have just closed a week's "Fandango" at this place. Nearly all the captains were present, besides a
number of Shoshones and Bannocks. There were present about four hundred in all. Hoping you may succeed in
your war upon the corrupt Indian ring, I am yours, etc.,
M. S. BONNIFIELD.

THE INDIAN BUREAU ALARMED. – Sarah Winnemucca, the Piute princess, is lecturing in Boston on what she
knows about Indian agents. She is throwing hot-shot into the camp of the "peace policy hypocrites," who plunder
the red man while professing to be his best, truest, and only friend. She knows by practical experience, acquired
at several Indian agencies, that the Indians, with the exception of the head men, are cheated out of their annuities,
and not infrequently driven to the war-path by the inhuman treatment of those who are paid by the government to
care for their corporeal as well as spiritual wants. She is aware that the Indians at the Malheur Reservation, many
of them members of her own tribe, joined the hostile Bannocks in 1878 because they could get nothing to eat at
the agency, and were starving when the hostiles, loaded with spoils, invited them to join them. She also realizes
the fact that the only time that the Piutes received what the government provided for them was when the military
at Fort McDermitt were intrusted with its distribution. Now, because she states, before an audience in Boston,
what the whites in Nevada and on the frontier generally know to be facts, the "Council Fire," the Washington
organ of the Indian Bureau, roundly abuses her, and styles her the "Amazonian champion of the army." Without
attempting to refute or disprove her assertions, which it undoubtedly knows would be futile, it endeavors to
break their force by attacking her character. It adopts the tactics of the ring organs generally, and instead of
showing wherein she has misrepresented the Indian agents, it contents itself with slandering her, ignoring the fact
that it is the Indian Bureau system, not Sarah Winnemucca's character, that the people are interested in and that is
under discussion. She was with General Howard during the Bannock war, and though he had an opportunity of
knowing more about her reputation for truth and veracity than the "Council Fire," he approves her views of the
Indian question, and countenances her exposé of the hypocrites, who, while pretending to be the truest friends of
the Indians, cheat, starve, and abuse them, and apply the appropriations made by the government for the care of
the Indians to their own uses. What Sarah Winnemucca says of Indian agents in Boston she has asserted before
large audiences on this coast, where the Indian policy of the government is thoroughly understood, yet no agent
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has had the hardihood to publicly deny her statements through the newspapers or before an audience west of the
Rocky Mountains. As she states, the true peace policy in dealing with the Indians is to place them under the care
of the military, who, so far as experience teaches, deal fairly with them, giving them all that the government
appropriates for their use, and holding their chiefs responsible for their good behavior. The "Council Fire" ought
to know that scandalous charges against this woman, based on false affidavits of rascally Indian agents and their
paid tools, are not arguments, and are no answer to her indictment of these agents, the truth of which is not
questioned by persons conversant with the Indian agencies.

Notes:
[For this online edition, footnotes have been renumbered and collected at the end of the book.]
1 When

asked to explain this, she said, "Oh, their eyes were blue, and they had long beards." –
EDITOR.
2 Natchez

means boy.

3 Indian

children are named from some passing circumstance; as, for instance, one of Mrs. Hopkins'
brothers was named Black-eye, because when a very small child, sitting in a sister's lap, who had
beautiful black eyes, he said, "What beautiful black eyes you have!" If they observed the flight of a
bird, or an animal, in short, anything striking that became associated with them, that would be their
appellation. – ED.
4 In

one of her lectures, Mrs. Hopkins spoke of other refinements and manners that the Indian
mother teaches her children; and it is worthy the imitation of the whites. Such manners in the
children account for their behavior to each other in manhood, their self-respect, and respect for each
other. The Indian children really get education in heart and mind, such as we are beginning to give
now to ours for the first time. They are taught a great deal about nature; how to observe the habits of
plants and animals. It is not unlikely that when something like a human communication is
established between the Indians and whites, it may prove a fair exchange, and the knowledge of
nature which has accumulated, for we know not how long, may enrich our early education as much
as reading and writing will enrich theirs. The fact that the Indian children are not taught English,
makes the provision for education made by our government nugatory. Salaries are paid teachers year
after year, who sit in the school-rooms (as Mrs. Hopkins says) and read dime novels, and the
children play round, and learn nothing from them, except some few hymns by rote, which when
visitors come they sing, without understanding one word of it. It is not for the advantage of the
agents to civilize and teach the Indians. And by means of necessary interpreters there is constant
mutual misunderstanding. Indians are made to sign papers that have very different contents from
what they are told. The late William B. Ogden, of Chicago, who has always maintained that the
Indians ought to have citizens' rights, and be represented in Congress, founding his opinion on his
life-long knowledge of the high-toned morality of Indians who wore blankets, said to my sister in
1853, that it was the stereotyped lie of the fur-traders (whose interest it was) that they could not be
civilized; and the late Lewis Cass was their attorney, writing in the North American Review about it,
for his fortune came largely through the fur-interests. We know from H. H.'s "Century of Dishonor,"
that from the beginning the Christian bigots who peopled America looked upon the Indians as
heathen, to be dealt with as Moses commanded Joshua to deal with the heathen of Syria, who
"passed their children through the fire to Moloch," and the services of whose temples were as
licentious as they were cruel. Thus Christendom missed the moral reformation it might have had, if
they had become acquainted with the noble Five Nations, and others whom they have exterminated.
But, "it is never too late to mend," as at last, the country is beginning to see. – THE EDITOR.
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5 See appendix for

the letters given her by General Howard and many other officers, and Mr. Roger
Sherman Day, in 1878, in furtherance of this plan. Mrs. Hopkins has not told in the text of the very
great impression made by her lectures in San Francisco, showing up the iniquity of the agent
Reinhard. It was, doubtless, the rumor of the excitement she caused which led to her being sent for
to Washington. Reinhard could not contradict her there, where he and she were so well known, and
therefore he probably wrote to Washington and told some story for himself. EDITOR.
6 See Appendices
7 Ex.

A and B.

Doc. No. 121, Message of the President of the United States.

8 Oct.

14, 1882. See Appendix.
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It seems but fitting, that I should preface this story of my life with a few
notes of instruction.
The desire to leave behind me some recollections of my life, has been
cherished by me, for many years past; but failing strength or increasing
infirmities have prevented its accomplishment.

At my suggestion and with what assistance I have been able to render,
my son, Ross Charles Edward Stowe, has compiled from my letters and
journals, this biography. It is this true story of my life, told for the most
part, in my own words and has therefore all the force of an autobiography.
It is perhaps much more accurate as to detail & impression than is
possible with any autobiography, written later in life.
If these pages, shall help those who read them to a firmer trust in God &
a deeper sense of His fatherly goodness throughout the days of our earthly
pilgrimage I can say with Valiant for Truth in the Pilgrim's Progress!
I am going to my Father's & tho with great difficulty, I am got thither,
get now, I do not repent me of all the troubles I have been at, to arrive
where I am.
My sword I give to him that shall succeed me in my pilgrimage & my
courage & skill to him that can get it.
Hartford Sept 30
1889
Harriet Beecher Stowe

INTRODUCTORY STATEMENT
I
to express my thanks here to Harper & Brothers, of New York,
for permission to use letters already published in the "Autobiography and
Correspondence of Lyman Beecher." I have availed myself freely of this
permission in chapters i. and iii. In chapter xx. I have given letters already
published in the "Life of George Eliot," by Mr. Cross; but in every instance
I have copied from the original MSS. and not from the published work. In
conclusion, I desire to express my indebtedness to Mr. Kirk Munroe, who
has been my co-laborer in the work of compilation.
CHARLES E. STOWE.
H

, September 30, 1889.
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H
B
(S
) was born June 14, 1811, in the characteristic
New England town of Litchfield, Conn. Her father was the Rev. Dr. Lyman
Beecher, a distinguished Calvinistic divine, her mother Roxanna Foote, his
first wife. The little new-comer was ushered into a household of happy,
healthy children, and found five brothers and sisters awaiting her. The
eldest was Catherine, born September 6, 1800. Following her were two
sturdy boys, William and Edward; then came Mary, then George, and at last
Harriet. Another little Harriet born three years before had died when only
one month old, and the fourth daughter was named, in memory of this
sister, Harriet Elizabeth Beecher. Just two years after Harriet was born, in
the same month, another brother, Henry Ward, was welcomed to the family
circle, and after him came Charles, the last of Roxanna Beecher's children.
The first memorable incident of Harriet's life was the death of her
mother, which occurred when she was four years old, and which ever
afterwards remained with her as the tenderest, saddest, and most sacred
memory of her childhood. Mrs. Stowe's recollections of her mother are
found in a letter to her brother Charles, afterwards published in the
"Autobiography and Correspondence of Lyman Beecher." She says:—
"I was between three and four years of age when our mother died, and
my personal recollections of her are therefore but few. But the deep interest
and veneration that she inspired in all who knew her were such that during
all my childhood I was constantly hearing her spoken of, and from one
friend or another some incident or anecdote of her life was constantly being
impressed upon me.

"Mother was one of those strong, restful, yet widely sympathetic natures
in whom all around seemed to find comfort and repose. The communion
between her and my father was a peculiar one. It was an intimacy
throughout the whole range of their being. There was no human mind in
whose decisions he had greater confidence. Both intellectually and morally
he regarded her as the better and stronger portion of himself, and I
remember hearing him say that after her death his first sensation was a sort
of terror, like that of a child suddenly shut out alone in the dark.
"In my own childhood only two incidents of my mother twinkle like rays
through the darkness. One was of our all running and dancing out before
her from the nursery to the sitting-room one Sabbath morning, and her
pleasant voice saying after us, 'Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy,
children.'
"Another remembrance is this: mother was an enthusiastic horticulturist
in all the small ways that limited means allowed. Her brother John in New
York had just sent her a small parcel of fine tulip-bulbs. I remember
rummaging these out of an obscure corner of the nursery one day when she
was gone out, and being strongly seized with the idea that they were good
to eat, using all the little English I then possessed to persuade my brothers
that these were onions such as grown people ate and would be very nice for
us. So we fell to and devoured the whole, and I recollect being somewhat
disappointed in the odd sweetish taste, and thinking that onions were not so
nice as I had supposed. Then mother's serene face appeared at the nursery
door and we all ran towards her, telling with one voice of our discovery and
achievement. We had found a bag of onions and had eaten them all up.
"Also I remember that there was not even a momentary expression of
impatience, but that she sat down and said, 'My dear children, what you
have done makes mamma very sorry. Those were not onions but roots of
beautiful flowers, and if you had let them alone we should have next
summer in the garden great beautiful red and yellow flowers such as you
never saw.' I remember how drooping and dispirited we all grew at this
picture, and how sadly we regarded the empty paper bag.
"Then I have a recollection of her reading aloud to the children Miss
Edgeworth's 'Frank,' which had just come out, I believe, and was exciting a

good deal of attention among the educational circles of Litchfield. After
that came a time when every one said she was sick, and I used to be
permitted to go once a day into her room, where she sat bolstered up in bed.
I have a vision of a very fair face with a bright red spot on each cheek and
her quiet smile. I remember dreaming one night that mamma had got well,
and of waking with loud transports of joy that were hushed down by some
one who came into the room. My dream was indeed a true one. She was
forever well.
"Then came the funeral. Henry was too little to go. I can see his golden
curls and little black frock as he frolicked in the sun like a kitten, full of
ignorant joy.
"I recollect the mourning dresses, the tears of the older children, the
walking to the burial-ground, and somebody's speaking at the grave. Then
all was closed, and we little ones, to whom it was so confused, asked where
she was gone and would she never come back.
"They told us at one time that she had been laid in the ground, and at
another that she had gone to heaven. Thereupon Henry, putting the two
things together, resolved to dig through the ground and go to heaven to find
her; for being discovered under sister Catherine's window one morning
digging with great zeal and earnestness, she called to him to know what he
was doing. Lifting his curly head, he answered with great simplicity, 'Why,
I'm going to heaven to find mamma.'
"Although our mother's bodily presence thus disappeared from our
circle, I think her memory and example had more influence in moulding her
family, in deterring from evil and exciting to good, than the living presence
of many mothers. It was a memory that met us everywhere, for every
person in the town, from the highest to the lowest, seemed to have been so
impressed by her character and life that they constantly reflected some
portion of it back upon us.
"The passage in 'Uncle Tom' where Augustine St. Clare describes his
mother's influence is a simple reproduction of my own mother's influence
as it has always been felt in her family."

Of his deceased wife Dr. Beecher said: "Few women have attained to
more remarkable piety. Her faith was strong and her prayer prevailing. It
was her wish that all her sons should devote themselves to the ministry, and
to it she consecrated them with fervent prayer. Her prayers have been heard.
All her sons have been converted and are now, according to her wish,
ministers of Christ."
Such was Roxanna Beecher, whose influence upon her four-year-old
daughter was strong enough to mould the whole after-life of the author of
"Uncle Tom's Cabin." After the mother's death the Litchfield home was
such a sad, lonely place for the child that her aunt, Harriet Foote, took her
away for a long visit at her grandmother's at Nut Plains, near Guilford,
Conn., the first journey from home the little one had ever made. Of this visit
Mrs. Stowe herself says:—
"Among my earliest recollections are those of a visit to Nut Plains
immediately after my mother's death. Aunt Harriet Foote, who was with
mother during all her last sickness, took me home to stay with her. At the
close of what seemed to me a long day's ride we arrived after dark at a
lonely little white farmhouse, and were ushered into a large parlor where a
cheerful wood fire was crackling. I was placed in the arms of an old lady,
who held me close and wept silently, a thing at which I marveled, for my
great loss was already faded from my childish mind.

"I remember being put to bed by my aunt in a large room, on one side of
which stood the bed appropriated to her and me, and on the other that of my
grandmother. My aunt Harriet was no common character. A more energetic
human being never undertook the education of a child. Her ideas of
education were those of a vigorous English woman of the old school. She
believed in the Church, and had she been born under that régime would
have believed in the king stoutly, although being of the generation
following the Revolution she was a not less stanch supporter of the
Declaration of Independence.

"According to her views little girls were to be taught to move very
gently, to speak softly and prettily, to say 'yes ma'am,' and 'no ma'am,' never
to tear their clothes, to sew, to knit at regular hours, to go to church on
Sunday and make all the responses, and to come home and be catechised.
"During these catechisings she used to place my little cousin Mary and
myself bolt upright at her knee, while black Dinah and Harry, the bound
boy, were ranged at a respectful distance behind us; for Aunt Harriet always
impressed it upon her servants 'to order themselves lowly and reverently to
all their betters,' a portion of the Church catechism that always pleased me,
particularly when applied to them, as it insured their calling me 'Miss
Harriet,' and treating me with a degree of consideration such as I never
enjoyed in the more democratic circle at home. I became proficient in the
Church catechism, and gave my aunt great satisfaction by the old-fashioned
gravity and steadiness with which I learned to repeat it.
"As my father was a Congregational minister, I believe Aunt Harriet,
though the highest of High Church women, felt some scruples as to whether
it was desirable that my religious education should be entirely out of the
sphere of my birth. Therefore when this catechetical exercise was finished
she would say, 'Now, niece, you have to learn another catechism, because
your father is a Presbyterian minister,'—and then she would endeavor to
make me commit to memory the Assembly catechism.
"At this lengthening of exercise I secretly murmured. I was rather
pleased at the first question in the Church catechism, which is certainly
quite on the level of any child's understanding,—'What is your name?' It
was such an easy good start, I could say it so loud and clear, and I was
accustomed to compare it with the first question in the Primer, 'What is the
chief end of man?' as vastly more difficult for me to answer. In fact,
between my aunt's secret unbelief and my own childish impatience of too
much catechism, the matter was indefinitely postponed after a few
ineffectual attempts, and I was overjoyed to hear her announce privately to
grandmother that she thought it would be time enough for Harriet to learn
the Presbyterian catechism when she went home."
Mingled with this superabundance of catechism and plentiful
needlework the child was treated to copious extracts from Lowth's Isaiah,

Buchanan's Researches in Asia, Bishop Heber's Life, and Dr. Johnson's
Works, which, after her Bible and Prayer Book, were her grandmother's
favorite reading. Harriet does not seem to have fully appreciated these; but
she did enjoy her grandmother's comments upon their biblical readings.
Among the Evangelists especially was the old lady perfectly at home, and
her idea of each of the apostles was so distinct and dramatic that she spoke
of them as of familiar acquaintances. She would, for instance, always smile
indulgently at Peter's remarks and say, "There he is again, now; that's just
like Peter. He's always so ready to put in."
It must have been during this winter spent at Nut Plains, amid such
surroundings, that Harriet began committing to memory that wonderful
assortment of hymns, poems, and scriptural passages from which in after
years she quoted so readily and effectively, for her sister Catherine, in
writing of her the following November, says:—
"Harriet is a very good girl. She has been to school all this summer, and
has learned to read very fluently. She has committed to memory twentyseven hymns and two long chapters in the Bible. She has a remarkably
retentive memory and will make a very good scholar."
At this time the child was five years old, and a regular attendant at
"Ma'am Kilbourne's" school on West Street, to which she walked every day
hand in hand with her chubby, rosy-faced, bare-footed, four-year-old
brother, Henry Ward. With the ability to read germinated the intense literary
longing that was to be hers through life. In those days but few books were
specially prepared for children, and at six years of age we find the little girl
hungrily searching for mental food amid barrels of old sermons and
pamphlets stored in a corner of the garret. Here it seemed to her were some
thousands of the most unintelligible things. "An appeal on the unlawfulness
of a man marrying his wife's sister" turned up in every barrel she
investigated, by twos, or threes, or dozens, till her soul despaired of finding
an end. At last her patient search was rewarded, for at the very bottom of a
barrel of musty sermons she discovered an ancient volume of "The Arabian
Nights." With this her fortune was made, for in these most fascinating of
fairy tales the imaginative child discovered a well-spring of joy that was all
her own. When things went astray with her, when her brothers started off on
long excursions, refusing to take her with them, or in any other childish

sorrow, she had only to curl herself up in some snug corner and sail forth on
her bit of enchanted carpet into fairyland to forget all her griefs.
In recalling her own child-life Mrs. Stowe, among other things,
describes her father's library, and gives a vivid bit of her own experiences
within its walls. She says: "High above all the noise of the house, this room
had to me the air of a refuge and a sanctuary. Its walls were set round from
floor to ceiling with the friendly, quiet faces of books, and there stood my
father's great writing-chair, on one arm of which lay open always his
Cruden's Concordance and his Bible. Here I loved to retreat and niche
myself down in a quiet corner with my favorite books around me. I had a
kind of sheltered feeling as I thus sat and watched my father writing,
turning to his books, and speaking from time to time to himself in a loud,
earnest whisper. I vaguely felt that he was about some holy and mysterious
work quite beyond my little comprehension, and I was careful never to
disturb him by question or remark.
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"The books ranged around filled me too with a solemn awe. On the
lower shelves were enormous folios, on whose backs I spelled in black
letters, 'Lightfoot Opera,' a title whereat I wondered, considering the bulk of

the volumes. Above these, grouped along in friendly, social rows, were
books of all sorts, sizes, and bindings, the titles of which I had read so often
that I knew them by heart. There were Bell's Sermons, Bonnett's Inquiries,
Bogue's Essays, Toplady on Predestination, Boston's Fourfold State, Law's
Serious Call, and other works of that kind. These I looked over wistfully,
day after day, without even a hope of getting something interesting out of
them. The thought that father could read and understand things like these
filled me with a vague awe, and I wondered if I would ever be old enough
to know what it was all about.
"But there was one of my father's books that proved a mine of wealth to
me. It was a happy hour when he brought home and set up in his bookcase
Cotton Mather's 'Magnalia,' in a new edition of two volumes. What
wonderful stories those! Stories too about my own country. Stories that
made me feel the very ground I trod on to be consecrated by some special
dealing of God's Providence."
In continuing these reminiscences Mrs. Stowe describes as follows her
sensations upon first hearing the Declaration of Independence: "I had never
heard it before, and even now had but a vague idea of what was meant by
some parts of it. Still I gathered enough from the recital of the abuses and
injuries that had driven my nation to this course to feel myself swelling with
indignation, and ready with all my little mind and strength to applaud the
concluding passage, which Colonel Talmadge rendered with resounding
majesty. I was as ready as any of them to pledge my life, fortune, and sacred
honor for such a cause. The heroic element was strong in me, having come
down by ordinary generation from a long line of Puritan ancestry, and just
now it made me long to do something, I knew not what: to fight for my
country, or to make some declaration on my own account."
When Harriet was nearly six years old her father married as his second
wife Miss Harriet Porter of Portland, Maine, and Mrs. Stowe thus describes
her new mother: "I slept in the nursery with my two younger brothers. We
knew that father was gone away somewhere on a journey and was expected
home, therefore the sound of a bustle in the house the more easily awoke
us. As father came into our room our new mother followed him. She was
very fair, with bright blue eyes, and soft auburn hair bound round with a
black velvet bandeau, and to us she seemed very beautiful.

"Never did stepmother make a prettier or sweeter impression. The
morning following her arrival we looked at her with awe. She seemed to us
so fair, so delicate, so elegant, that we were almost afraid to go near her. We
must have appeared to her as rough, red-faced, country children, honest,
obedient, and bashful. She was peculiarly dainty and neat in all her ways
and arrangements, and I used to feel breezy, rough, and rude in her
presence.
"In her religion she was distinguished for a most unfaltering Christworship. She was of a type noble but severe, naturally hard, correct, exact
and exacting, with intense natural and moral ideality. Had it not been that
Doctor Payson had set up and kept before her a tender, human, loving
Christ, she would have been only a conscientious bigot. This image,
however, gave softness and warmth to her religious life, and I have since
noticed how her Christ-enthusiasm has sprung up in the hearts of all her
children."
In writing to her old home of her first impressions of her new one, Mrs.
Beecher says: "It is a very lovely family, and with heartfelt gratitude I
observed how cheerful and healthy they were. The sentiment is greatly
increased, since I perceive them to be of agreeable habits and some of them
of uncommon intellect."
This new mother proved to be indeed all that the name implies to her
husband's children, and never did they have occasion to call her aught other
than blessed.
Another year finds a new baby brother, Frederick by name, added to the
family. At this time too we catch a characteristic glimpse of Harriet in one
of her sister Catherine's letters. She says: "Last week we interred Tom
junior with funeral honors by the side of old Tom of happy memory. Our
Harriet is chief mourner always at their funerals. She asked for what she
called an epithet for the gravestone of Tom junior, which I gave as follows:
—

"Here lies our Kit,
Who had a fit,
And acted queer,
Shot with a gun,
Her race is run,
And she lies here."
In June, 1820, little Frederick died from scarlet fever, and Harriet was
seized with a violent attack of the same dread disease; but, after a severe
struggle, recovered.
Following her happy, hearty child-life, we find her tramping through the
woods or going on fishing excursions with her brothers, sitting thoughtfully
in her father's study, listening eagerly to the animated theological
discussions of the day, visiting her grandmother at Nut Plains, and figuring
as one of the brightest scholars in the Litchfield Academy, taught by Mr.
John Brace and Miss Pierce. When she was eleven years old her brother
Edward wrote of her: "Harriet reads everything she can lay hands on, and
sews and knits diligently."
At this time she was no longer the youngest girl of the family, for
another sister (Isabella) had been born in 1822. This event served greatly to
mature her, as she was intrusted with much of the care of the baby out of
school hours. It was not, however, allowed to interfere in any way with her
studies, and, under the skillful direction of her beloved teachers, she seemed
to absorb knowledge with every sense. She herself writes: "Much of the
training and inspiration of my early days consisted not in the things that I
was supposed to be studying, but in hearing, while seated unnoticed at my
desk, the conversation of Mr. Brace with the older classes. There, from hour
to hour, I listened with eager ears to historical criticisms and discussions, or
to recitations in such works as Paley's Moral Philosophy, Blair's Rhetoric,
Allison on Taste, all full of most awakening suggestions to my thoughts.
"Mr. Brace exceeded all teachers I ever knew in the faculty of teaching
composition. The constant excitement in which he kept the minds of his
pupils, the wide and varied regions of thought into which he led them,
formed a preparation for composition, the main requisite for which is to
have something which one feels interested to say."

In her tenth year Harriet began what to her was the fascinating work of
writing compositions, and so rapidly did she progress that at the school
exhibition held when she was twelve years old, hers was one of the two or
three essays selected to be read aloud before the august assembly of visitors
attracted by the occasion.
Of this event Mrs. Stowe writes: "I remember well the scene at that
exhibition, to me so eventful. The hall was crowded with all the literati of
Litchfield. Before them all our compositions were read aloud. When mine
was read I noticed that father, who was sitting on high by Mr. Brace,
brightened and looked interested, and at the close I heard him ask, 'Who
wrote that composition?' 'Your daughter, sir,' was the answer. It was the
proudest moment of my life. There was no mistaking father's face when he
was pleased, and to have interested him was past all juvenile triumphs."
That composition has been carefully preserved, and on the old yellow
sheets the cramped childish handwriting is still distinctly legible. As the
first literary production of one who afterwards attained such distinction as a
writer, it is deemed of sufficient value and interest to be embodied in this
biography exactly as it was written and read sixty-five years ago. The
subject was certainly a grave one to be handled by a child of twelve.
CAN THE IMMORTALITY OF THE SOUL BE PROVED BY THE
LIGHT OF NATURE?
It has justly been concluded by the philosophers of every age that
"The proper study of mankind is man," and his nature and
composition, both physical and mental, have been subjects of the most
critical examination. In the course of these researches many have been
at a loss to account for the change which takes place in the body at the
time of death. By some it has been attributed to the flight of its tenant,
and by others to its final annihilation.
The questions, "What becomes of the soul at the time of death?"
and, if it be not annihilated, "What is its destiny after death?" are those
which, from the interest that we all feel in them, will probably engross
universal attention.

In pursuing these inquiries it will be necessary to divest ourselves
of all that knowledge which we have obtained from the light which
revelation has shed over them, and place ourselves in the same
position as the philosophers of past ages when considering the same
subject.
The first argument which has been advanced to prove the
immortality of the soul is drawn from the nature of the mind itself. It
has (say the supporters of this theory) no composition of parts, and
therefore, as there are no particles, is not susceptible of divisibility and
cannot be acted upon by decay, and therefore if it will not decay it will
exist forever.
Now because the mind is not susceptible of decay effected in the
ordinary way by a gradual separation of particles, affords no proof that
that same omnipotent power which created it cannot by another simple
exertion of power again reduce it to nothing. The only reason for belief
which this argument affords is that the soul cannot be acted upon by
decay. But it does not prove that it cannot destroy its existence.
Therefore, for the validity of this argument, it must either be proved
that the "Creator" has not the power to destroy it, or that he has not the
will; but as neither of these can be established, our immortality is left
dependent on the pleasure of the Creator. But it is said that it is evident
that the Creator designed the soul for immortality, or he would never
have created it so essentially different from the body, for had they both
been designed for the same end they would both have been created
alike, as there would have been no object in forming them otherwise.
This only proves that the soul and body had not the same destinations.
Now of what these destinations are we know nothing, and after much
useless reasoning we return where we began, our argument depending
upon the good pleasure of the Creator.
And here it is said that a being of such infinite wisdom and
benevolence as that of which the Creator is possessed would not have
formed man with such vast capacities and boundless desires, and
would have given him no opportunity for exercising them.

In order to establish the validity of this argument it is necessary to
prove by the light of Nature that the Creator is benevolent, which,
being impracticable, is of itself sufficient to render the argument
invalid.
But the argument proceeds upon the supposition that to destroy the
soul would be unwise. Now this is arraigning the "All-wise" before the
tribunal of his subjects to answer for the mistakes in his government.
Can we look into the council of the "Unsearchable" and see what
means are made to answer their ends? We do not know but the
destruction of the soul may, in the government of God, be made to
answer such a purpose that its existence would be contrary to the
dictates of wisdom.
The great desire of the soul for immortality, its secret, innate horror
of annihilation, has been brought to prove its immortality. But do we
always find this horror or this desire? Is it not much more evident that
the great majority of mankind have no such dread at all? True that
there is a strong feeling of horror excited by the idea of perishing from
the earth and being forgotten, of losing all those honors and all that
fame awaited them. Many feel this secret horror when they look down
upon the vale of futurity and reflect that though now the idols of the
world, soon all which will be left them will be the common portion of
mankind—oblivion! But this dread does not arise from any idea of
their destiny beyond the tomb, and even were this true, it would afford
no proof that the mind would exist forever, merely from its strong
desires. For it might with as much correctness be argued that the body
will exist forever because we have a great dread of dying, and upon
this principle nothing which we strongly desire would ever be withheld
from us, and no evil that we greatly dread will ever come upon us, a
principle evidently false.
Again, it has been said that the constant progression of the powers
of the mind affords another proof of its immortality. Concerning this,
Addison remarks, "Were a human soul ever thus at a stand in her
acquirements, were her faculties to be full blown and incapable of
further enlargement, I could imagine that she might fall away
insensibly and drop at once into a state of annihilation. But can we

believe a thinking being that is in a perpetual progress of
improvement, and traveling on from perfection to perfection after
having just looked abroad into the works of her Creator and made a
few discoveries of his infinite wisdom and goodness, must perish at
her first setting out and in the very beginning of her inquiries?"
In answer to this it may be said that the soul is not always
progressing in her powers. Is it not rather a subject of general remark
that those brilliant talents which in youth expand, in manhood become
stationary, and in old age gradually sink to decay? Till when the
ancient man descends to the tomb scarce a wreck of that once powerful
mind remains.
Who, but upon reading the history of England, does not look with
awe upon the effects produced by the talents of her Elizabeth? Who
but admires that undaunted firmness in time of peace and that
profound depth of policy which she displayed in the cabinet? Yet
behold the tragical end of this learned, this politic princess! Behold the
triumphs of age and sickness over her once powerful talents, and say
not that the faculties of man are always progressing in their powers.
From the activity of the mind at the hour of death has also been
deduced its immortality. But it is not true that the mind is always
active at the time of death. We find recorded in history numberless
instances of those talents, which were once adequate to the
government of a nation, being so weakened and palsied by the touch of
sickness as scarcely to tell to beholders what they once were. The
talents of the statesman, the wisdom of the sage, the courage and might
of the warrior, are instantly destroyed by it, and all that remains of
them is the waste of idiocy or the madness of insanity.
Some minds there are who at the time of death retain their faculties
though much impaired, and if the argument be valid these are the only
cases where immortality is conferred. Again, it is urged that the
inequality of rewards and punishments in this world demand another in
which virtue may be rewarded and vice punished. This argument, in
the first place, takes for its foundation that by the light of nature the
distinction between virtue and vice can be discovered. By some this is

absolutely disbelieved, and by all considered as extremely doubtful.
And, secondly, it puts the Creator under an obligation to reward and
punish the actions of his creatures. No such obligation exists, and
therefore the argument cannot be valid. And this supposes the Creator
to be a being of justice, which cannot by the light of nature be proved,
and as the whole argument rests upon this foundation it certainly
cannot be correct.
This argument also directly impeaches the wisdom of the Creator,
for the sense of it is this,—that, forasmuch as he was not able to
manage his government in this world, he must have another in which
to rectify the mistakes and oversights of this, and what an idea would
this give us of our All-wise Creator?
It is also said that all nations have some conceptions of a future
state, that the ancient Greeks and Romans believed in it, that no nation
has been found but have possessed some idea of a future state of
existence. But their belief arose more from the fact that they wished it
to be so than from any real ground of belief; for arguments appear
much more plausible when the mind wishes to be convinced. But it is
said that every nation, however circumstanced, possess some idea of a
future state. For this we may account by the fact that it was handed
down by tradition from the time of the flood. From all these
arguments, which, however plausible at first sight, are found to be
futile, may be argued the necessity of a revelation. Without it, the
destiny of the noblest of the works of God would have been left in
obscurity. Never till the blessed light of the Gospel dawned on the
borders of the pit, and the heralds of the Cross proclaimed "Peace on
earth and good will to men," was it that bewildered and misled man
was enabled to trace his celestial origin and glorious destiny.
The sun of the Gospel has dispelled the darkness that has rested on
objects beyond the tomb. In the Gospel man learned that when the dust
returned to dust the spirit fled to the God who gave it. He there found
that though man has lost the image of his divine Creator, he is still
destined, after this earthly house of his tabernacle is dissolved, to an
inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, and that fadeth not away, to a
house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens.

Soon after the writing of this remarkable composition, Harriet's child-life
in Litchfield came to an end, for that same year she went to Hartford to
pursue her studies in a school which had been recently established by her
sister Catherine in that city.

CHAPTER II.
SCHOOL DAYS IN HARTFORD, 1824-1832.
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T school days in Hartford began a new era in Harriet's life. It was the
formative period, and it is therefore important to say a few words
concerning her sister Catherine, under whose immediate supervision she
was to continue her education. In fact, no one can comprehend either Mrs.
Stowe or her writings without some knowledge of the life and character of
this remarkable woman, whose strong, vigorous mind and tremendous
personality indelibly stamped themselves on the sensitive, yielding, dreamy,
and poetic nature of the younger sister. Mrs. Stowe herself has said that the
two persons who most strongly influenced her at this period of her life were
her brother Edward and her sister Catherine.
Catherine was the oldest child of Lyman Beecher and Roxanna Foote,
his wife. In a little battered journal found among her papers is a short sketch
of her life, written when she was seventy-six years of age. In a tremulous
hand she begins: "I was born at East Hampton, L. I., September 5, 1800, at
5 P. M., in the large parlor opposite father's study. Don't remember much
about it myself." The sparkle of wit in this brief notice of the circumstances
of her birth is very characteristic. All through her life little ripples of fun
were continually playing on the surface of that current of intense thought
and feeling in which her deep, earnest nature flowed.
When she was ten years of age her father removed to Litchfield, Conn.,
and her happy girlhood was passed in that place. Her bright and versatile
mind and ready wit enabled her to pass brilliantly through her school days
with but little mental exertion, and those who knew her slightly might have

imagined her to be only a bright, thoughtless, light-hearted girl. In Boston,
at the age of twenty, she took lessons in music and drawing, and became so
proficient in these branches as to secure a position as teacher in a young
ladies' school, kept by a Rev. Mr. Judd, an Episcopal clergyman, at New
London, Conn. About this time she formed the acquaintance of Professor
Alexander Metcalf Fisher, of Yale College, one of the most distinguished
young men in New England. In January of the year 1822 they became
engaged, and the following spring Professor Fisher sailed for Europe to
purchase books and scientific apparatus for the use of his department in the
college.
In his last letter to Miss Beecher, dated March 31, 1822, he writes:—
"I set out at 10 precisely to-morrow, in the Albion for Liverpool; the ship
has no superior in the whole number of excellent vessels belonging to this
port, and Captain Williams is regarded as first on their list of commanders.
The accommodations are admirable—fare $140. Unless our ship should
speak some one bound to America on the passage, you will probably not
hear from me under two months."
Before two months had passed came vague rumors of a terrible
shipwreck on the coast of Ireland. Then the tidings that the Albion was lost.
Then came a letter from Mr. Pond, at Kinsale, Ireland, dated May 2, 1822:
—
"You have doubtless heard of the shipwreck of the Albion packet of New
York, bound to Liverpool. It was a melancholy shipwreck. It happened
about four o'clock on the morning of the 22d of April. Professor Fisher, of
Yale College, was one of the passengers. Out of twenty-three cabin
passengers, but one reached the shore. He is a Mr. Everhart, of Chester
County, Pennsylvania. He informs me that Professor Fisher was injured by
things that fetched away in the cabin at the time the ship was knocked
down. This was between 8 and 9 o'clock in the evening of the twenty-first.
Mr. Fisher, though badly bruised, was calm and resolute, and assisted
Captain Williams by taking the injured compass to his berth and repairing
it. About five minutes before the vessel struck Captain Williams informed
the passengers of their danger, and all went on deck except Professor Fisher,

who remained sitting in his berth. Mr. Everhart was the last person who left
the cabin, and the last who ever saw Professor Fisher alive."
I should not have spoken of this incident of family history with such
minuteness, except for the fact that it is so much a part of Mrs. Stowe's life
as to make it impossible to understand either her character or her most
important works without it. Without this incident "The Minister's Wooing"
never would have been written, for both Mrs. Marvyn's terrible soul
struggles and old Candace's direct and effective solution of all religious
difficulties find their origin in this stranded, storm-beaten ship on the coast
of Ireland, and the terrible mental conflicts through which her sister
afterward passed, for she believed Professor Fisher eternally lost. No mind
more directly and powerfully influenced Harriet's than that of her sister
Catherine, unless it was her brother Edward's, and that which acted with
such overwhelming power on the strong, unyielding mind of the older sister
must have, in time, a permanent and abiding influence on the mind of the
younger.
After Professor Fisher's death his books came into Miss Beecher's
possession, and among them was a complete edition of Scott's works. It was
an epoch in the family history when Doctor Beecher came down-stairs one
day with a copy of "Ivanhoe" in his hand, and said: "I have always said that
my children should not read novels, but they must read these."
The two years following the death of Professor Fisher were passed by
Miss Catherine Beecher at Franklin, Mass., at the home of Professor
Fisher's parents, where she taught his two sisters, studied mathematics with
his brother Willard, and listened to Doctor Emmons' fearless and pitiless
preaching. Hers was a mind too strong and buoyant to be crushed and
prostrated by that which would have driven a weaker and less resolute
nature into insanity. Of her it may well be said:—
"She faced the spectres of the mind
And laid them, thus she came at length
To find a stronger faith her own."
Gifted naturally with a capacity for close metaphysical analysis and a
robust fearlessness in following her premises to a logical conclusion, she
arrived at results startling and original, if not always of permanent value.

In 1840 she published in the "Biblical Repository" an article on Free
Agency, which has been acknowledged by competent critics as the ablest
refutation of Edwards on "The Will" which has appeared. An amusing
incident connected with this publication may not be out of place here. A
certain eminent theological professor of New England, visiting a
distinguished German theologian and speaking of this production, said:
"The ablest refutation of Edwards on 'The Will' which was ever written is
the work of a woman, the daughter of Dr. Lyman Beecher." The worthy
Teuton raised both hands in undisguised astonishment. "You have a woman
that can write an able refutation of Edwards on 'The Will'? God forgive
Christopher Columbus for discovering America!"
Not finding herself able to love a God whom she thought of in her own
language as "a perfectly happy being, unmoved by my sorrows or tears, and
looking upon me only with dislike and aversion," she determined "to find
happiness in living to do good." "It was right to pray and read the Bible, so I
prayed and read. It was right to try to save others, so I labored for their
salvation. I never had any fear of punishment or hope of reward all these
years." She was tormented with doubts. "What has the Son of God done
which the meanest and most selfish creature upon earth would not have
done? After making such a wretched race and placing them in such
disastrous circumstances, somehow, without any sorrow or trouble, Jesus
Christ had a human nature that suffered and died. If something else besides
ourselves will do all the suffering, who would not save millions of wretched
beings and receive all the honor and gratitude without any of the trouble?
Sometimes when such thoughts passed through my mind, I felt that it was
all pride, rebellion, and sin."
So she struggles on, sometimes floundering deep in the mire of doubt,
and then lifted for the moment above it by her naturally buoyant spirits, and
general tendency to look on the bright side of things. In this condition of
mind, she came to Hartford in the winter of 1824, and began a school with
eight scholars, and it was in the practical experience of teaching that she
found a final solution of all her difficulties. She continues:—
"After two or three years I commenced giving instruction in mental
philosophy, and at the same time began a regular course of lectures and
instructions from the Bible, and was much occupied with plans for

governing my school, and in devising means to lead my pupils to become
obedient, amiable, and pious. By degrees I finally arrived at the following
principles in the government of my school:—
"First. It is indispensable that my scholars should feel that I am sincerely
and deeply interested in their best happiness, and the more I can convince
them of this, the more ready will be their obedience.
"Second. The preservation of authority and order depends upon the
certainty that unpleasant consequences to themselves will inevitably be the
result of doing wrong.
"Third. It is equally necessary, to preserve my own influence and their
affection, that they should feel that punishment is the natural result of
wrong-doing in such a way that they shall regard themselves, instead of me,
as the cause of their punishment.
"Fourth. It is indispensable that my scholars should see that my
requisitions are reasonable. In the majority of cases this can be shown, and
in this way such confidence will be the result that they will trust to my
judgment and knowledge, in cases where no explanation can be given.
"Fifth. The more I can make my scholars feel that I am actuated by a
spirit of self-denying benevolence, the more confidence they will feel in
me, and the more they will be inclined to submit to self-denying duties for
the good of others.
"After a while I began to compare my experience with the government
of God. I finally got through the whole subject, and drew out the results,
and found that all my difficulties were solved and all my darkness
dispelled."
Her solution in brief is nothing more than that view of the divine nature
which was for so many years preached by her brother, Henry Ward Beecher,
and set forth in the writings of her sister Harriet,—the conception of a being
of infinite love, patience, and kindness who suffers with man. The
sufferings of Christ on the cross were not the sufferings of his human nature
merely, but the sufferings of the divine nature in Him. In Christ we see the
only revelation of God, and that is the revelation of one that suffers. This is
the fundamental idea in "The Minister's Wooing," and it is the idea of God

in which the storm-tossed soul of the older sister at last found rest. All this
was directly opposed to that fundamental principle of theologians that God,
being the infinitely perfect Being, cannot suffer, because suffering indicates
imperfection. To Miss Beecher's mind the lack of ability to suffer with his
suffering creatures was a more serious imperfection. Let the reader turn to
the twenty-fourth chapter of "The Minister's Wooing" for a complete
presentation of this subject, especially the passage that begins, "Sorrow is
divine: sorrow is reigning on the throne of the universe."
In the fall of the year 1824, while her sister Catherine was passing
through the soul crisis which we have been describing, Harriet came to the
school that she had recently established.
In a letter to her son written in 1886, speaking of this period of her life,
Mrs. Stowe says: "Somewhere between my twelfth and thirteenth year I
was placed under the care of my elder sister Catherine, in the school that
she had just started in Hartford, Connecticut. When I entered the school
there were not more than twenty-five scholars in it, but it afterwards
numbered its pupils by the hundreds. The school-room was on Main Street,
nearly opposite Christ Church, over Sheldon & Colton's harness store, at
the sign of the two white horses. I never shall forget the pleasure and
surprise which these two white horses produced in my mind when I first
saw them. One of the young men who worked in the rear of the harness
store had a most beautiful tenor voice, and it was my delight to hear him
singing in school hours:—
'When in cold oblivion's shade
Beauty, wealth, and power are laid,
When, around the sculptured shrine,
Moss shall cling and ivy twine,
Where immortal spirits reign,
There shall we all meet again.'

"As my father's salary was inadequate to the wants of his large family,
the expense of my board in Hartford was provided for by a species of
exchange. Mr. Isaac D. Bull sent a daughter to Miss Pierce's seminary in
Litchfield, and she boarded in my father's family in exchange for my board
in her father's family. If my good, refined, neat, particular stepmother could
have chosen, she could not have found a family more exactly suited to her
desires. The very soul of neatness and order pervaded the whole
establishment. Mr. I. D. Bull was a fine, vigorous, white-haired man on the
declining slope of life, but full of energy and of kindness. Mr. Samuel
Collins, a neighbor who lived next door, used to frequently come in and

make most impressive and solemn calls on Miss Mary Anne Bull, who was
a brunette and a celebrated beauty of the day. I well remember her long
raven curls falling from the comb that held them up on the top of her head.
She had a rich soprano voice, and was the leading singer in the Centre
Church choir. The two brothers also had fine, manly voices, and the family
circle was often enlivened by quartette singing and flute playing. Mr. Bull
kept a very large wholesale drug store on Front Street, in which his two
sons, Albert and James, were clerks. The oldest son, Watson Bull, had
established a retail drug store at the sign of the 'Good Samaritan.' A large
picture of the Good Samaritan relieving the wounded traveler formed a
striking part of the sign, and was contemplated by me with reverence.
"The mother of the family gave me at once a child's place in her heart. A
neat little hall chamber was allotted to me for my own, and a well made and
kept single bed was given me, of which I took daily care with awful
satisfaction. If I was sick nothing could exceed the watchful care and tender
nursing of Mrs. Bull. In school my two most intimate friends were the
leading scholars. They had written to me before I came and I had answered
their letters, and on my arrival they gave me the warmest welcome. One
was Catherine Ledyard Cogswell, daughter of the leading and best-beloved
of Hartford physicians. The other was Georgiana May, daughter of a most
lovely Christian woman who was a widow. Georgiana was one of many
children, having two younger sisters, Mary and Gertrude, and several
brothers. Catherine Cogswell was one of the most amiable, sprightly,
sunny-tempered individuals I have ever known. She was, in fact, so much
beloved that it was difficult for me to see much of her. Her time was all
bespoken by different girls. One might walk with her to school, another had
the like promise on the way home. And at recess, of which we had every
day a short half hour, there was always a suppliant at Katy's shrine, whom
she found it hard to refuse. Yet, among all these claimants, she did keep a
little place here and there for me. Georgiana was older and graver, and less
fascinating to the other girls, but between her and me there grew up the
warmest friendship, which proved lifelong in its constancy.
"Catherine and Georgiana were reading 'Virgil' when I came to the
school. I began the study of Latin alone, and at the end of the first year
made a translation of 'Ovid' in verse, which was read at the final exhibition
of the school, and regarded, I believe, as a very creditable performance. I

was very much interested in poetry, and it was my dream to be a poet. I
began a drama called 'Cleon.' The scene was laid in the court and time of
the emperor Nero, and Cleon was a Greek lord residing at Nero's court,
who, after much searching and doubting, at last comes to the knowledge of
Christianity. I filled blank book after blank book with this drama. It filled
my thoughts sleeping and waking. One day sister Catherine pounced down
upon me, and said that I must not waste my time writing poetry, but
discipline my mind by the study of Butler's 'Analogy.' So after this I wrote
out abstracts from the 'Analogy,' and instructed a class of girls as old as
myself, being compelled to master each chapter just ahead of the class I was
teaching. About this time I read Baxter's 'Saint's Rest.' I do not think any
book affected me more powerfully. As I walked the pavements I used to
wish that they might sink beneath me if only I might find myself in heaven.
I was at the same time very much interested in Butler's 'Analogy,' for Mr.
Brace used to lecture on such themes when I was at Miss Pierce's school at
Litchfield. I also began the study of French and Italian with a Miss Degan,
who was born in Italy.
"It was about this time that I first believed myself to be a Christian. I
was spending my summer vacation at home, in Litchfield. I shall ever
remember that dewy, fresh summer morning. I knew that it was a
sacramental Sunday, and thought with sadness that when all the good
people should take the sacrificial bread and wine I should be left out. I tried
hard to feel my sins and count them up; but what with the birds, the daisies,
and the brooks that rippled by the way, it was impossible. I came into
church quite dissatisfied with myself, and as I looked upon the pure white
cloth, the snowy bread and shining cups, of the communion table, thought
with a sigh: 'There won't be anything for me to-day; it is all for these
grown-up Christians.' Nevertheless, when father began to speak, I was
drawn to listen by a certain pathetic earnestness in his voice. Most of
father's sermons were as unintelligible to me as if he had spoken in
Choctaw. But sometimes he preached what he was accustomed to call a
'frame sermon;' that is, a sermon that sprung out of the deep feeling of the
occasion, and which consequently could be neither premeditated nor
repeated. His text was taken from the Gospel of John, the declaration of
Jesus: 'Behold, I call you no longer servants, but friends.' His theme was
Jesus as a soul friend offered to every human being.

"Forgetting all his hair-splitting distinctions and dialectic subtleties, he
spoke in direct, simple, and tender language of the great love of Christ and
his care for the soul. He pictured Him as patient with our errors,
compassionate with our weaknesses, and sympathetic for our sorrows. He
went on to say how He was ever near us, enlightening our ignorance,
guiding our wanderings, comforting our sorrows with a love unwearied by
faults, unchilled by ingratitude, till at last He should present us faultless
before the throne of his glory with exceeding joy.
"I sat intent and absorbed. Oh! how much I needed just such a friend, I
thought to myself. Then the awful fact came over me that I had never had
any conviction of my sins, and consequently could not come to Him. I
longed to cry out 'I will,' when father made his passionate appeal, 'Come,
then, and trust your soul to this faithful friend.' Like a flash it came over me
that if I needed conviction of sin, He was able to give me even this also. I
would trust Him for the whole. My whole soul was illumined with joy, and
as I left the church to walk home, it seemed to me as if Nature herself were
hushing her breath to hear the music of heaven.
"As soon as father came home and was seated in his study, I went up to
him and fell in his arms saying, 'Father, I have given myself to Jesus, and
He has taken me.' I never shall forget the expression of his face as he
looked down into my earnest, childish eyes; it was so sweet, so gentle, and
like sunlight breaking out upon a landscape. 'Is it so?' he said, holding me
silently to his heart, as I felt the hot tears fall on my head. 'Then has a new
flower blossomed in the kingdom this day.'"
If she could have been let alone, and taught "to look up and not down,
forward and not back, out and not in," this religious experience might have
gone on as sweetly and naturally as the opening of a flower in the gentle
rays of the sun. But unfortunately this was not possible at that time, when
self-examination was carried to an extreme that was calculated to drive a
nervous and sensitive mind well-nigh distracted. First, even her sister
Catherine was afraid that there might be something wrong in the case of a
lamb that had come into the fold without being first chased all over the lot
by the shepherd; great stress being laid, in those days, on what was called
"being under conviction." Then also the pastor of the First Church in
Hartford, a bosom friend of Dr. Beecher, looked with melancholy and

suspicious eyes on this unusual and doubtful path to heaven,—but more of
this hereafter. Harriet's conversion took place in the summer of 1825, when
she was fourteen, and the following year, April, 1826, Dr. Beecher resigned
his pastorate in Litchfield to accept a call to the Hanover Street Church,
Boston, Mass. In a letter to her grandmother Foote at Guilford, dated
Hartford, March 4, 1826, Harriet writes:—
"You have probably heard that our home in Litchfield is broken up. Papa
has received a call to Boston, and concluded to accept, because he could not
support his family in Litchfield. He was dismissed last week Tuesday, and
will be here (Hartford) next Tuesday with mamma and Isabel. Aunt Esther
will take Charles and Thomas to her house for the present. Papa's salary is
to be $2,000 and $500 settlement.
"I attend school constantly and am making some progress in my studies.
I devote most of my attention to Latin and to arithmetic, and hope soon to
prepare myself to assist Catherine in the school."
This breaking up of the Litchfield home led Harriet, under her father's
advice, to seek to connect herself with the First Church of Hartford.
Accordingly, accompanied by two of her school friends, she went one day
to the pastor's study to consult with him concerning the contemplated step.
The good man listened attentively to the child's simple and modest
statement of Christian experience, and then with an awful, though kindly,
solemnity of speech and manner said, "Harriet, do you feel that if the
universe should be destroyed (awful pause) you could be happy with God
alone?" After struggling in vain, in her mental bewilderment, to fix in her
mind some definite conception of the meaning of the sounds which fell on
her ear like the measured strokes of a bell, the child of fourteen stammered
out, "Yes, sir."
"You realize, I trust," continued the doctor, "in some measure at least,
the deceitfulness of your heart, and that in punishment for your sins God
might justly leave you to make yourself as miserable as you have made
yourself sinful?"
"Yes, sir," again stammered Harriet.

Having thus effectually, and to his own satisfaction, fixed the child's
attention on the morbid and over-sensitive workings of her own heart, the
good and truly kind-hearted man dismissed her with a fatherly benediction.
But where was the joyous ecstasy of that beautiful Sabbath morning of a
year ago? Where was that heavenly friend? Yet was not this as it should be,
and might not God leave her "to make herself as miserable as she had made
herself sinful"?
In a letter addressed to her brother Edward, about this time, she writes:
"My whole life is one continued struggle: I do nothing right. I yield to
temptation almost as soon as it assails me. My deepest feelings are very
evanescent. I am beset behind and before, and my sins take away all my
happiness. But that which most constantly besets me is pride—I can trace
almost all my sins back to it."
In the mean time, the school is prospering. February 16, 1827, Catherine
writes to Dr. Beecher: "My affairs go on well. The stock is all taken up, and
next week I hope to have out the prospectus of the 'Hartford Female
Seminary.' I hope the building will be done, and all things in order, by June.
The English lady is coming with twelve pupils from New York." Speaking
of Harriet, who was at this time with her father in Boston, she adds: "I have
received some letters from Harriet to-day which make me feel uneasy. She
says, 'I don't know as I am fit for anything, and I have thought that I could
wish to die young, and let the remembrance of me and my faults perish in
the grave, rather than live, as I fear I do, a trouble to every one. You don't
know how perfectly wretched I often feel: so useless, so weak, so destitute
of all energy. Mamma often tells me that I am a strange, inconsistent being.
Sometimes I could not sleep, and have groaned and cried till midnight,
while in the daytime I tried to appear cheerful and succeeded so well that
papa reproved me for laughing so much. I was so absent sometimes that I
made strange mistakes, and then they all laughed at me, and I laughed, too,
though I felt as though I should go distracted. I wrote rules; made out a
regular system for dividing my time; but my feelings vary so much that it is
almost impossible for me to be regular.'"
But let Harriet "take courage in her dark sorrows and melancholies," as
Carlyle says: "Samuel Johnson too had hypochondrias; all great souls are
apt to have, and to be in thick darkness generally till the eternal ways and

the celestial guiding stars disclose themselves, and the vague abyss of life
knits itself up into firmaments for them."
At the same time (the winter of 1827), Catherine writes to Edward
concerning Harriet: "If she could come here (Hartford) it might be the best
thing for her, for she can talk freely to me. I can get her books, and
Catherine Cogswell, Georgiana May, and her friends here could do more for
her than any one in Boston, for they love her and she loves them very much.
Georgiana's difficulties are different from Harriet's: she is speculating about
doctrines, etc. Harriet will have young society here all the time, which she
cannot have at home, and I think cheerful and amusing friends will do much
for her. I can do better in preparing her to teach drawing than any one else,
for I best know what is needed."
It was evidently necessary that something should be done to restore
Harriet to a more tranquil and healthful frame of mind; consequently in the
spring of 1827, accompanied by her friend Georgiana May, she went to visit
her grandmother Foote at Nut Plains, Guilford. Miss May refers to this visit
in a letter to Mrs. Foote, in January of the following winter.
H

, January 4, 1828.

D
M .F
:— . . . I very often think of you and the happy
hours I passed at your house last spring. It seems as if it were but
yesterday: now, while I am writing, I can see your pleasant house and
the familiar objects around you as distinctly as the day I left them.
Harriet and I are very much the same girls we were then. I do not
believe we have altered very much, though she is improved in some
respects.
The August following this visit to Guilford Harriet writes to her brother
Edward in a vein which is still streaked with sadness, but shows some
indication of returning health of mind.
"Many of my objections you did remove that afternoon we spent
together. After that I was not as unhappy as I had been. I felt, nevertheless,
that my views were very indistinct and contradictory, and feared that if you
left me thus I might return to the same dark, desolate state in which I had
been all summer. I felt that my immortal interest, my happiness for both

worlds, was depending on the turn my feelings might take. In my
disappointment and distress I called upon God, and it seemed as if I was
heard. I felt that He could supply the loss of all earthly love. All misery and
darkness were over. I felt as if restored, nevermore to fall. Such sober
certainty of waking bliss had long been a stranger to me. But even then I
had doubts as to whether these feelings were right, because I felt love to
God alone without that ardent love for my fellow-creatures which
Christians have often felt. . . . I cannot say exactly what it is makes me
reluctant to speak of my feelings. It costs me an effort to express feeling of
any kind, but more particularly to speak of my private religious feelings. If
any one questions me, my first impulse is to conceal all I can. As for
expression of affection towards my brothers and sisters, my companions or
friends, the stronger the affection the less inclination have I to express it.
Yet sometimes I think myself the most frank, open, and communicative of
beings, and at other times the most reserved. If you can resolve all these
caprices into general principles, you will do more than I can. Your speaking
so much philosophically has a tendency to repress confidence. We never
wish to have our feelings analyzed down; and very little, nothing, that we
say brought to the test of mathematical demonstration.
"It appears to me that if I only could adopt the views of God you
presented to my mind, they would exert a strong and beneficial influence
over my character. But I am afraid to accept them for several reasons. First,
it seems to be taking from the majesty and dignity of the divine character to
suppose that his happiness can be at all affected by the conduct of his sinful,
erring creatures. Secondly, it seems to me that such views of God would
have an effect on our own minds in lessening that reverence and fear which
is one of the greatest motives to us for action. For, although to a generous
mind the thought of the love of God would be a sufficient incentive to
action, there are times of coldness when that love is not felt, and then there
remains no sort of stimulus. I find as I adopt these sentiments I feel less fear
of God, and, in view of sin, I feel only a sensation of grief which is more
easily dispelled and forgotten than that I formerly felt."
A letter dated January 3, 1828, shows us that Harriet had returned to
Hartford and was preparing herself to teach drawing and painting, under the
direction of her sister Catherine.

M
G
,—I should have written before to assure
you of my remembrance of you, but I have been constantly employed,
from nine in the morning till after dark at night, in taking lessons of a
painting and drawing master, with only an intermission long enough to
swallow a little dinner which was sent to me in the school-room. You
may easily believe that after spending the day in this manner, I did not
feel in a very epistolary humor in the evening, and if I had been, I
could not have written, for when I did not go immediately to bed I was
obliged to get a long French lesson.
The seminary is finished, and the school going on nicely. Miss
Clarissa Brown is assisting Catherine in the school. Besides her,
Catherine, and myself, there are two other teachers who both board in
the family with us: one is Miss Degan, an Italian lady who teaches
French and Italian; she rooms with me, and is very interesting and
agreeable. Miss Hawks is rooming with Catherine. In some respects
she reminds me very much of my mother. She is gentle, affectionate,
modest, and retiring, and much beloved by all the scholars. . . . I am
still going on with my French, and carrying two young ladies through
Virgil, and if I have time, shall commence Italian.
I am very comfortable and happy.
I propose, my dear grandmamma, to send you by the first
opportunity a dish of fruit of my own painting. Pray do not now
devour it in anticipation, for I cannot promise that you will not find it
sadly tasteless in reality. If so, please excuse it, for the sake of the poor
young artist. I admire to cultivate a taste for painting, and I wish to
improve it; it was what my dear mother admired and loved, and I
cherish it for her sake. I have thought more of this dearest of all earthly
friends these late years, since I have been old enough to know her
character and appreciate her worth. I sometimes think that, had she
lived, I might have been both better and happier than I now am, but
God is good and wise in all his ways.
A letter written to her brother Edward in Boston, dated March 27, 1828,
shows how slowly she adopted the view of God that finally became one of
the most characteristic elements in her writings.

"I think that those views of God which you have presented to me have
had an influence in restoring my mind to its natural tone. But still, after all,
God is a being afar off. He is so far above us that anything but the most
distant reverential affection seems almost sacrilegious. It is that affection
that can lead us to be familiar that the heart needs. But easy and familiar
expressions of attachment and that sort of confidential communication
which I should address to papa or you would be improper for a subject to
address to a king, much less for us to address to the King of kings. The
language of prayer is of necessity stately and formal, and we cannot clothe
all the little minutiæ of our wants and troubles in it. I wish I could describe
to you how I feel when I pray. I feel that I love God,—that is, that I love
Christ,—that I find comfort and happiness in it, and yet it is not that kind of
comfort which would arise from free communication of my wants and
sorrows to a friend. I sometimes wish that the Saviour were visibly present
in this world, that I might go to Him for a solution of some of my
difficulties. . . . Do you think, my dear brother, that there is such a thing as
so realizing the presence and character of God that He can supply the place
of earthly friends? I really wish to know what you think of this. . . . Do you
suppose that God really loves sinners before they come to Him? Some say
that we ought to tell them that God hates them, that He looks on them with
utter abhorrence, and that they must love Him before He will look on them
otherwise. Is it right to say to those who are in deep distress, 'God is
interested in you; He feels for and loves you'?"
Appended to this letter is a short note from Miss Catherine Beecher, who
evidently read the letter over and answered Harriet's questions herself. She
writes: "When the young man came to Jesus, is it not said that Jesus loved
him, though he was unrenewed?"
In April, 1828, Harriet again writes to her brother Edward:—
"I have had more reason to be grateful to that friend than ever before. He
has not left me in all my weakness. It seems to me that my love to Him is
the love of despair. All my communion with Him, though sorrowful, is
soothing. I am painfully sensible of ignorance and deficiency, but still I feel
that I am willing that He should know all. He will look on all that is wrong
only to purify and reform. He will never be irritated or impatient. He will
never show me my faults in such a manner as to irritate without helping me.

A friend to whom I would acknowledge all my faults must be perfect. Let
any one once be provoked, once speak harshly to me, once sweep all the
chords of my soul out of tune, I never could confide there again. It is only
to the most perfect Being in the universe that imperfection can look and
hope for patience. How strange! . . . You do not know how harsh and
forbidding everything seems, compared with his character. All through the
day in my intercourse with others, everything has a tendency to destroy the
calmness of mind gained by communion with Him. One flatters me, another
is angry with me, another is unjust to me.
"You speak of your predilections for literature having been a snare to
you. I have found it so myself. I can scarcely think, without tears and
indignation, that all that is beautiful and lovely and poetical has been laid
on other altars. Oh! will there never be a poet with a heart enlarged and
purified by the Holy Spirit, who shall throw all the graces of harmony, all
the enchantments of feeling, pathos, and poetry, around sentiments worthy
of them? . . . It matters little what service He has for me. . . . I do not mean
to live in vain. He has given me talents, and I will lay them at his feet, well
satisfied, if He will accept them. All my powers He can enlarge. He made
my mind, and He can teach me to cultivate and exert its faculties."
The following November she writes from Groton, Conn., to Miss May:
—
"I am in such an uncertain, unsettled state, traveling back and forth, that
I have very little time to write. In the first place, on my arrival in Boston I
was obliged to spend two days in talking and telling news. Then after that
came calling, visiting, etc., and then I came off to Groton to see my poor
brother George, who was quite out of spirits and in very trying
circumstances. To-morrow I return to Boston and spend four or five days,
and then go to Franklin, where I spend the rest of my vacation.
"I found the folks all well on my coming to Boston, and as to my new
brother, James, he has nothing to distinguish him from forty other babies,
except a very large pair of blue eyes and an uncommonly fair complexion, a
thing which is of no sort of use or advantage to a man or boy.
"I am thinking very seriously of remaining in Groton and taking care of
the female school, and at the same time being of assistance and company

for George. On some accounts it would not be so pleasant as returning to
Hartford, for I should be among strangers. Nothing upon this point can be
definitely decided till I have returned to Boston, and talked to papa and
Catherine."
Evidently papa and Catherine did not approve of the Groton plan, for in
February of the following winter Harriet writes from Hartford to Edward,
who is at this time with his father in Boston:—
"My situation this winter (1829) is in many respects pleasant. I room
with three other teachers, Miss Fisher, Miss Mary Dutton, and Miss
Brigham. Ann Fisher you know. Miss Dutton is about twenty, has a fine
mathematical mind, and has gone as far into that science perhaps as most
students at college. She is also, as I am told, quite learned in the
languages. . . . Miss Brigham is somewhat older: is possessed of a fine mind
and most unconquerable energy and perseverance of character. From early
childhood she has been determined to obtain an education, and to attain to a
certain standard. Where persons are determined to be anything, they will be.
I think, for this reason, she will make a first-rate character. Such are my
companions. We spend our time in school during the day, and in studying in
the evening. My plan of study is to read rhetoric and prepare exercises for
my class the first half hour in the evening; after that the rest of the evening
is divided between French and Italian. Thus you see the plan of my
employment and the character of my immediate companions. Besides these,
there are others among the teachers and scholars who must exert an
influence over my character. Miss Degan, whose constant occupation it is to
make others laugh; Mrs. Gamage, her room-mate, a steady, devoted, sincere
Christian. . . . Little things have great power over me, and if I meet with the
least thing that crosses my feelings, I am often rendered unhappy for days
and weeks. . . . I wish I could bring myself to feel perfectly indifferent to
the opinions of others. I believe that there never was a person more
dependent on the good and evil opinions of those around than I am. This
desire to be loved forms, I fear, the great motive for all my actions. . . . I
have been reading carefully the book of Job, and I do not think that it
contains the views of God which you presented to me. God seems to have
stripped a dependent creature of all that renders life desirable, and then to
have answered his complaints from the whirlwind; and instead of showing
mercy and pity, to have overwhelmed him by a display of his power and

justice. . . . With the view I received from you, I should have expected that a
being who sympathizes with his guilty, afflicted creatures would not have
spoken thus. Yet, after all, I do believe that God is such a being as you
represent Him to be, and in the New Testament I find in the character of
Jesus Christ a revelation of God as merciful and compassionate; in fact, just
such a God as I need.
"Somehow or another you have such a reasonable sort of way of saying
things that when I come to reflect I almost always go over to your side. . . .
My mind is often perplexed, and such thoughts arise in it that I cannot pray,
and I become bewildered. The wonder to me is, how all ministers and all
Christians can feel themselves so inexcusably sinful, when it seems to me
we all come into the world in such a way that it would be miraculous if we
did not sin. Mr. Hawes always says in prayer, 'We have nothing to offer in
extenuation of any of our sins,' and I always think when he says it, that we
have everything to offer in extenuation. The case seems to me exactly as if I
had been brought into the world with such a thirst for ardent spirits that
there was just a possibility, though no hope, that I should resist, and then
my eternal happiness made dependent on my being temperate. Sometimes
when I try to confess my sins, I feel that after all I am more to be pitied than
blamed, for I have never known the time when I have not had a temptation
within me so strong that it was certain I should not overcome it. This
thought shocks me, but it comes with such force, and so appealingly, to all
my consciousness, that it stifles all sense of sin. . . .
"Sometimes when I read the Bible, it seems to be wholly grounded on
the idea that the sin of man is astonishing, inexcusable, and without
palliation or cause, and the atonement is spoken of as such a wonderful and
undeserved mercy that I am filled with amazement. Yet if I give up the
Bible I gain nothing, for the providence of God in nature is just as full of
mystery, and of the two I think that the Bible, with all its difficulties, is
preferable to being without it; for the Bible holds out the hope that in a
future world all shall be made plain. . . . So you see I am, as Mr. Hawes
says, 'on the waves,' and all I can do is to take the word of God that He does
do right and there I rest."
The following summer, in July, she writes to Edward: "I have never been
so happy as this summer. I began it in more suffering than I ever before

have felt, but there is One whom I daily thank for all that suffering, since I
hope that it has brought me at last to rest entirely in Him. I do hope that my
long, long course of wandering and darkness and unhappiness is over, and
that I have found in Him who died for me all, and more than all, I could
desire. Oh, Edward, you can feel as I do; you can speak of Him! There are
few, very few, who can. Christians in general do not seem to look to Him as
their best friend, or realize anything of his unutterable love. They speak
with a cold, vague, reverential awe, but do not speak as if in the habit of
close and near communion; as if they confided to Him every joy and sorrow
and constantly looked to Him for direction and guidance. I cannot express
to you, my brother, I cannot tell you, how that Saviour appears to me. To
bear with one so imperfect, so weak, so inconsistent, as myself, implied,
long-suffering and patience more than words can express. I love most to
look on Christ as my teacher, as one who, knowing the utmost of my
sinfulness, my waywardness, my folly, can still have patience; can reform,
purify, and daily make me more like himself."
So, after four years of struggling and suffering, she returns to the place
where she started from as a child of thirteen. It has been like watching a
ship with straining masts and storm-beaten sails, buffeted by the waves,
making for the harbor, and coming at last to quiet anchorage. There have
been, of course, times of darkness and depression, but never any permanent
loss of the religious trustfulness and peace of mind indicated by this letter.
The next three years were passed partly in Boston, and partly in Guilford
and Hartford. Writing of this period of her life to the Rev. Charles Beecher,
she says:—
M
B
,—The looking over of father's letters in the
period of his Boston life brings forcibly to my mind many
recollections. At this time I was more with him, and associated in
companionship of thought and feeling for a longer period than any
other of my experience.
In the summer of 1832 she writes to Miss May, revealing her spiritual
and intellectual life in a degree unusual, even for her.

"After the disquisition on myself above cited, you will be prepared to
understand the changes through which this wonderful ego et me ipse has
passed.
"The amount of the matter has been, as this inner world of mine has
become worn out and untenable, I have at last concluded to come out of it
and live in the external one, and, as F—— S—— once advised me, to give
up the pernicious habit of meditation to the first Methodist minister that
would take it, and try to mix in society somewhat as another person would.
"'Horas non numero nisi serenas.' Uncle Samuel, who sits by me, has
just been reading the above motto, the inscription on a sun-dial in Venice. It
strikes me as having a distant relationship to what I was going to say. I have
come to a firm resolution to count no hours but unclouded ones, and to let
all others slip out of my memory and reckoning as quickly as possible. . . .
"I am trying to cultivate a general spirit of kindliness towards everybody.
Instead of shrinking into a corner to notice how other people behave, I am
holding out my hand to the right and to the left, and forming casual or
incidental acquaintances with all who will be acquainted with me. In this
way I find society full of interest and pleasure—a pleasure which pleaseth
me more because it is not old and worn out. From these friendships I expect
little; therefore generally receive more than I expect. From past friendships
I have expected everything, and must of necessity have been disappointed.
The kind words and looks and smiles I call forth by looking and smiling are
not much by themselves, but they form a very pretty flower border to the
way of life. They embellish the day or the hour as it passes, and when they
fade they only do just as you expected they would. This kind of pleasure in
acquaintanceship is new to me. I never tried it before. When I used to meet
persons, the first inquiry was, 'Have they such and such a character, or have
they anything that might possibly be of use or harm to me?'"
It is striking, the degree of interest a letter had for her.
"Your long letter came this morning. It revived much in my heart. Just
think how glad I must have been this morning to hear from you. I was
glad. . . . I thought of it through all the vexations of school this morning. . . .
I have a letter at home; and when I came home from school, I went leisurely
over it.

"This evening I have spent in a little social party,—a dozen or so,—and I
have been zealously talking all the evening. When I came to my cold,
lonely room, there was your letter lying on the dressing-table. It touched me
with a sort of painful pleasure, for it seems to me uncertain, improbable,
that I shall ever return and find you as I have found your letter. Oh, my dear
G——, it is scarcely well to love friends thus. The greater part that I see
cannot move me deeply. They are present, and I enjoy them; they pass and I
forget them. But those that I love differently; those that I
; and oh, how
much that word means! I feel sadly about them. They may change; they
must die; they are separated from me, and I ask myself why should I wish
to love with all the pains and penalties of such conditions? I check myself
when expressing feelings like this, so much has been said of it by the
sentimental, who talk what they could not have felt. But it is so deeply,
sincerely so in me, that sometimes it will overflow. Well, there is a heaven,
—a heaven,—a world of love, and love after all is the life-blood, the
existence, the all in all of mind."
This is the key to her whole life. She was impelled by love, and did what
she did, and wrote what she did, under the impulse of love. Never could
"Uncle Tom's Cabin" or "The Minister's Wooing" have been written, unless
by one to whom love was the "life-blood of existence, the all in all of
mind." Years afterwards Mrs. Browning was to express this same thought in
the language of poetry.

"But when a soul by choice and conscience doth
Throw out her full force on another soul,
The conscience and the concentration both
Make mere life love. For life in perfect whole
And aim consummated is love in sooth,
As nature's magnet heat rounds pole with pole."

CHAPTER III
CINCINNATI, 1832-1836.
D . B
L
N
S
I

C
.—D

H
.—I
F

S
V

.—T

W
W
.—T
S

G
.—A J
N
.—M

J

.—F

H

.—S
-C
C
.—E
E .—T
P
S

.

I 1832, after having been settled for six years over the Hanover Street
Church in Boston, Dr. Beecher received and finally accepted a most urgent
call to become President of Lane Theological Seminary in Cincinnati. This
institution had been chartered in 1829, and in 1831 funds to the amount of
nearly $70,000 had been promised to it provided that Dr. Beecher accepted
the presidency. It was hard for this New England family to sever the ties of
a lifetime and enter on so long a journey to the far distant West of those
days; but being fully persuaded that their duty lay in this direction, they
undertook to perform it cheerfully and willingly. With Dr. Beecher and his
wife were to go Miss Catherine Beecher, who had conceived the scheme of
founding in Cincinnati, then considered the capital of the West, a female
college, and Harriet, who was to act as her principal assistant. In the party
were also George, who was to enter Lane as a student, Isabella, James, the
youngest son, and Miss Esther Beecher, the "Aunt Esther" of the children.
Before making his final decision, Dr. Beecher, accompanied by his
daughter Catherine, visited Cincinnati to take a general survey of their
proposed battlefield, and their impressions of the city are given in the
following letter written by the latter to Harriet in Boston:—
"Here we are at last at our journey's end, alive and well. We are staying
with Uncle Samuel (Foote), whose establishment I will try and sketch for
you. It is on a height in the upper part of the city, and commands a fine view
of the whole of the lower town. The city does not impress me as being so
very new. It is true everything looks neat and clean, but it is compact, and
many of the houses are of brick and very handsomely built. The streets run

at right angles to each other, and are wide and well paved. We reached here
in three days from Wheeling, and soon felt ourselves at home. The next day
father and I, with three gentlemen, walked out to Walnut Hills. The country
around the city consists of a constant succession and variety of hills of all
shapes and sizes, forming an extensive amphitheatre. The site of the
seminary is very beautiful and picturesque, though I was disappointed to
find that both river and city are hidden by intervening hills. I never saw a
place so capable of being rendered a paradise by the improvements of taste
as the environs of this city. Walnut Hills are so elevated and cool that
people have to leave there to be sick, it is said. The seminary is located on a
farm of one hundred and twenty-five acres of fine land, with groves of
superb trees around it, about two miles from the city. We have finally
decided on the spot where our house shall stand in case we decide to come,
and you cannot (where running water or the seashore is wanting) find
another more delightful spot for a residence. It is on an eminence, with a
grove running up from the back to the very doors, another grove across the
street in front, and fine openings through which distant hills and the richest
landscapes appear.
"I have become somewhat acquainted with those ladies we shall have the
most to do with, and find them intelligent, New England sort of folks.
Indeed, this is a New England city in all its habits, and its inhabitants are
more than half from New England. The Second Church, which is the best in
the city, will give father a unanimous call to be their minister, with the
understanding that he will give them what time he can spare from the
seminary.
"I know of no place in the world where there is so fair a prospect of
finding everything that makes social and domestic life pleasant. Uncle John
and Uncle Samuel are just the intelligent, sociable, free, and hospitable sort
of folk that everybody likes and everybody feels at home with.
"The folks are very anxious to have a school on our plan set on foot
here. We can have fine rooms in the city college building, which is now
unoccupied, and everybody is ready to lend a helping hand. As to father, I
never saw such a field of usefulness and influence as is offered to him
here."

This, then, was the field of labor in which the next eighteen years of the
life of Mrs. Stowe were to be passed. At this time her sister Mary was
married and living in Hartford, her brothers Henry Ward and Charles were
in college, while William and Edward, already licensed to preach, were
preparing to follow their father to the West.

THE HOME AT WALNUT HILLS, CINCINNATI.

Mr. Beecher's preliminary journey to Cincinnati was undertaken in the
early spring of 1832, but he was not ready to remove his family until
October of that year. An interesting account of this westward journey is
given by Mrs. Stowe in a letter sent back to Hartford from Cincinnati, as
follows:—
"Well, my dear, the great sheet is out and the letter is begun. All our
family are here (in New York), and in good health.
"Father is to perform to-night in the Chatham Theatre! 'positively for the
last time this season!' I don't know, I'm sure, as we shall ever get to
Pittsburgh. Father is staying here begging money for the Biblical Literature
professorship; the incumbent is to be C. Stowe. Last night we had a call
from Arthur Tappan and Mr. Eastman. Father begged $2,000 yesterday, and

now the good people are praying him to abide certain days, as he succeeds
so well. They are talking of sending us off and keeping him here. I really
dare not go and see Aunt Esther and mother now; they were in the depths of
tribulation before at staying so long, and now,
'In the lowest depths, another deep!'
Father is in high spirits. He is all in his own element,—dipping into books;
consulting authorities for his oration; going round here, there, everywhere;
begging, borrowing, and spoiling the Egyptians; delighted with past success
and confident for the future.
"Wednesday. Still in New York. I believe it would kill me dead to live
long in the way I have been doing since I have been here. It is a sort of
agreeable delirium. There's only one thing about it, it is too scattering. I
begin to be athirst for the waters of quietness."
Writing from Philadelphia, she adds:—
"Well, we did get away from New York at last, but it was through much
tribulation. The truckman carried all the family baggage to the wrong
wharf, and, after waiting and waiting on board the boat, we were obliged to
start without it, George remaining to look it up. Arrived here late Saturday
evening,—dull, drizzling weather; poor Aunt Esther in dismay,—not a
clean cap to put on,—mother in like state; all of us destitute. We went, half
to Dr. Skinner's and half to Mrs. Elmes's: mother, Aunt Esther, father, and
James to the former; Kate, Bella, and myself to Mr. Elmes's. They are rich,
hospitable folks, and act the part of Gaius in apostolic times. . . . Our trunks
came this morning. Father stood and saw them all brought into Dr. Skinner's
entry, and then he swung his hat and gave a 'hurrah,' as any man would
whose wife had not had a clean cap or ruffle for a week. Father does not
succeed very well in opening purses here. Mr. Eastman says, however, that
this is not of much consequence. I saw to-day a notice in the 'Philadelphian'
about father, setting forth how 'this distinguished brother, with his large
family, having torn themselves from the endearing scenes of their home,'
etc., etc., 'were going, like Jacob,' etc.,—a very scriptural and appropriate
flourish. It is too much after the manner of men, or, as Paul says, speaking
'as a fool.' A number of the pious people of this city are coming here this

evening to hold a prayer-meeting with reference to the journey and its
object. For this I thank them."
From Downington she writes:—
"Here we all are,—Noah and his wife and his sons and his daughters,
with the cattle and creeping things, all dropped down in the front parlor of
this tavern, about thirty miles from Philadelphia. If to-day is a fair specimen
of our journey, it will be a very pleasant, obliging driver, good roads, good
spirits, good dinner, fine scenery, and now and then some 'psalms and
hymns and spiritual songs;' for with George on board you may be sure of
music of some kind. Moreover, George has provided himself with a
quantity of tracts, and he and the children have kept up a regular discharge
at all the wayfaring people we encountered. I tell him he is peppering the
land with moral influence.
"We are all well; all in good spirits. Just let me give you a peep into our
traveling household. Behold us, then, in the front parlor of this country inn,
all as much at home as if we were in Boston. Father is sitting opposite to me
at this table, reading; Kate is writing a billet-doux to Mary on a sheet like
this; Thomas is opposite, writing in a little journal that he keeps; Sister Bell,
too, has her little record; George is waiting for a seat that he may produce
his paper and write. As for me, among the multitude of my present friends,
my heart still makes occasional visits to absent ones,—visits full of
pleasure, and full of cause of gratitude to Him who gives us friends. I have
thought of you often to-day, my G. We stopped this noon at a substantial
Pennsylvania tavern, and among the flowers in the garden was a late
monthly honeysuckle like the one at North Guilford. I made a spring for it,
but George secured the finest bunch, which he wore in his button-hole the
rest of the noon.
"This afternoon, as we were traveling, we struck up and sang 'Jubilee.' It
put me in mind of the time when we used to ride along the rough North
Guilford roads and make the air vocal as we went along. Pleasant times
those. Those were blue skies, and that was a beautiful lake and noble pinetrees and rocks they were that hung over it. But those we shall look upon 'na
mair.'

"Well, my dear, there is a land where we shall not love and leave. Those
skies shall never cease to shine, the waters of life we shall never be called
upon to leave. We have here no continuing city, but we seek one to come. In
such thoughts as these I desire ever to rest, and with such words as these let
us 'comfort one another and edify one another.'"
"Harrisburg, Sunday evening. Mother, Aunt Esther, George, and the little
folks have just gathered into Kate's room, and we have just been singing.
Father has gone to preach for Mr. De Witt. To-morrow we expect to travel
sixty-two miles, and in two more days shall reach Wheeling; there we shall
take the steamboat to Cincinnati."
On the same journey George Beecher writes:—
"We had poor horses in crossing the mountains. Our average rate for the
last four days to Wheeling was forty-four miles. The journey, which takes
the mail-stage forty-eight hours, took us eight days. At Wheeling we
deliberated long whether to go on board a boat for Cincinnati, but the
prevalence of the cholera there at last decided us to remain. While at
Wheeling father preached eleven times,—nearly every evening,—and gave
them the Taylorite heresy on sin and decrees to the highest notch; and what
amused me most was to hear him establish it from the Confession of Faith.
It went high and dry, however, above all objections, and they were delighted
with it, even the old school men, since it had not been christened 'heresy' in
their hearing. After remaining in Wheeling eight days, we chartered a stage
for Cincinnati, and started next morning.
"At Granville, Ohio, we were invited to stop and attend a protracted
meeting. Being in no great hurry to enter Cincinnati till the cholera had left,
we consented. We spent the remainder of the week there, and I preached
five times and father four. The interest was increasingly deep and solemn
each day, and when we left there were forty-five cases of conversion in the
town, besides those from the surrounding towns. The people were
astonished at the doctrine; said they never saw the truth so plain in their
lives."
Although the new-comers were cordially welcomed in Cincinnati, and
everything possible was done for their comfort and to make them feel at
home, they felt themselves to be strangers in a strange land. Their

homesickness and yearnings for New England are set forth by the following
extracts from Mrs. Stowe's answer to the first letter they received from
Hartford after leaving there:—
M
S
(Mary),—The Hartford letter from all and sundry has
just arrived, and after cutting all manner of capers expressive of
thankfulness, I have skipped three stairs at a time up to the study to begin
an answer. My notions of answering letters are according to the literal sense
of the word; not waiting six months and then scrawling a lazy reply, but
sitting down the moment you have read a letter, and telling, as Dr. Woods
says, "How the subject strikes you." I wish I could be clear that the path of
duty lay in talking to you this afternoon, but as I find a loud call to consider
the heels of George's stockings, I must only write a word or two, and then
resume my darning-needle. You don't know how anxiously we all have
watched for some intelligence from Hartford. Not a day has passed when I
have not been the efficient agent in getting somebody to the post-office, and
every day my heart has sunk at the sound of "no letters." I felt a tremor
quite sufficient for a lover when I saw your handwriting once more, so you
see that in your old age you can excite quite as much emotion as did the
admirable Miss Byron in her adoring Sir Charles. I hope the consideration
and digestion of this fact will have its due weight in encouraging you to
proceed.
The fact of our having received said letter is as yet a state secret, not to
be made known till all our family circle "in full assembly meet" at the teatable. Then what an illumination! "How we shall be edified and fructified,"
as that old Methodist said. It seems too bad to keep it from mother and Aunt
Esther a whole afternoon, but then I have the comfort of thinking that we
are consulting for their greatest happiness "on the whole," which is
metaphysical benevolence.
So kind Mrs. Parsons stopped in the very midst of her pumpkin pies to
think of us? Seems to me I can see her bright, cheerful face now! And then
those well known handwritings! We do love our Hartford friends dearly;
there can be, I think, no controverting that fact. Kate says that the word love
is used in six senses, and I am sure in some one of them they will all come
in. Well, good-by for the present.

Evening. Having finished the last hole on George's black vest, I stick in
my needle and sit down to be sociable. You don't know how coming away
from New England has sentimentalized us all! Never was there such an
abundance of meditation on our native land, on the joys of friendship, the
pains of separation. Catherine had an alarming paroxysm in Philadelphia
which expended itself in "The Emigrant's Farewell." After this was sent off
she felt considerably relieved. My symptoms have been of a less acute kind,
but, I fear, more enduring. There! the tea-bell rings. Too bad! I was just
going to say something bright. Now to take your letter and run! How they
will stare when I produce it!
After tea. Well, we have had a fine time. When supper was about half
over, Catherine began: "We have a dessert that we have been saving all the
afternoon," and then I held up my letter. "See here, this is from Hartford!" I
wish you could have seen Aunt Esther's eyes brighten, and mother's pale
face all in a smile, and father, as I unfolded the letter and began. Mrs.
Parsons's notice of her Thanksgiving predicament caused just a laugh, and
then one or two sighs (I told you we were growing sentimental!). We did
talk some of keeping it (Thanksgiving), but perhaps we should all have felt
something of the text, "How shall we sing the Lord's song in a strange
land?" Your praises of Aunt Esther I read twice in an audible voice, as the
children made some noise the first time. I think I detected a visible blush,
though she found at that time a great deal to do in spreading bread and
butter for James, and shuffling his plate; and, indeed, it was rather a
vehement attack on her humility, since it gave her at least "angelic
perfection," if not "Adamic" (to use Methodist technics). Jamie began his
Sunday-school career yesterday. The superintendent asked him how old he
was. "I'm four years old now, and when it snows very hard I shall be five,"
he answered. I have just been trying to make him interpret his meaning; but
he says, "Oh, I said so because I could not think of anything else to say." By
the by, Mary, speaking of the temptations of cities, I have much solicitude
on Jamie's account lest he should form improper intimacies, for yesterday
or day before we saw him parading by the house with his arm over the neck
of a great hog, apparently on the most amicable terms possible; and the
other day he actually got upon the back of one, and rode some distance. So
much for allowing these animals to promenade the streets, a particular in

which Mrs. Cincinnati has imitated the domestic arrangements of some of
her elder sisters, and a very disgusting one it is.
Our family physician is one Dr. Drake, a man of a good deal of science,
theory, and reputed skill, but a sort of general mark for the opposition of all
the medical cloth of the city. He is a tall, rectangular, perpendicular sort of a
body, as stiff as a poker, and enunciates his prescriptions very much as
though he were delivering a discourse on the doctrine of election. The other
evening he was detained from visiting Kate, and he sent a very polite,
ceremonious note containing a prescription, with Dr. D.'s compliments to
Miss Beecher, requesting that she would take the inclosed in a little
molasses at nine o'clock precisely.
The house we are at present inhabiting is the most inconvenient, illarranged, good-for-nothing, and altogether to be execrated affair that ever
was put together. It was evidently built without a thought of a winter
season. The kitchen is so disposed that it cannot be reached from any part of
the house without going out into the air. Mother is actually obliged to put on
a bonnet and cloak every time she goes into it. In the house are two parlors
with folding doors between them. The back parlor has but one window,
which opens on a veranda and has its lower half painted to keep out what
little light there is. I need scarcely add that our landlord is an old bachelor
and of course acted up to the light he had, though he left little enough of it
for his tenants.

During this early Cincinnati life Harriet suffered much from ill-health
accompanied by great mental depression; but in spite of both she labored
diligently with her sister Catherine in establishing their school. They called
it the Western Female Institute, and proposed to conduct it upon the college
plan, with a faculty of instructors. As all these things are treated at length in
letters written by Mrs. Stowe to her friend, Miss Georgiana May, we cannot
do better than turn to them. In May, 1833, she writes:—
"Bishop Purcell visited our school to-day and expressed himself as
greatly pleased that we had opened such an one here. He spoke of my poor

little geography,[1] and thanked me for the unprejudiced manner in which I
had handled the Catholic question in it. I was of course flattered that he
should have known anything of the book.
"How I wish you could see Walnut Hills. It is about two miles from the
city, and the road to it is as picturesque as you can imagine a road to be
without 'springs that run among the hills.' Every possible variety of hill and
vale of beautiful slope, and undulations of land set off by velvet richness of
turf and broken up by groves and forests of every outline of foliage, make
the scene Arcadian. You might ride over the same road a dozen times a day
untired, for the constant variation of view caused by ascending and
descending hills relieves you from all tedium. Much of the wooding is
beech of a noble growth. The straight, beautiful shafts of these trees as one
looks up the cool green recesses of the woods seems as though they might
form very proper columns for a Dryad temple. There! Catherine is growling
at me for sitting up so late; so 'adieu to music, moonlight, and you.' I meant
to tell you an abundance of classical things that I have been thinking tonight, but 'woe's me.'
"Since writing the above my whole time has been taken up in the labor
of our new school, or wasted in the fatigue and lassitude following such
labor. To-day is Sunday, and I am staying at home because I think it is time
to take some efficient means to dissipate the illness and bad feelings of
divers kinds that have for some time been growing upon me. At present
there is and can be very little system or regularity about me. About half of
my time I am scarcely alive, and a great part of the rest the slave and sport
of morbid feeling and unreasonable prejudice. I have everything but good
health.
"I still rejoice that this letter will find you in good old Connecticut—
thrice blessed—'oh, had I the wings of a dove' I would be there too. Give
my love to Mary H. I remember well how gently she used to speak to and
smile on that forlorn old daddy that boarded at your house one summer. It
was associating with her that first put into my head the idea of saying
something to people who were not agreeable, and of saying something
when I had nothing to say, as is generally the case on such occasions."

Again she writes to the same friend: "Your letter, my dear G., I have just
received, and read through three times. Now for my meditations upon it.
What a woman of the world you are grown. How good it would be for me
to be put into a place which so breaks up and precludes thought. Thought,
intense emotional thought, has been my disease. How much good it might
do me to be where I could not but be thoughtless. . . .
"Now, Georgiana, let me copy for your delectation a list of matters that I
have jotted down for consideration at a teachers' meeting to be held tomorrow night. It runneth as follows. Just hear! 'About quills and paper on
the floor; forming classes; drinking in the entry (cold water, mind you);
giving leave to speak; recess-bell, etc., etc.' 'You are tired, I see,' says
Gilpin, 'so am I,' and I spare you.
"I have just been hearing a class of little girls recite, and telling them a
fairy story which I had to spin out as it went along, beginning with 'once
upon a time there was,' etc., in the good old-fashioned way of stories.
"Recently I have been reading the life of Madame de Staël and 'Corinne.'
I have felt an intense sympathy with many parts of that book, with many
parts of her character. But in America feelings vehement and absorbing like
hers become still more deep, morbid, and impassioned by the constant
habits of self-government which the rigid forms of our society demand.
They are repressed, and they burn inward till they burn the very soul,
leaving only dust and ashes. It seems to me the intensity with which my
mind has thought and felt on every subject presented to it has had this
effect. It has withered and exhausted it, and though young I have no
sympathy with the feelings of youth. All that is enthusiastic, all that is
impassioned in admiration of nature, of writing, of character, in devotional
thought and emotion, or in the emotions of affection, I have felt with
vehement and absorbing intensity,—felt till my mind is exhausted, and
seems to be sinking into deadness. Half of my time I am glad to remain in a
listless vacancy, to busy myself with trifles, since thought is pain, and
emotion is pain."
During the winter of 1833-34 the young school-teacher became so
distressed at her own mental listlessness that she made a vigorous effort to
throw it off. She forced herself to mingle in society, and, stimulated by the

offer of a prize of fifty dollars by Mr. James Hall, editor of the "Western
Monthly," a newly established magazine, for the best short story, she
entered into the competition. Her story, which was entitled "Uncle Lot,"
afterwards republished in the "Mayflower," was by far the best submitted,
and was awarded the prize without hesitation. This success gave a new
direction to her thoughts, gave her an insight into her own ability, and so
encouraged her that from that time on she devoted most of her leisure
moments to writing.
Her literary efforts were further stimulated at this time by the congenial
society of the Semi-Colon Club, a little social circle that met on alternate
weeks at Mr. Samuel Foote's and Dr. Drake's. The name of the club
originated with a roundabout and rather weak bit of logic set forth by one of
its promoters. He said: "You know that in Spanish Columbus is called
'Colon.' Now he who discovers a new pleasure is certainly half as great as
he who discovers a new continent. Therefore if Colon discovered a
continent, we who have discovered in this club a new pleasure should at
least be entitled to the name of 'Semi-Colons.'" So Semi-Colons they
became and remained for some years.
At some meetings compositions were read, and at others nothing was
read, but the time was passed in a general discussion of some interesting
topic previously announced. Among the members of the club were
Professor Stowe, unsurpassed in Biblical learning; Judge James Hall, editor
of the "Western Monthly;" General Edward King; Mrs. Peters, afterwards
founder of the Philadelphia School of Design; Miss Catherine Beecher;
Mrs. Caroline Lee Hentz; E. P. Cranch; Dr. Drake; S. P. Chase, and many
others who afterwards became prominent in their several walks of life.
In one of her letters to Miss May, Mrs. Stowe describes one of her
methods for entertaining the members of the Semi-Colon as follows:—
"I am wondering as to what I shall do next. I have been writing a piece
to be read next Monday evening at Uncle Sam's soirée (the Semi-Colon). It
is a letter purporting to be from Dr. Johnson. I have been stilting about in
his style so long that it is a relief to me to come down to the jog of common
English. Now I think of it I will just give you a history of my campaign in
this circle.

"My first piece was a letter from Bishop Butler, written in his outrageous
style of parentheses and foggification. My second a satirical essay on the
modern uses of languages. This I shall send to you, as some of the
gentlemen, it seems, took a fancy to it and requested leave to put it in the
'Western Magazine,' and so it is in print. It is ascribed to Catherine, or I
don't know that I should have let it go. I have no notion of appearing in
propria personæ.
"The next piece was a satire on certain members who were getting very
much into the way of joking on the worn-out subjects of matrimony and old
maid and old bachelorism. I therefore wrote a set of legislative enactments
purporting to be from the ladies of the society, forbidding all such allusions
in future. It made some sport at the time. I try not to be personal, and to be
courteous, even in satire.
"But I have written a piece this week that is making me some disquiet. I
did not like it that there was so little that was serious and rational about the
reading. So I conceived the design of writing a set of letters, and throwing
them in, as being the letters of a friend. I wrote a letter this week for the
first of the set,—easy, not very sprightly,—describing an imaginary
situation, a house in the country, a gentleman and lady, Mr. and Mrs.
Howard, as being pious, literary, and agreeable. I threw into the letter a
number of little particulars and incidental allusions to give it the air of
having been really a letter. I meant thus to give myself an opportunity for
the introduction of different subjects and the discussion of different
characters in future letters.
"I meant to write on a great number of subjects in future. Cousin
Elisabeth, only, was in the secret; Uncle Samuel and Sarah Elliot were not
to know.
"Yesterday morning I finished my letter, smoked it to make it look
yellow, tore it to make it look old, directed it and scratched out the
direction, postmarked it with red ink, sealed it and broke the seal, all this to
give credibility to the fact of its being a real letter. Then I inclosed it in an
envelope, stating that it was a part of a set which had incidentally fallen into
my hands. This envelope was written in a scrawny, scrawly, gentleman's
hand.

"I put it into the office in the morning, directed to 'Mrs. Samuel E.
Foote,' and then sent word to Sis that it was coming, so that she might be
ready to enact the part.
"Well, the deception took. Uncle Sam examined it and pronounced, ex
cathedra, that it must have been a real letter. Mr. Greene (the gentleman
who reads) declared that it must have come from Mrs. Hall, and elucidated
the theory by spelling out the names and dates which I had erased, which,
of course, he accommodated to his own tastes. But then, what makes me
feel uneasy is that Elisabeth, after reading it, did not seem to be exactly
satisfied. She thought it had too much sentiment, too much particularity of
incident,—she did not exactly know what. She was afraid that it would be
criticised unmercifully. Now Elisabeth has a tact and quickness of
perception that I trust to, and her remarks have made me uneasy enough. I
am unused to being criticised, and don't know how I shall bear it."
In 1833 Mrs. Stowe first had the subject of slavery brought to her
personal notice by taking a trip across the river from Cincinnati into
Kentucky in company with Miss Dutton, one of the associate teachers in the
Western Institute. They visited an estate that afterwards figured as that of
Colonel Shelby in "Uncle Tom's Cabin," and here the young authoress first
came into personal contact with the negro slaves of the South. In speaking,
many years afterwards, of this visit, Miss Dutton said: "Harriet did not seem
to notice anything in particular that happened, but sat much of the time as
though abstracted in thought. When the negroes did funny things and cut up
capers, she did not seem to pay the slightest attention to them. Afterwards,
however, in reading 'Uncle Tom.' I recognized scene after scene of that visit
portrayed with the most minute fidelity, and knew at once where the
material for that portion of the story had been gathered."
At this time, however, Mrs. Stowe was more deeply interested in the
subject of education than in that of slavery, as is shown by the following
extract from one of her letters to Miss May, who was herself a teacher. She
says:—
"We mean to turn over the West by means of model schools in this, its
capital. We mean to have a young lady's school of about fifty or sixty, a
primary school of little girls to the same amount, and then a primary school

for boys. We have come to the conclusion that the work of teaching will
never be rightly done till it passes into female hands. This is especially true
with regard to boys. To govern boys by moral influences requires tact and
talent and versatility it requires also the same division of labor that female
education does. But men of tact, versatility, talent, and piety will not devote
their lives to teaching. They must be ministers and missionaries, and all
that, and while there is such a thrilling call for action in this way, every man
who is merely teaching feels as if he were a Hercules with a distaff, ready to
spring to the first trumpet that calls him away. As for division of labor, men
must have salaries that can support wife and family, and, of course, a
revenue would be required to support a requisite number of teachers if they
could be found.
"Then, if men have more knowledge they have less talent at
communicating it, nor have they the patience, the long-suffering, and
gentleness necessary to superintend the formation of character. We intend to
make these principles understood, and ourselves to set the example of what
females can do in this way. You see that first-rate talent is necessary for all
that we mean to do, especially for the last, because here we must face down
the prejudices of society and we must have exemplary success to be
believed. We want original, planning minds, and you do not know how few
there are among females, and how few we can command of those that
exist."
During the summer of 1834 the young teacher and writer made her first
visit East since leaving New England two years before. Its object was
mainly to be present at the graduation of her favorite brother, Henry Ward,
from Amherst College. The earlier part of this journey was performed by
means of stage to Toledo, and thence by steamer to Buffalo. A pleasant bit
of personal description, and also of impressions of Niagara, seen for the
first time on this journey, are given in a letter sent back to Cincinnati during
its progress. In it she says of her fellow-travelers:—
"Then there was a portly, rosy, clever Mr. Smith, or Jones, or something
the like; and a New Orleans girl looking like distraction, as far as dress is
concerned, but with the prettiest language and softest intonations in the
world, and one of those faces which, while you say it isn't handsome, keeps
you looking all the time to see what it can be that is so pretty about it. Then

there was Miss B., an independent, good-natured, do-as-I-please sort of a
body, who seemed of perpetual motion from morning till night. Poor Miss
D. said, when we stopped at night, 'Oh, dear! I suppose Lydia will be
fiddling about our room till morning, and we shall not one of us sleep.'
Then, by way of contrast, there was a Mr. Mitchell, the most gentlemanly,
obliging man that ever changed his seat forty times a day to please a lady.
Oh, yes, he could ride outside,—or, oh, certainly, he could ride inside,—he
had no objection to this, or that, or the other. Indeed, it was difficult to say
what could come amiss to him. He speaks in a soft, quiet manner, with
something of a drawl, using very correct, well-chosen language, and
pronouncing all his words with carefulness; has everything in his dress and
traveling appointments comme il faut; and seems to think there is abundant
time for everything that is to be done in this world, without, as he says, 'any
unnecessary excitement.' Before the party had fully discovered his name he
was usually designated as 'the obliging gentleman,' or 'that gentleman who
is so accommodating.' Yet our friend, withal, is of Irish extraction, and I
have seen him roused to talk with both hands and a dozen words in a breath.
He fell into a little talk about abolition and slavery with our good Mr. Jones,
a man whose mode of reasoning consists in repeating the same sentence at
regular intervals as long as you choose to answer it. This man, who was
finally convinced that negroes were black, used it as an irrefragible
argument to all that could be said, and at last began to deduce from it that
they might just as well be slaves as anything else, and so he proceeded till
all the philanthropy of our friend was roused, and he sprung up all lively
and oratorical and gesticulatory and indignant to my heart's content. I like to
see a quiet man that can be roused."
In the same letter she gives her impressions of Niagara, as follows:—
"I have seen it (Niagara) and yet live. Oh, where is your soul? Never
mind, though. Let me tell, if I can, what is unutterable. Elisabeth, it is not
like anything; it did not look like anything I expected; it did not look like a
waterfall. I did not once think whether it was high or low; whether it roared
or didn't roar; whether it equaled my expectations or not. My mind whirled
off, it seemed to me, in a new, strange world. It seemed unearthly, like the
strange, dim images in the Revelation. I thought of the great white throne;
the rainbow around it; the throne in sight like unto an emerald; and oh! that
beautiful water rising like moonlight, falling as the soul sinks when it dies,

to rise refined, spiritualized, and pure. That rainbow, breaking out,
trembling, fading, and again coming like a beautiful spirit walking the
waters. Oh, it is lovelier than it is great; it is like the Mind that made it:
great, but so veiled in beauty that we gaze without terror. I felt as if I could
have gone over with the waters; it would be so beautiful a death; there
would be no fear in it. I felt the rock tremble under me with a sort of joy. I
was so maddened that I could have gone too, if it had gone."
While at the East she was greatly affected by hearing of the death of her
dear friend, Eliza Tyler, the wife of Professor Stowe. This lady was the
daughter of Dr. Bennett Tyler, president of the Theological Institute of
Connecticut, at East Windsor; but twenty-five years of age at the time of her
death, a very beautiful woman gifted with a wonderful voice. She was also
possessed of a well-stored mind and a personal magnetism that made her
one of the most popular members of the Semi-Colon Club, in the
proceedings of which she took an active interest.
Her death left Professor Stowe a childless widower, and his forlorn
condition greatly excited the sympathy of her who had been his wife's most
intimate friend. It was easy for sympathy to ripen into love, and after a short
engagement Harriet E. Beecher became the wife of Professor Calvin E.
Stowe.
Her last act before the wedding was to write the following note to the
friend of her girlhood, Miss Georgiana May:—
January 6, 1836.
Well, my dear G., about half an hour more and your old friend,
companion, schoolmate, sister, etc., will cease to be Hatty Beecher and
change to nobody knows who. My dear, you are engaged, and pledged
in a year or two to encounter a similar fate, and do you wish to know
how you shall feel? Well, my dear, I have been dreading and dreading
the time, and lying awake all last week wondering how I should live
through this overwhelming crisis, and lo! it has come and I feel
nothing at all.
The wedding is to be altogether domestic; nobody present but my
own brothers and sisters, and my old colleague, Mary Dutton; and as

there is a sufficiency of the ministry in our family we have not even to
call in the foreign aid of a minister. Sister Katy is not here, so she will
not witness my departure from her care and guidance to that of
another. None of my numerous friends and acquaintances who have
taken such a deep interest in making the connection for me even know
the day, and it will be all done and over before they know anything
about it.
Well, it is really a mercy to have this entire stupidity come over one
at such a time. I should be crazy to feel as I did yesterday, or indeed to
feel anything at all. But I inwardly vowed that my last feelings and
reflections on this subject should be yours, and as I have not got any, it
is just as well to tell you that. Well, here comes Mr. S., so farewell, and
for the last time I subscribe
Your own
H. E. B.

CHAPTER IV.
EARLY MARRIED LIFE, 1836-1840.
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T letter to her friend Georgiana May, begun half an hour before her
wedding, was not completed until nearly two months after that event.
Taking it from her portfolio, she adds:—
"Three weeks have passed since writing the above, and my husband and
self are now quietly seated by our own fireside, as domestic as any pair of
tame fowl you ever saw; he writing to his mother, and I to you. Two days
after our marriage we took a wedding excursion, so called, though we
would most gladly have been excused this conformity to ordinary custom
had not necessity required Mr. Stowe to visit Columbus, and I had too much
adhesiveness not to go too. Ohio roads at this season are no joke, I can tell
you, though we were, on the whole, wonderfully taken care of, and our
expedition included as many pleasures as an expedition at this time of the
year ever could.
"And now, my dear, perhaps the wonder to you, as to me, is how this
momentous crisis in the life of such a wisp of nerve as myself has been
transacted so quietly. My dear, it is a wonder to myself. I am tranquil, quiet,
and happy. I look only on the present, and leave the future with Him who
has hitherto been so kind to me. 'Take no thought for the morrow' is my
motto, and my comfort is to rest on Him in whose house there are many
mansions provided when these fleeting earthly ones pass away.
"Dear Georgy, naughty girl that I am, it is a month that I have let the
above lie by, because I got into a strain of emotion in it that I dreaded to
return to. Well, so it shall be no longer. In about five weeks Mr. Stowe and

myself start for New England. He sails the first of May. I am going with
him to Boston, New York, and other places, and shall stop finally at
Hartford, whence, as soon as he is gone, it is my intention to return
westward."
This reference to her husband as about to leave her relates to his sailing
for Europe to purchase books for Lane Seminary, and also as a
commissioner appointed by the State of Ohio to investigate the public
school systems of the old world. He had long been convinced that higher
education was impossible in the West without a higher grade of public
schools, and had in 1833 been one of the founders in Cincinnati of "The
College of Teachers," an institution that existed for ten years, and exerted a
widespread influence. Its objects were to popularize the common schools,
raise the standard of teachers, and create a demand for education among the
people. Professor Stowe was associated in this movement with many of the
leading intellects of Ohio at that time, and among them were Albert Pickett,
Dr. Drake, Smith Grimke, Archbishop Purcell, President A. H. McGuffey,
Dr. Beecher, Lydia Sigourney, Caroline Lee Hentz, and others. Their
influence finally extended to the state legislature, and it was concluded to
authorize Professor Stowe, when abroad, to investigate and report upon the
common school systems of Europe, especially Prussia.
He sailed from New York for London in the ship Montreal, Captain
Champlin, on June 8, 1836, and carried with him, to be opened only after he
was at sea, a letter from his wife, from which the following extract is made:
—
"Now, my dear, that you are gone where you are out of the reach of my
care, advice, and good management, it is fitting that you should have
something under my hand and seal for your comfort and furtherance in the
new world you are going to. Firstly, I must caution you to set your face as a
flint against the 'cultivation of indigo,' as Elisabeth calls it, in any way or
shape. Keep yourself from it most scrupulously, and though you are
unprovided with that precious and savory treatise entitled 'Kemper's
Consolations,'[2] yet you can exercise yourself to recall and set in order such
parts thereof as would more particularly suit your case, particularly those
portions wherewith you so much consoled Kate, Aunt Esther, and your
unworthy handmaid, while you yet tarried at Walnut Hills. But seriously,

dear one, you must give more way to hope than to memory. You are going
to a new scene now, and one that I hope will be full of enjoyment to you. I
want you to take the good of it.
"Only think of all you expect to see: the great libraries and beautiful
paintings, fine churches, and, above all, think of seeing Tholuck, your great
Apollo. My dear, I wish I were a man in your place; if I wouldn't have a
grand time!"
During her husband's absence abroad Mrs. Stowe lived quietly in
Cincinnati with her father and brothers. She wrote occasionally short
stories, articles, and essays for publication in the "Western Monthly
Magazine" or the "New York Evangelist," and maintained a constant
correspondence with her husband by means of a daily journal, which was
forwarded to him once a month. She also assisted her brother, Henry Ward,
who had accepted a temporary position as editor of the "Journal," a small
daily paper published in the city.
At this time the question of slavery was an exciting one in Cincinnati,
and Lane Seminary had become a hotbed of abolition. The anti-slavery
movement among the students was headed by Theodore D. Weld, one of
their number, who had procured funds to complete his education by
lecturing through the South. While thus engaged he had been so impressed
with the evils and horrors of slavery that he had become a radical
abolitionist, and had succeeded in converting several Southerners to his
views of the subject. Among them was Mr. J. G. Birney of Huntsville,
Alabama, who not only liberated his slaves, but in connection with Dr.
Gamaliel Bailey of Cincinnati founded in that city an anti-slavery paper
called "The Philanthropist." This paper was finally suppressed, and its
office wrecked by a mob instigated by Kentucky slaveholders, and it is of
this event that Mrs. Stowe writes to her husband as follows:—
"Yesterday evening I spent scribbling for Henry's newspaper (the
'Journal') in this wise: 'Birney's printing-press has been mobbed, and many
of the respectable citizens are disposed to wink at the outrage in
consideration of its moving in the line of their prejudices.'
"I wrote a conversational sketch, in which I rather satirized this
inconsistent spirit, and brought out the effects of patronizing any violation

of private rights. It was in a light, sketchy style, designed to draw attention
to a long editorial of Henry's in which he considers the subject fully and
seriously. His piece is, I think, a powerful one; indeed, he does write very
strongly. I am quite proud of his editorials; they are well studied, earnest,
and dignified. I think he will make a first-rate writer. Both our pieces have
gone to press to-day, with Charles's article on music, and we have had not a
little diversion about our family newspaper.
"I thought, when I was writing last night, that I was, like a good wife,
defending one of your principles in your absence, and wanted you to see
how manfully I talked about it. Henry has also taken up and examined the
question of the Seminole Indians, and done it very nobly."
Again:—
"The excitement about Birney continues to increase. The keeper of the
Franklin Hotel was assailed by a document subscribed to by many of his
boarders demanding that Birney should be turned out of doors. He chose to
negative the demand, and twelve of his boarders immediately left, Dr. F.
among the number. A meeting has been convoked by means of a handbill,
in which some of the most respectable men of the city are invited by name
to come together and consider the question whether they will allow Mr.
Birney to continue his paper in the city. Mr. Greene says that, to his utter
surprise, many of the most respectable and influential citizens gave out that
they should go.
"He was one of the number they invited, but he told those who came to
him that he would have nothing to do with disorderly public meetings or
mobs in any shape, and that he was entirely opposed to the whole thing.
"I presume they will have a hot meeting, if they have any at all.
"I wish father were at home to preach a sermon to his church, for many
of its members do not frown on these things as they ought."
"Later: The meeting was held, and was headed by Morgan, Neville,
Judge Burke, and I know not who else. Judge Burnet was present and
consented to their acts. The mob madness is certainly upon this city when
men of sense and standing will pass resolutions approving in so many
words of things done contrary to law, as one of the resolutions of this

meeting did. It quoted the demolition of the tea in Boston harbor as being
authority and precedent.
"A large body, perhaps the majority of citizens, disapprove, but I fear
there will not be public disavowal. Even N. Wright but faintly opposes, and
Dr. Fore has been exceedingly violent. Mr. Hammond (editor of the
'Gazette') in a very dignified and judicious manner has condemned the
whole thing, and Henry has opposed, but otherwise the papers have either
been silent or in favor of mobs. We shall see what the result will be in a few
days.
"For my part, I can easily see how such proceedings may make converts
to abolitionism, for already my sympathies are strongly enlisted for Mr.
Birney, and I hope that he will stand his ground and assert his rights. The
office is fire-proof, and inclosed by high walls. I wish he would man it with
armed men and see what can be done. If I were a man I would go, for one,
and take good care of at least one window. Henry sits opposite me writing a
most valiant editorial, and tells me to tell you he is waxing mighty in
battle."
In another letter she writes:—
"I told you in my last that the mob broke into Birney's press, where,
however, the mischief done was but slight. The object appeared to be
principally to terrify. Immediately there followed a general excitement in
which even good men in their panic and prejudice about abolitionism forgot
that mobs were worse evils than these, talked against Birney, and winked at
the outrage; N. Wright and Judge Burnet, for example. Meanwhile the
turbulent spirits went beyond this and talked of revolution and of righting
things without law that could not be righted by it. At the head of these were
Morgan, Neville, Longworth, Joseph Graham, and Judge Burke. A meeting
was convoked at Lower Market Street to decide whether they would permit
the publishing of an abolition paper, and to this meeting all the most
respectable citizens were by name summoned.
"There were four classes in the city then: Those who meant to go as
revolutionists and support the mob; those who meant to put down Birney,
but rather hoped to do it without a mob; those who felt ashamed to go,

foreseeing the probable consequence, and yet did not decidedly frown upon
it; and those who sternly and decidedly reprehended it.
"The first class was headed by Neville, Longworth, Graham, etc.; the
second class, though of some numbers, was less conspicuous; of the third,
Judge Burnet, Dr. Fore, and N. Wright were specimens; and in the last such
men as Hammond, Mansfield, S. P. Chase,[3] and Chester were prominent.
The meeting in so many words voted a mob, nevertheless a committee was
appointed to wait on Mr. Birney and ascertain what he proposed to do; and,
strange to tell, men as sensible as Uncle John and Judge Burnet were so
short-sighted as to act on that committee.
"All the newspapers in the city, except Hammond's ('Gazette') and
Henry's (the 'Journal'), were either silent or openly 'mobocratic.' As might
have been expected, Birney refused to leave, and that night the mob tore
down his press, scattered the types, dragged the whole to the river, threw it
in, and then came back to demolish the office.
"They then went to the houses of Dr. Bailey, Mr. Donaldson, and Mr.
Birney; but the persons they sought were not at home, having been aware of
what was intended. The mayor was a silent spectator of these proceedings,
and was heard to say, 'Well, lads, you have done well, so far; go home now
before you disgrace yourselves;' but the 'lads' spent the rest of the night and
a greater part of the next day (Sunday) in pulling down the houses of
inoffensive and respectable blacks. The 'Gazette' office was threatened, the
'Journal' office was to go next; Lane Seminary and the water-works also
were mentioned as probable points to be attacked by the mob.
"By Tuesday morning the city was pretty well alarmed. A regular corps
of volunteers was organized, who for three nights patrolled the streets with
firearms and with legal warrant from the mayor, who by this time was glad
to give it, to put down the mob even by bloodshed.
"For a day or two we did not know but there would actually be war to
the knife, as was threatened by the mob, and we really saw Henry depart
with his pistols with daily alarm, only we were all too full of patriotism not
to have sent every brother we had rather than not have had the principles of
freedom and order defended.

"But here the tide turned. The mob, unsupported by a now frightened
community, slunk into their dens and were still; and then Hammond, who,
during the few days of its prevalence, had made no comments, but
published simply the Sermon on the Mount, the Constitution of Ohio, and
the Declaration of Independence, without any comment, now came out and
gave a simple, concise history of the mob, tracing it to the market-house
meeting, telling the whole history of the meeting, with the names of those
who got it up, throwing on them and on those who had acted on the
committee the whole responsibility of the following mob. It makes a
terrible sensation, but it 'cuts its way,' and all who took other stand than that
of steady opposition from the first are beginning to feel the reaction of
public sentiment, while newspapers from abroad are pouring in their
reprehensions of the disgraceful conduct of Cincinnati. Another time, I
suspect, such men as Judge Burnet, Mr. Greene, and Uncle John will keep
their fingers out of such a trap, and people will all learn better than to wink
at a mob that happens to please them at the outset, or in any way to give it
their countenance. Mr. Greene and Uncle John were full of wrath against
mobs, and would not go to the meeting, and yet were cajoled into acting on
that committee in the vain hope of getting Birney to go away and thus
preventing the outrage.
"They are justly punished, I think, for what was very irresolute and
foolish conduct, to say the least."
The general tone of her letters at this time would seem to show that,
while Mrs. Stowe was anti-slavery in her sympathies, she was not a
declared abolitionist. This is still further borne out in a letter written in 1837
from Putnam, Ohio, whither she had gone for a short visit to her brother
William. In it she says:—
"The good people here, you know, are about half abolitionists. A lady
who takes a leading part in the female society in this place yesterday called
and brought Catherine the proceedings of the Female Anti-Slavery
Convention.
"I should think them about as ultra as to measures as anything that has
been attempted, though I am glad to see a better spirit than marks such
proceedings generally.

"To-day I read some in Mr. Birney's 'Philanthropist.' Abolitionism being
the fashion here, it is natural to look at its papers.
"It does seem to me that there needs to be an intermediate society. If not,
as light increases, all the excesses of the abolition party will not prevent
humane and conscientious men from joining it.
"Pray what is there in Cincinnati to satisfy one whose mind is awakened
on this subject? No one can have the system of slavery brought before him
without an irrepressible desire to do something, and what is there to be
done?"
On September 29, 1836, while Professor Stowe was still absent in
Europe, his wife gave birth to twin daughters, Eliza and Isabella, as she
named them; but Eliza Tyler and Harriet Beecher, as her husband insisted
they should be called, when, upon reaching New York, he was greeted by
the joyful news. His trip from London in the ship Gladiator had been
unusually long, even for those days of sailing vessels, and extended from
November 19, 1836, to January 20, 1837.
During the summer of 1837 Mrs. Stowe suffered much from ill health,
on which account, and to relieve her from domestic cares, she was sent to
make a long visit at Putnam with her brother, Rev. William Beecher. While
here she received a letter from her husband, in which he says:—
"We all of course feel proper indignation at the doings of last General
Assembly, and shall treat them with merited contempt. This alliance
between the old school (Presbyterians) and slaveholders will make more
abolitionists than anything that has been done yet."
In December Professor Stowe went to Columbus with the extended
educational report that he had devoted the summer to preparing; and in
writing from there to his wife he says:—
"To-day I have been visiting the governor and legislators. They received
me with the utmost kindness, and are evidently anticipating much from my
report. The governor communicated it to the legislature to-day, and it is
concluded that I read it in Dr. Hodges' church on two evenings, to-morrow
and the day after, before both houses of the legislature and the citizens. The
governor (Vance) will preside at both meetings. I like him (the governor)

much. He is just such a plain, simple-hearted, sturdy body as old Fritz
(Kaiser Frederick), with more of natural talent than his predecessor in the
gubernatorial chair. For my year's work in this matter I am to receive $500."
On January 14, 1838, Mrs. Stowe's third child, Henry Ellis, was born.
It was about this time that the famous reunion of the Beecher family
described in Lyman Beecher's "Autobiography" occurred. Edward made a
visit to the East, and when he returned he brought Mary (Mrs. Thomas
Perkins) from Hartford with him. William came down from Putnam, Ohio,
and George from Batavia, New York, while Catherine, Harriet, Henry,
Charles, Isabella, Thomas, and James were already at home. It was the first
time they had ever all met together. Mary had never seen James, and had
seen Thomas but once. The old doctor was almost transported with joy as
they all gathered about him, and his cup of happiness was filled to
overflowing when, the next day, which was Sunday, his pulpit was filled by
Edward in the morning, William in the afternoon, and George in the
evening.
Side by side with this charming picture we have another of domestic life
outlined by Mrs. Stowe's own hand. It is contained in the following letter,
written June 21, 1838, to Miss May, at New Haven, Conn.:—
M
,
G
,—Only think how long it is since I
have written to you, and how changed I am since then—the mother of
three children! Well, if I have not kept the reckoning of old times, let
this last circumstance prove my apology, for I have been hand, heart,
and head full since I saw you.
Now, to-day, for example, I'll tell you what I had on my mind from
dawn to dewy eve. In the first place I waked about half after four and
thought, "Bless me, how light it is! I must get out of bed and rap to
wake up Mina, for breakfast must be had at six o'clock this morning."
So out of bed I jump and seize the tongs and pound, pound, pound
over poor Mina's sleepy head, charitably allowing her about half an
hour to get waked up in,—that being the quantum of time that it takes
me,—or used to. Well, then baby wakes—quâ, quâ, quâ, so I give him
his breakfast, dozing meanwhile and soliloquizing as follows: "Now I
must not forget to tell Mr. Stowe about the starch and dried apples"—

doze—"ah, um, dear me! why doesn't Mina get up? I don't hear her,"—
doze—"a, um,—I wonder if Mina has soap enough! I think there were
two bars left on Saturday"—doze again—I wake again. "Dear me,
broad daylight! I must get up and go down and see if Mina is getting
breakfast." Up I jump and up wakes baby. "Now, little boy, be good
and let mother dress, because she is in a hurry." I get my frock half on
and baby by that time has kicked himself down off his pillow, and is
crying and fisting the bed-clothes in great order. I stop with one sleeve
off and one on to settle matters with him. Having planted him bolt
upright and gone all up and down the chamber barefoot to get pillows
and blankets to prop him up, I finish putting my frock on and hurry
down to satisfy myself by actual observation that the breakfast is in
progress. Then back I come into the nursery, where, remembering that
it is washing day and that there is a great deal of work to be done, I
apply myself vigorously to sweeping, dusting, and the setting to rights
so necessary where there are three little mischiefs always pulling down
as fast as one can put up.
Then there are Miss H—— and Miss E——, concerning whom
Mary will furnish you with all suitable particulars, who are chattering,
hallooing, or singing at the tops of their voices, as may suit their
various states of mind, while the nurse is getting their breakfast ready.
This meal being cleared away, Mr. Stowe dispatched to market with
various memoranda of provisions, etc., and the baby being washed and
dressed, I begin to think what next must be done. I start to cut out
some little dresses, have just calculated the length and got one breadth
torn off when Master Henry makes a doleful lip and falls to crying
with might and main. I catch him up and turning round see one of his
sisters flourishing the things out of my workbox in fine style. Moving
it away and looking the other side I see the second little mischief
seated by the hearth chewing coals and scraping up ashes with great
apparent relish. Grandmother lays hold upon her and charitably offers
to endeavor to quiet baby while I go on with my work. I set at it again,
pick up a dozen pieces, measure them once more to see which is the
right one, and proceed to cut out some others, when I see the twins on
the point of quarreling with each other. Number one pushes number
two over. Number two screams: that frightens the baby and he joins in.

I call number one a naughty girl, take the persecuted one in my arms,
and endeavor to comfort her by trotting to the old lyric:—
"So ride the gentlefolk,
And so do we, so do we."
Meanwhile number one makes her way to the slop jar and forthwith
proceeds to wash her apron in it. Grandmother catches her by one
shoulder, drags her away, and sets the jar up out of her reach. By and
by the nurse comes up from her sweeping. I commit the children to
her, and finish cutting out the frocks.
But let this suffice, for of such details as these are all my days made
up. Indeed, my dear, I am but a mere drudge with few ideas beyond
babies and housekeeping. As for thoughts, reflections, and sentiments,
good lack! good lack!
I suppose I am a dolefully uninteresting person at present, but I
hope I shall grow young again one of these days, for it seems to me
that matters cannot always stand exactly as they do now.
Well, Georgy, this marriage is—yes, I will speak well of it, after all;
for when I can stop and think long enough to discriminate my head
from my heels, I must say that I think myself a fortunate woman both
in husband and children. My children I would not change for all the
ease, leisure, and pleasure that I could have without them. They are
money on interest whose value will be constantly increasing.
In 1839 Mrs. Stowe received into her family as a servant a colored girl
from Kentucky. By the laws of Ohio she was free, having been brought into
the State and left there by her mistress. In spite of this, Professor Stowe
received word, after she had lived with them some months, that the girl's
master was in the city looking for her, and that if she were not careful she
would be seized and conveyed back into slavery. Finding that this could be
accomplished by boldness, perjury, and the connivance of some
unscrupulous justice, Professor Stowe determined to remove the girl to
some place of security where she might remain until the search for her
should be given up. Accordingly he and his brother-in-law, Henry Ward
Beecher, both armed, drove the fugitive, in a covered wagon, at night, by

unfrequented roads, twelve miles back into the country, and left her in
safety with the family of old John Van Zandt, the fugitive's friend.
It is from this incident of real life and personal experience that Mrs.
Stowe conceived the thrilling episode of the fugitives' escape from Tom
Loker and Marks in "Uncle Tom's Cabin."
An amusing and at the same time most interesting account of her
struggles to accomplish literary work amid her distracting domestic duties
at this time is furnished by the letter of one of her intimate friends, who
writes:—
"It was my good fortune to number Mrs. Stowe among my friends, and
during a visit to her I had an opportunity one day of witnessing the
combined exercise of her literary and domestic genius in a style that to me
was quite amusing.
"'Come Harriet,' said I, as I found her tending one baby and watching
two others just able to walk, 'where is that piece for the "Souvenir" which I
promised the editor I would get from you and send on next week? You have
only this one day left to finish it, and have it I must.'
"'And how will you get it, friend of mine?' said Harriet. 'You will at least
have to wait till I get house-cleaning over and baby's teeth through.'
"'As to house-cleaning, you can defer it one day longer; and as to baby's
teeth, there is to be no end to them, as I can see. No, no; to-day that story
must be ended. There Frederick has been sitting by Ellen and saying all
those pretty things for more than a month now, and she has been turning
and blushing till I am sure it is time to go to her relief. Come, it would not
take you three hours at the rate you can write to finish the courtship,
marriage, catastrophe, éclaircissement, and all; and this three hours' labor of
your brains will earn enough to pay for all the sewing your fingers could do
for a year to come. Two dollars a page, my dear, and you can write a page
in fifteen minutes! Come, then, my lady housekeeper, economy is a cardinal
virtue; consider the economy of the thing.'
"'But, my dear, here is a baby in my arms and two little pussies by my
side, and there is a great baking down in the kitchen, and there is a "new

girl" for "help," besides preparations to be made for house-cleaning next
week. It is really out of the question, you see.'
"'I see no such thing. I do not know what genius is given for, if it is not
to help a woman out of a scrape. Come, set your wits to work, let me have
my way, and you shall have all the work done and finish the story too.'
"'Well, but kitchen affairs?'
"'We can manage them too. You know you can write anywhere and
anyhow. Just take your seat at the kitchen table with your writing weapons,
and while you superintend Mina fill up the odd snatches of time with the
labors of your pen.'
"I carried my point. In ten minutes she was seated; a table with flour,
rolling-pin, ginger, and lard on one side, a dresser with eggs, pork, and
beans and various cooking utensils on the other, near her an oven heating,
and beside her a dark-skinned nymph, waiting orders.
"'Here, Harriet,' said I, 'you can write on this atlas in your lap; no matter
how the writing looks, I will copy it.'
"'Well, well,' said she, with a resigned sort of amused look. 'Mina, you
may do what I told you, while I write a few minutes, till it is time to mould
up the bread. Where is the inkstand?'
"'Here it is, close by, on the top of the tea-kettle,' said I.
"At this Mina giggled, and we both laughed to see her merriment at our
literary proceedings.
"I began to overhaul the portfolio to find the right sheet.
"'Here it is,' said I. 'Here is Frederick sitting by Ellen, glancing at her
brilliant face, and saying something about "guardian angel," and all that—
you remember?'
"'Yes, yes,' said she, falling into a muse, as she attempted to recover the
thread of her story.
"'Ma'am, shall I put the pork on the top of the beans?' asked Mina.

"'Come, come,' said Harriet, laughing. 'You see how it is. Mina is a new
hand and cannot do anything without me to direct her. We must give up the
writing for to-day.'
"'No, no; let us have another trial. You can dictate as easily as you can
write. Come, I can set the baby in this clothes-basket and give him some
mischief or other to keep him quiet; you shall dictate and I will write. Now,
this is the place where you left off: you were describing the scene between
Ellen and her lover; the last sentence was, "Borne down by the tide of
agony, she leaned her head on her hands, the tears streamed through her
fingers, and her whole frame shook with convulsive sobs." What shall I
write next?'
"'Mina, pour a little milk into this pearlash,' said Harriet.
"'Come,' said I. '"The tears streamed through her fingers and her whole
frame shook with convulsive sobs." What next?'
"Harriet paused and looked musingly out of the window, as she turned
her mind to her story. 'You may write now,' said she, and she dictated as
follows:
"'"Her lover wept with her, nor dared he again to touch the point so
sacredly guarded"—Mina, roll that crust a little thinner. "He spoke in
soothing tones"—Mina, poke the coals in the oven.'
"'Here,' said I, 'let me direct Mina about these matters, and write a while
yourself.'
"Harriet took the pen and patiently set herself to the work. For a while
my culinary knowledge and skill were proof to all Mina's investigating
inquiries, and they did not fail till I saw two pages completed.
"'You have done bravely,' said I, as I read over the manuscript; 'now you
must direct Mina a while. Meanwhile dictate and I will write.'
"Never was there a more docile literary lady than my friend. Without a
word of objection she followed my request.

"'I am ready to write,' said I. 'The last sentence was: "What is this life to
one who has suffered as I have?" What next?'
"'Shall I put in the brown or the white bread first?' said Mina.
"'The brown first,' said Harriet.
"'"What is this life to one who has suffered as I have?"' said I.
"Harriet brushed the flour off her apron and sat down for a moment in a
muse. Then she dictated as follows:—
"'"Under the breaking of my heart I have borne up. I have borne up
under all that tries a woman,—but this thought,—oh, Henry!"'
"'Ma'am, shall I put ginger into this pumpkin?' queried Mina.
"'No, you may let that alone just now,' replied Harriet. She then
proceeded:—
"'"I know my duty to my children. I see the hour must come. You must
take them, Henry; they are my last earthly comfort."'
"'Ma'am, what shall I do with these egg-shells and all this truck here?'
interrupted Mina.
"'Put them in the pail by you,' answered Harriet.
"'"They are my last earthly comfort,"' said I. 'What next?'
"She continued to dictate,—
"'"You must take them away. It may be—perhaps it must be—that I shall
soon follow, but the breaking heart of a wife still pleads, 'a little longer, a
little longer.'"'
"'How much longer must the gingerbread stay in?' inquired Mina.
"'Five minutes,' said Harriet.
"'"A little longer, a little longer,"' I repeated in a dolorous tone, and we
burst into a laugh.

"Thus we went on, cooking, writing, nursing, and laughing, till I finally
accomplished my object. The piece was finished, copied, and the next day
sent to the editor."
The widely scattered members of the Beecher family had a fashion of
communicating with each other by means of circular letters. These, begun
on great sheets of paper, at either end of the line, were passed along from
one to another, each one adding his or her budget of news to the general
stock. When the filled sheet reached the last person for whom it was
intended, it was finally remailed to its point of departure. Except in the
cases of Mrs. Stowe and Mrs. Perkins, the simple address "Rev. Mr.
Beecher" was sufficient to insure its safe delivery in any town to which it
was sent.
One of these great, closely-written sheets, bearing in faded ink the
names of all the Beechers, lies outspread before us as we write. It is
postmarked Hartford, Conn., Batavia, N. Y., Chillicothe, Ohio, Zanesville,
Ohio, Walnut Hills, Ohio, Indianapolis, Ind., Jacksonville, Ill., and New
Orleans, La. In it Mrs. Stowe occupies her allotted space with—
W

H

, April 27, 1839.

D
F
,—I am going to Hartford myself, and therefore shall
not write, but hurry along the preparations for my forward journey.
Belle, father says you may go to the White Mountains with Mr. Stowe
and me this summer. George, we may look in on you coming back.
Good-by.
Affectionately to all, H. E. S

.

CHAPTER V.
POVERTY AND SICKNESS, 1840-1850.
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O January 7, 1839, Professor Stowe wrote to his mother in Natick,
Mass.: "You left here, I believe, in the right time, for as there has been no
navigation on the Ohio River for a year, we are almost in a state of famine
as to many of the necessities of life. For example, salt (coarse) has sold in
Cincinnati this winter for three dollars a bushel; rice eighteen cents a
pound; coffee fifty cents a pound; white sugar the same; brown sugar
twenty cents; molasses a dollar a gallon; potatoes a dollar a bushel. We do
without such things mostly; as there is yet plenty of bread and bacon (flour
six and seven dollars a barrel, and good pork from six to eight cents a
pound) we get along very comfortably.
"Our new house is pretty much as it was, but they say it will be finished
in July. I expect to visit you next summer, as I shall deliver the Phi Beta
Kappa oration at Dartmouth College; but whether wife and children come
with me or not is not yet decided."
Mrs. Stowe came on to the East with her husband and children during
the following summer, and before her return made a trip through the White
Mountains.
In May, 1840, her second son was born and named Frederick William,
after the sturdy Prussian king, for whom her husband cherished an
unbounded admiration.
Mrs. Stowe has said somewhere: "So we go, dear reader, so long as we
have a body and a soul. For worlds must mingle,—the great and the little,

the solemn and the trivial, wreathing in and out like the grotesque carvings
on a gothic shrine; only did we know it rightly, nothing is trivial, since the
human soul, with its awful shadow, makes all things sacred." So in writing a
biography it is impossible for us to tell what did and what did not
powerfully influence the character. It is safer simply to tell the unvarnished
truth. The lily builds up its texture of delicate beauty from mould and decay.
So how do we know from what humble material a soul grows in strength
and beauty!
In December, 1840, writing to Miss May, Mrs. Stowe says:—
"For a year I have held the pen only to write an occasional business
letter such as could not be neglected. This was primarily owing to a severe
neuralgic complaint that settled in my eyes, and for two months not only
made it impossible for me to use them in writing, but to fix them with
attention on anything. I could not even bear the least light of day in my
room. Then my dear little Frederick was born, and for two months more I
was confined to my bed. Besides all this, we have had an unusual amount of
sickness in our family. . . .
"For all that my history of the past year records so many troubles, I
cannot on the whole regard it as a very troublous one. I have had so many
counterbalancing mercies that I must regard myself as a person greatly
blessed. It is true that about six months out of the twelve I have been laid up
with sickness, but then I have had every comfort and the kindest of nurses
in my faithful Anna. My children have thriven, and on the whole 'come to
more,' as the Yankees say, than the care of them. Thus you see my troubles
have been but enough to keep me from loving earth too well."
In the spring of 1842 Mrs. Stowe again visited Hartford, taking her sixyear-old daughter Hatty with her. In writing from there to her husband she
confides some of her literary plans and aspirations to him, and he answers:
—
"My dear, you must be a literary woman. It is so written in the book of
fate. Make all your calculations accordingly. Get a good stock of health and
brush up your mind. Drop the E. out of your name. It only incumbers it and
interferes with the flow and euphony. Write yourself fully and always
Harriet Beecher Stowe, which is a name euphonious, flowing, and full of

meaning. Then my word for it, your husband will lift up his head in the
gate, and your children will rise up and call you blessed.
"Our humble dwelling has to-day received a distinguished honor of
which I must give you an account. It was a visit from his excellency the
Baron de Roenne, ambassador of his majesty the King of Prussia to the
United States. He was pleased to assure me of the great satisfaction my
report on Prussian schools had afforded the king and members of his court,
with much more to the same effect. Of course having a real live lord to
exhibit, I was anxious for some one to exhibit him to; but neither Aunt
Esther nor Anna dared venture near the study, though they both contrived to
get a peep at his lordship from the little chamber window as he was leaving.
"And now, my dear wife, I want you to come home as quick as you can.
The fact is I cannot live without you, and if we were not so prodigious poor
I would come for you at once. There is no woman like you in this wide
world. Who else has so much talent with so little self-conceit; so much
reputation with so little affectation; so much literature with so little
nonsense; so much enterprise with so little extravagance; so much tongue
with so little scold; so much sweetness with so little softness; so much of so
many things and so little of so many other things?"
In answer to this letter Mrs. Stowe writes from Hartford:—
"I have seen Johnson of the 'Evangelist.' He is very liberally disposed,
and I may safely reckon on being paid for all I do there. Who is that Hale,
Jr., that sent me the 'Boston Miscellany,' and will he keep his word with
me? His offers are very liberal,—twenty dollars for three pages, not very
close print. Is he to be depended on? If so, it is the best offer I have received
yet. I shall get something from the Harpers some time this winter or spring.
Robertson, the publisher here, says the book ('The Mayflower') will sell,
and though the terms they offer me are very low, that I shall make
something on it. For a second volume I shall be able to make better terms.
On the whole, my dear, if I choose to be a literary lady, I have, I think, as
good a chance of making profit by it as any one I know of. But with all this,
I have my doubts whether I shall be able to do so.
"Our children are just coming to the age when everything depends on
my efforts. They are delicate in health, and nervous and excitable, and need

a mother's whole attention. Can I lawfully divide my attention by literary
efforts?
"There is one thing I must suggest. If I am to write, I must have a room
to myself, which shall be my room. I have in my own mind pitched on Mrs.
Whipple's room. I can put the stove in it. I have bought a cheap carpet for it,
and I have furniture enough at home to furnish it comfortably, and I only
beg in addition that you will let me change the glass door from the nursery
into that room and keep my plants there, and then I shall be quite happy.
"All last winter I felt the need of some place where I could go and be
quiet and satisfied. I could not there, for there was all the setting of tables,
and clearing up of tables, and dressing and washing of children, and
everything else going on, and the constant falling of soot and coal dust on
everything in the room was a constant annoyance to me, and I never felt
comfortable there though I tried hard. Then if I came into the parlor where
you were I felt as if I were interrupting you, and you know you sometimes
thought so too.
"Now this winter let the cooking-stove be put into that room, and let the
pipe run up through the floor into the room above. We can eat by our
cooking-stove, and the children can be washed and dressed and keep their
playthings in the room above, and play there when we don't want them
below. You can study by the parlor fire, and I and my plants, etc., will take
the other room. I shall keep my work and all my things there and feel
settled and quiet. I intend to have a regular part of each day devoted to the
children, and then I shall take them in there."
In his reply to this letter Professor Stowe says:—
"The little magazine ('The Souvenir') goes ahead finely. Fisher sent
down to Fulton the other day and got sixty subscribers. He will make the
June number as handsome as possible, as a specimen number for the
students, several of whom will take agencies for it during the coming
vacation. You have it in your power by means of this little magazine to form
the mind of the West for the coming generation. It is just as I told you in my
last letter. God has written it in his book that you must be a literary woman,
and who are we that we should contend against God? You must therefore
make all your calculations to spend the rest of your life with your pen.

"If you only could come home to-day how happy should I be. I am daily
finding out more and more (what I knew very well before) that you are the
most intelligent and agreeable woman in the whole circle of my
acquaintance."
That Professor Stowe's devoted admiration for his wife was reciprocated,
and that a most perfect sympathy of feeling existed between the husband
and wife, is shown by a line in one of Mrs. Stowe's letters from Hartford in
which she says: "I was telling Belle yesterday that I did not know till I came
away how much I was dependent upon you for information. There are a
thousand favorite subjects on which I could talk with you better than with
any one else. If you were not already my dearly loved husband I should
certainly fall in love with you."
In this same letter she writes of herself:—
"One thing more in regard to myself. The absence and wandering of
mind and forgetfulness that so often vexes you is a physical infirmity with
me. It is the failing of a mind not calculated to endure a great pressure of
care, and so much do I feel the pressure I am under, so much is my mind
often darkened and troubled by care, that life seriously considered holds out
few allurements,—only my children.
"In returning to my family, from whom I have been so long separated, I
am impressed with a new and solemn feeling of responsibility. It appears to
me that I am not probably destined for long life; at all events, the feeling is
strongly impressed upon my mind that a work is put into my hands which I
must be earnest to finish shortly. It is nothing great or brilliant in the world's
eye; it lies in one small family circle, of which I am called to be the central
point."
On her way home from this Eastern visit Mrs. Stowe traveled for the
first time by rail, and of this novel experience she writes to Miss Georgiana
May:—
B

, August 29, 1842.

Here I am at Brother William's, and our passage along this railroad
reminds me of the verse of the psalm:—

"Tho' lions roar and tempests blow,
And rocks and dangers fill the way."
Such confusion of tongues, such shouting and swearing, such want
of all sort of system and decency in arrangements, I never desire to see
again. I was literally almost trodden down and torn to pieces in the
Rochester depot when I went to help my poor, near-sighted spouse in
sorting out the baggage. You see there was an accident which
happened to the cars leaving Rochester that morning, which kept us
two hours and a half at the passing place this side of Auburn, waiting
for them to come up and go by us. The consequence was that we got
into this Rochester depot aforesaid after dark, and the steamboat, the
canal-boat, and the Western train of cars had all been kept waiting
three hours beyond their usual time, and they all broke loose upon us
the moment we put our heads out of the cars, and such a jerking, and
elbowing, and scuffling, and swearing, and protesting, and scolding
you never heard, while the great locomotive sailed up and down in the
midst thereof, spitting fire and smoke like some great fiend monster
diverting himself with our commotions. I do think these steam
concerns border a little too much on the supernatural to be agreeable,
especially when you are shut up in a great dark depot after sundown.
Well, after all, we had to ride till twelve o'clock at night to get to
Batavia, and I've been sick abed, so to speak, ever since.
The winter of 1842 was one of peculiar trial to the family at Walnut
Hills; as Mrs. Stowe writes, "It was a season of sickness and gloom."
Typhoid fever raged among the students of the seminary, and the house of
the president was converted into a hospital, while the members of his family
were obliged to devote themselves to nursing the sick and dying.
July 6, 1843, a few weeks before the birth of her third daughter,
Georgiana May, a most terrible and overwhelming sorrow came on Mrs.
Stowe, in common with all the family, in the sudden death of her brother,
the Rev. George Beecher.
He was a young man of unusual talent and ability, and much loved by
his church and congregation. The circumstances of his death are related in a
letter written by Mrs. Stowe, and are as follows: "Noticing the birds

destroying his fruit and injuring his plants, he went for a double-barreled
gun, which he scarcely ever had used, out of regard to the timidity and
anxiety of his wife in reference to it. Shortly after he left the house, one of
the elders of his church in passing saw him discharge one barrel at the birds.
Soon after he heard the fatal report and saw the smoke, but the trees shut
out the rest from sight. . . . In about half an hour after, the family assembled
at breakfast, and the servant was sent out to call him. . . . In a few minutes
she returned, exclaiming, 'Oh, Mr. Beecher is dead! Mr. Beecher is dead!'
. . . In a short time a visitor in the family, assisted by a passing laborer,
raised him up and bore him to the house. His face was pale and but slightly
marred, his eyes were closed, and over his countenance rested the sweet
expression of peaceful slumber. . . . Then followed the hurried preparations
for the funeral and journey, until three o'clock, when, all arrangements
being made, he was borne from his newly finished house, through his
blooming garden, to the new church, planned and just completed under his
directing eye. . . . The sermon and the prayers were finished, the choir he
himself had trained sung their parting hymn, and at about five the funeral
train started for a journey of over seventy miles. That night will stand alone
in the memories of those who witnessed its scenes!
"At ten in the evening heavy clouds gathered lowering behind, and
finally rose so as nearly to cover the hemisphere, sending forth mutterings
of thunder and constant flashes of lightning.
"The excessive heat of the weather, the darkness of the night, the solitary
road, the flaring of the lamps and lanterns, the flashes of the lightning, the
roll of approaching thunder, the fear of being overtaken in an unfrequented
place and the lights extinguished by the rain, the sad events of the day, the
cries of the infant boy sick with the heat and bewailing the father who ever
before had soothed his griefs, all combined to awaken the deepest emotions
of the sorrowful, the awful, and the sublime. . . .
"And so it is at last; there must come a time when all that the most heartbroken, idolizing love can give us is a coffin and a grave! All that could be
done for our brother, with all his means and all the affection of his people
and friends, was just this, no more! After all, the deepest and most powerful
argument for the religion of Christ is its power in times like this. Take from
us Christ and what He taught, and what have we here? What confusion,

what agony, what dismay, what wreck and waste! But give Him to us, even
the most stricken heart can rise under the blow; yea, even triumph!
"'Thy brother shall rise again,' said Jesus; and to us who weep He
speaks: 'Rejoice, inasmuch as ye are made partakers of Christ's sufferings,
that when his glory shall be revealed, ye also may be glad with exceeding
joy!'"
The advent of Mrs. Stowe's third daughter was followed by a protracted
illness and a struggle with great poverty, of which Mrs. Stowe writes in
October, 1843:—
"Our straits for money this year are unparalleled even in our annals.
Even our bright and cheery neighbor Allen begins to look blue, and says
$600 is the very most we can hope to collect of our salary, once $1,200. We
have a flock of entirely destitute young men in the seminary, as poor in
money as they are rich in mental and spiritual resources. They promise to
be as fine a band as those we have just sent off. We have two from Iowa and
Wisconsin who were actually crowded from secular pursuits into the
ministry by the wants of the people about them. Revivals began, and the
people came to them saying, 'We have no minister, and you must preach to
us, for you know more than we do.'"
In the spring of 1844 Professor Stowe visited the East to arouse an
interest in the struggling seminary and raise funds for its maintenance.
While he was there he received the following letter from Mrs. Stowe:—
"I am already half sick with confinement to the house and overwork. If I
should sew every day for a month to come I should not be able to
accomplish a half of what is to be done, and should be only more unfit for
my other duties."
This struggle against ill-health and poverty was continued through that
year and well into the next, when, during her husband's absence to attend a
ministerial convention at Detroit, Mrs. Stowe writes to him:—
June 16, 1845.
M D
H
,—It is a dark, sloppy, rainy, muddy,
disagreeable day, and I have been working hard (for me) all day in the

kitchen, washing dishes, looking into closets, and seeing a great deal
of that dark side of domestic life which a housekeeper may who will
investigate too curiously into minutiæ in warm, damp weather,
especially after a girl who keeps all clean on the outside of cup and
platter, and is very apt to make good the rest of the text in the inside of
things.
I am sick of the smell of sour milk, and sour meat, and sour
everything, and then the clothes will not dry, and no wet thing does,
and everything smells mouldy; and altogether I feel as if I never
wanted to eat again.
Your letter, which was neither sour nor mouldy, formed a very
agreeable contrast to all these things; the more so for being
unexpected. I am much obliged to you for it. As to my health, it gives
me very little solicitude, although I am bad enough and daily growing
worse. I feel no life, no energy, no appetite, or rather a growing
distaste for food; in fact, I am becoming quite ethereal. Upon reflection
I perceive that it pleases my Father to keep me in the fire, for my
whole situation is excessively harassing and painful. I suffer with
sensible distress in the brain, as I have done more or less since my
sickness last winter, a distress which some days takes from me all
power of planning or executing anything; and you know that, except
this poor head, my unfortunate household has no mainspring, for
nobody feels any kind of responsibility to do a thing in time, place, or
manner, except as I oversee it.
Georgiana is so excessively weak, nervous, cross, and fretful, night
and day, that she takes all Anna's strength and time with her; and then
the children are, like other little sons and daughters of Adam, full of all
kinds of absurdity and folly.
When the brain gives out, as mine often does, and one cannot think
or remember anything, then what is to be done? All common fatigue,
sickness, and exhaustion is nothing to this distress. Yet do I rejoice in
my God and know in whom I believe, and only pray that the fire may
consume the dross; as to the gold, that is imperishable. No real evil can

happen to me, so I fear nothing for the future, and only suffer in the
present tense.
God, the mighty God, is mine, of that I am sure, and I know He
knows that though flesh and heart fail, I am all the while desiring and
trying for his will alone. As to a journey, I need not ask a physician to
see that it is needful to me as far as health is concerned, that is to say,
all human appearances are that way, but I feel no particular choice
about it. If God wills I go. He can easily find means. Money, I
suppose, is as plenty with Him now as it always has been, and if He
sees it is really best He will doubtless help me.
That the necessary funds were provided is evident from the fact that the
journey was undertaken and the invalid spent the summer of 1845 in
Hartford, in Natick, and in Boston. She was not, however, permanently
benefited by the change, and in the following spring it was deemed
necessary to take more radical measures to arrest the progress of her
increasing debility. After many consultations and much correspondence it
was finally decided that she should go to Dr. Wesselhoeft's watercure
establishment at Brattleboro', Vt.
At this time, under date of March, 1846, she writes:
"For all I have had trouble I can think of nothing but the greatness and
richness of God's mercy to me in giving me such friends, and in always
caring for us in every strait. There has been no day this winter when I have
not had abundant reason to see this. Some friend has always stepped in to
cheer and help, so that I have wanted for nothing. My husband has
developed wonderfully as house-father and nurse. You would laugh to see
him in his spectacles gravely marching the little troop in their nightgowns
up to bed, tagging after them, as he says, like an old hen after a flock of
ducks. The money for my journey has been sent in from an unknown hand
in a wonderful manner. All this shows the care of our Father, and
encourages me to rejoice and to hope in Him."
A few days after her departure Professor Stowe wrote to his wife:—
"I was greatly comforted by your brief letter from Pittsburgh. When I
returned from the steamer the morning you left I found in the post-office a

letter from Mrs. G. W. Bull of New York, inclosing $50 on account of the
sickness in my family. There was another inclosing $50 more from a Mrs.
Devereaux of Raleigh, N. C., besides some smaller sums from others. My
heart went out to God in aspiration and gratitude. None of the donors, so far
as I know, have I ever seen or heard of before.
"Henry and I have been living in a Robinson Crusoe and man Friday sort
of style, greatly to our satisfaction, ever since you went away."
Mrs. Stowe was accompanied to Brattleboro' by her sisters, Catherine
and Mary, who were also suffering from troubles that they felt might be
relieved by hydropathic treatment.
From May, 1846, until March, 1847, she remained at Brattleboro'
without seeing her husband or children. During these weary months her
happiest days were those upon which she received letters from home.
The following extracts, taken from letters written by her during this
period, are of value, as revealing what it is possible to know of her habits of
thought and mode of life at this time.
B

', September, 1846.

M
H
,—I have been thinking of all your trials, and I
really pity you in having such a wife. I feel as if I had been only a
hindrance to you instead of a help, and most earnestly and daily do I
pray to God to restore my health that I may do something for you and
my family. I think if I were only at home I could at least sweep and
dust, and wash potatoes, and cook a little, and talk some to my
children, and should be doing something for my family. But the hope
of getting better buoys me up. I go through these tedious and
wearisome baths and bear that terrible douche thinking of my children.
They never will know how I love them. . . .
There is great truth and good sense in your analysis of the cause of
our past failures. We have now come to a sort of crisis. If you and I do
as we should for five years to come the character of our three oldest
children will be established. This is why I am willing to spend so much
time and make such efforts to have health. Oh, that God would give

me these five years in full possession of mind and body, that I may
train my children as they should be trained. I am fully aware of the
importance of system and order in a family. I know that nothing can be
done without it; it is the keystone, the sine quâ non, and in regard to
my children I place it next to piety. At the same time it is true that both
Anna[4] and I labor under serious natural disadvantages on this subject.
It is not all that is necessary to feel the importance of order and system,
but it requires a particular kind of talent to carry it through a family.
Very much the same kind of talent, as Uncle Samuel said, which is
necessary to make a good prime minister. . . .
I think you might make an excellent sermon to Christians on the
care of health, in consideration of the various infirmities and
impediments to the developing the results of religion, that result from
bodily ill health, and I wish you would make one that your own mind
may be more vividly impressed with it. The world is too much in a
hurry. Ministers think there is no way to serve Christ but to overdraw
on their physical capital for four or five years for Christ and then have
nothing to give, but become a mere burden on his hands for the next
five. . . .
November 18. "The daily course I go through presupposes a degree
of vigor beyond anything I ever had before. For this week, I have gone
before breakfast to the wave-bath and let all the waves and billows roll
over me till every limb ached with cold and my hands would scarcely
have feeling enough to dress me. After that I have walked till I was
warm, and come home to breakfast with such an appetite! Brown
bread and milk are luxuries indeed, and the only fear is that I may eat
too much. At eleven comes my douche, to which I have walked in a
driving rain for the last two days, and after it walked in the rain again
till I was warm. (The umbrella you gave me at Natick answers finely,
as well as if it were a silk one.) After dinner I roll ninepins or walk till
four, then sitz-bath, and another walk till six.
"I am anxious for your health; do be persuaded to try a long walk
before breakfast. You don't know how much good it will do you. Don't
sit in your hot study without any ventilation, a stove burning up all the
vitality of the air and weakening your nerves, and above all, do amuse

yourself. Go to Dr. Mussey's and spend an evening, and to father's and
Professor Allen's. When you feel worried go off somewhere and forget
and throw it off. I should really rejoice to hear that you and father and
mother, with Professor and Mrs. Allen, Mrs. K., and a few others of
the same calibre would agree to meet together for dancing cotillons. It
would do you all good, and if you took Mr. K.'s wife and poor Miss
Much-Afraid, her daughter, into the alliance it would do them good.
Bless me! what a profane set everybody would think you were, and yet
you are the people of all the world most solemnly in need of it. I wish
you could be with me in Brattleboro' and coast down hill on a sled, go
sliding and snowballing by moonlight! I would snowball every bit of
the hypo out of you! Now, my dear, if you are going to get sick, I am
going to come home. There is no use in my trying to get well if you, in
the mean time, are going to run yourself down."
January, 1847.
M
S
,—I received your most melancholy effusion, and I
am sorry to find it's just so. I entirely agree and sympathize. Why
didn't you engage the two tombstones—one for you and one for me?

Ding, dong! Dead and gone!

I shall have to copy for your edification a "poem on tombstones"
which Kate put at Christmas into the stocking of one of our most
hypochondriac gentlemen, who had pished and pshawed at his wife
and us for trying to get up a little fun. This poem was fronted with the
above vignette and embellished with sundry similar ones, and tied with

a long black ribbon. There were only two cantos in very concise style,
so I shall send you them entire.
CANTO

CANTO

I.
In the kingdom of
Mortin
I had the good
fortin'
To find these
verses
On tombs and on
hearses,
Which I, being
jinglish
Have done into
English.

II.
The man what's so
colickish
When his friends
are all frolickish
As to turn up his
noses
And turn on his
toses
Shall have only
verses
On tombstones
and hearses.

But, seriously, my dear husband, you must try and be patient, for
this cannot last forever. Be patient and bear it like the toothache, or a
driving rain, or anything else that you cannot escape. To see things as
through a glass darkly is your infirmity, you know; but the Lord will
yet deliver you from this trial. I know how to pity you, for the last
three weeks I have suffered from an overwhelming mental depression,
a perfect heartsickness. All I wanted was to get home and die. Die I
was very sure I should at any rate, but I suppose I was never less
prepared to do so.
The long exile was ended in the spring of 1847, and in May Mrs. Stowe
returned to her Cincinnati home, where she was welcomed with sincere
demonstrations of joy by her husband and children.
Her sixth child, Samuel Charles, was born in January of 1848, and about
this time her husband's health became so seriously impaired that it was
thought desirable for him in turn to spend a season at the Brattleboro' watercure. He went in June, 1848, and was compelled by the very precarious
state of his health to remain until September, 1849. During this period of
more than a year Mrs. Stowe remained in Cincinnati caring for her six

children, eking out her slender income by taking boarders and writing when
she found time, confronting a terrible epidemic of cholera that carried off
one of her little flock, and in every way showing herself to be a brave
woman, possessed of a spirit that could rise superior to all adversity.
Concerning this time she writes in January, 1849, to her dearest friend:—
M
G
,—For six months after my return from
Brattleboro' my eyes were so affected that I wrote scarce any, and my
health was in so strange a state that I felt no disposition to write. After
the birth of little Charley my health improved, but my husband was
sick and I have been so loaded and burdened with cares as to drain me
dry of all capacity of thought, feeling, memory, or emotion.
Well, Georgy, I am thirty-seven years old! I am glad of it. I like to
grow old and have six children and cares endless. I wish you could see
me with my flock all around me. They sum up my cares, and were they
gone I should ask myself, What now remains to be done? They are my
work, over which I fear and tremble.
In the early summer of 1849 cholera broke out in Cincinnati, and soon
became epidemic. Professor Stowe, absent in Brattleboro', and filled with
anxiety for the safety of his family, was most anxious, in spite of his feeble
health, to return and share the danger with them, but this his wife would not
consent to, as is shown by her letters to him, written at this time. In one of
them, dated June 29, 1849, she says:—
M
H
,—This week has been unusually fatal. The
disease in the city has been malignant and virulent. Hearse drivers
have scarce been allowed to unharness their horses, while furniture
carts and common vehicles are often employed for the removal of the
dead. The sable trains which pass our windows, the frequent
indications of crowding haste, and the absence of reverent decency
have, in many cases, been most painful. Of course all these things,
whether we will or no, bring very doleful images to the mind.
On Tuesday one hundred and sixteen deaths from cholera were
reported, and that night the air was of that peculiarly oppressive,
deathly kind that seems to lie like lead on the brain and soul.

As regards your coming home, I am decidedly opposed to it. First,
because the chance of your being taken ill is just as great as the chance
of your being able to render us any help. To exchange the salubrious
air of Brattleboro' for the pestilent atmosphere of this place with your
system rendered sensitive by water-cure treatment would be extremely
dangerous. It is a source of constant gratitude to me that neither you
nor father are exposed to the dangers here.
Second, none of us are sick, and it is very uncertain whether we
shall be.
Third, if we were sick there are so many of us that it is not at all
likely we shall all be taken at once.
July 1. Yesterday Mr. Stagg went to the city and found all gloomy
and discouraged, while a universal panic seemed to be drawing nearer
than ever before. Large piles of coal were burning on the cross walks
and in the public squares, while those who had talked confidently of
the cholera being confined to the lower classes and those who were
imprudent began to feel as did the magicians of old, "This is the finger
of God."
Yesterday, upon the recommendation of all the clergymen of the
city, the mayor issued a proclamation for a day of general fasting,
humiliation, and prayer, to be observed on Tuesday next.
July 3. We are all in good health and try to maintain a calm and
cheerful frame of mind. The doctors are nearly used up. Dr. Bowen
and Dr. Peck are sick in bed. Dr. Potter and Dr. Pulte ought, I suppose,
to be there also. The younger physicians have no rest night or day. Mr.
Fisher is laid up from his incessant visitations with the sick and dying.
Our own Dr. Brown is likewise prostrated, but we are all resolute to
stand by each other, and there are so many of us that it is not likely we
can all be taken sick together.
July 4. All well. The meeting yesterday was very solemn and
interesting. There is more or less sickness about us, but no very
dangerous cases. One hundred and twenty burials from cholera alone
yesterday, yet to-day we see parties bent on pleasure or senseless

carousing, while to-morrow and next day will witness a fresh harvest
of death from them. How we can become accustomed to anything!
Awhile ago ten a day dying of cholera struck terror to all hearts; but
now the tide has surged up gradually until the deaths average over a
hundred daily, and everybody is getting accustomed to it. Gentlemen
make themselves agreeable to ladies by reciting the number of deaths
in this house or that. This together with talk of funerals, cholera
medicines, cholera dietetics, and chloride of lime form the ordinary
staple of conversation. Serious persons of course throw in moral
reflections to their taste.
July 10. Yesterday little Charley was taken ill, not seriously, and at
any other season I should not be alarmed. Now, however, a slight
illness seems like a death sentence, and I will not dissemble that I feel
from the outset very little hope. I still think it best that you should not
return. By so doing you might lose all you have gained. You might
expose yourself to a fatal incursion of disease. It is decidedly not your
duty to do so.
July 12. Yesterday I carried Charley to Dr. Pulte, who spoke in such
a manner as discouraged and frightened me. He mentioned dropsy on
the brain as a possible result. I came home with a heavy heart,
sorrowing, desolate, and wishing my husband and father were here.
About one o'clock this morning Miss Stewart suddenly opened my
door crying, "Mrs. Stowe, Henry is vomiting." I was on my feet in an
instant, and lifted up my heart for help. He was, however, in a few
minutes relieved. Then I turned my attention to Charley, who was also
suffering, put him into a wet sheet, and kept him there until he was in a
profuse perspiration. He is evidently getting better, and is auspiciously
cross. Never was crossness in a baby more admired. Anna and I have
said to each other exultingly a score of times, "How cross the little
fellow is! How he does scold!"
July 15. Since I last wrote our house has been a perfect hospital.
Charley apparently recovering, but still weak and feeble, unable to
walk or play, and so miserably fretful and unhappy. Sunday Anna and I
were fairly stricken down, as many others are, with no particular

illness, but with such miserable prostration. I lay on the bed all day
reading my hymn-book and thinking over passages of Scripture.
July 17. To-day we have been attending poor old Aunt Frankie's[5]
funeral. She died yesterday morning, taken sick the day before while
washing. Good, honest, trustful old soul! She was truly one who
hungered and thirsted for righteousness.
Yesterday morning our poor little dog, Daisy, who had been ailing
the day before, was suddenly seized with frightful spasms and died in
half an hour. Poor little affectionate thing! If I were half as good for
my nature as she for hers I should be much better than I am. While we
were all mourning over her the news came that Aunt Frankie was
breathing her last. Hatty, Eliza, Anna, and I made her shroud yesterday,
and this morning I made her cap. We have just come from her grave.
July 23. At last, my dear, the hand of the Lord hath touched us. We
have been watching all day by the dying bed of little Charley, who is
gradually sinking. After a partial recovery from the attack I described
in my last letter he continued for some days very feeble, but still we
hoped for recovery. About four days ago he was taken with decided
cholera, and now there is no hope of his surviving this night.
Every kindness is shown us by the neighbors. Do not return. All
will be over before you could possibly get here, and the epidemic is
now said by the physicians to prove fatal to every new case. Bear up.
Let us not faint when we are rebuked of Him. I dare not trust myself to
say more but shall write again soon.
July 26.
M
H
,—At last it is over and our dear little one is
gone from us. He is now among the blessed. My Charley—my
beautiful, loving, gladsome baby, so loving, so sweet, so full of life
and hope and strength—now lies shrouded, pale and cold, in the room
below. Never was he anything to me but a comfort. He has been my
pride and joy. Many a heartache has he cured for me. Many an anxious
night have I held him to my bosom and felt the sorrow and loneliness
pass out of me with the touch of his little warm hands. Yet I have just

seen him in his death agony, looked on his imploring face when I
could not help nor soothe nor do one thing, not one, to mitigate his
cruel suffering, do nothing but pray in my anguish that he might die
soon. I write as though there were no sorrow like my sorrow, yet there
has been in this city, as in the land of Egypt, scarce a house without its
dead. This heart-break, this anguish, has been everywhere, and when it
will end God alone knows.
With this severest blow of all, the long years of trial and suffering in the
West practically end; for in September, 1849, Professor Stowe returned
from Brattleboro', and at the same time received a call to the Collins
Professorship at Bowdoin College, in Brunswick, Maine, that he decided to
accept.

CHAPTER VI.
REMOVAL TO BRUNSWICK, 1850-1852.
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in the winter of 1849 Mrs. Stowe wrote in a private journal in
which she recorded thought and feeling concerning religious themes: "It has
been said that it takes a man to write the life of a man; that is, there must be
similarity of mind in the person who undertakes to present the character of
another. This is true, also, of reading and understanding biography. A
statesman and general would read the life of Napoleon with the spirit and
the understanding, while the commonplace man plods through it as a task.
The difference is that the one, being of like mind and spirit with the subject
of the biography, is able to sympathize with him in all his thoughts and
experiences, and the other is not. The life of Henry Martyn would be
tedious and unintelligible to a mind like that of a Richelieu or a Mazarin.
They never experienced or saw or heard anything like it, and would be quite
at a loss where to place such a man in their mental categories. It is not
strange, therefore, that of all biography in the world that of Jesus Christ
should be least understood. It is an exception to all the world has ever seen.
'The world knew Him not.' There is, to be sure, a simple grandeur about the
life of Jesus which awes almost every mind. The most hardened scoffer,
after he has jested and jeered at everything in the temple of Christianity,
stands for a moment uncovered and breathless when he comes to the object
of its adoration and feels how awful goodness is, and Virtue in her shape

how lovely. Yet, after all, the character of the Christ has been looked at and
not sympathized with. Men have turned aside to see this great sight.
Christians have fallen in adoration, but very few have tried to enter into his
sympathies and to feel as He felt."
How little she dreamed that these words were to become profoundly
appropriate as a description of her own life in its relation to mankind! How
little the countless thousands who read, have read, and will read, "Uncle
Tom's Cabin" enter into or sympathize with the feelings out of which it was
written! A delicate, sensitive woman struggling with poverty, with weary
step and aching head attending to the innumerable demands of a large
family of growing children; a devoted Christian seeking with strong crying
and tears a kingdom not of this world,—is this the popular conception of
the author of "Uncle Tom's Cabin"? Nevertheless it is the reality. When,
amid the burning ruins of a besieged city, a mother's voice is heard uttering
a cry of anguish over a child killed in her arms by a bursting shell, the
attention is arrested, the heart is touched. So "Uncle Tom's Cabin" was a cry
of anguish from a mother's heart, and uttered in sad sincerity. It was the
bursting forth of deep feeling, with all the intense anguish of wounded love.
It will be the purpose of this chapter to show this, and to cause to pass
before the reader's mind the time, the household, and the heart from which
this cry was heard.
After struggling for seventeen years with ill health and every possible
vexation and hindrance in his work, Professor Stowe became convinced that
it was his duty to himself and his family to seek some other field of labor.
February 6, 1850, he writes to his mother, in Natick, Mass.: "My health
has not been good this winter, and I do not suppose that I should live long
were I to stay here. I have done a great deal of hard work here, and
practiced no little self-denial. I have seen the seminary carried through a
most vexatious series of lawsuits, ecclesiastical and civil, and raised from
the depths of poverty to comparative affluence, and I feel at liberty now to
leave. During the three months of June, July, and August last, more than
nine thousand persons died of cholera within three miles of my house, and
this winter, in the same territory, there have been more than ten thousand
cases of small-pox, many of them of the very worst kind. Several have died

on the hill, and the Jesuits' college near us has been quite broken up by it.
There have been, however, no cases in our families or in the seminary.
"I have received many letters from friends in the East expressing great
gratification at the offer from Bowdoin College, and the hope that I would
accept it. I am quite inclined to do so, but the matter is not yet finally
settled, and there are difficulties in the way. They can offer me only $1,000
a year, and I must, out of it, hire my own house, at an expense of $75 to
$100 a year. Here the trustees offer me $1,500 a year if I will stay, and a
good house besides, which would make the whole salary equivalent to
$1,800; and to-day I have had another offer from New York city of
$2,300. . . . On the whole, I have written to Bowdoin College, proposing to
them if they will give me $500 free and clear in addition to the salary, I will
accept their proposition, and I suppose that there is no doubt that they will
do it. In that case I should come on next spring, in May or June."
This offer from Bowdoin College was additionally attractive to Professor
Stowe from the fact that it was the college from which he graduated, and
where some of the happiest years of his life had been passed.
The professorship was one just established through the gift of Mrs.
Collins, a member of Bowdoin Street Church in Boston, and named in her
honor, the "Collins Professorship of Natural and Revealed Religion."
It was impossible for Professor Stowe to leave Lane Seminary till some
one could be found to take his place; so it was determined that Mrs. Stowe,
with three of the children, should start for the East in April, and having
established the family in Brunswick, Professor Stowe was to come on with
the remaining children when his engagements would permit.
The following extracts from a letter written by Mrs. Stowe at her brother
Henry's, at Brooklyn, April 29, 1850, show us that the journey was
accomplished without special incident.

"The boat got into Pittsburgh between four and five on Wednesday. The
agent for the Pennsylvania Canal came on board and soon filled out our
tickets, calling my three chicks one and a half. We had a quiet and agreeable
passage, and crossed the slides at five o'clock in the morning, amid
exclamations of unbounded delight from all the children, to whom the
mountain scenery was a new and amazing thing. We reached Hollidaysburg
about eleven o'clock, and at two o'clock in the night were called up to get
into the cars at Jacktown. Arriving at Philadelphia about three o'clock in the
afternoon, we took the boat and railroad line for New York.
"At Lancaster we telegraphed to Brooklyn, and when we arrived in New
York, between ten and eleven at night, Cousin Augustus met us and took us

over to Brooklyn. We had ridden three hundred miles since two o'clock that
morning, and were very tired. . . . I am glad we came that way, for the
children have seen some of the finest scenery in our country. . . . Henry's
people are more than ever in love with him, and have raised his salary to
$3,300, and given him a beautiful horse and carriage worth $600. . . . My
health is already improved by the journey, and I was able to walk a good
deal between the locks on the canal. As to furniture, I think that we may
safely afford an outlay of $150, and that will purchase all that may be
necessary to set us up, and then we can get more as we have means and
opportunity. . . . If I got anything for those pieces I wrote before coming
away, I would like to be advised thereof by you. . . . My plan is to spend
this week in Brooklyn, the next in Hartford, the next in Boston, and go on
to Brunswick some time in May or June."
May 18, 1850, we find her writing from Boston, where she is staying
with her brother, Rev. Edward Beecher:—
M
H
,—I came here from Hartford on Monday, and
have since then been busily engaged in the business of buying and
packing furniture.
I expect to go to Brunswick next Tuesday night by the Bath
steamer, which way I take as the cheaper. My traveling expenses, when
I get to Brunswick, including everything, will have been seventy-six
dollars. . . . And now, lastly, my dear husband, you have never been
wanting . . . in kindness, consideration, and justice, and I want you to
reflect calmly how great a work has been imposed upon me at a time
when my situation particularly calls for rest, repose, and quiet.
To come alone such a distance with the whole charge of children,
accounts, and baggage; to push my way through hurrying crowds,
looking out for trunks, and bargaining with hackmen, has been a very
severe trial of my strength, to say nothing of the usual fatigues of
traveling.
It was at this time, and as a result of the experiences of this trying
period, that Mrs. Stowe wrote that little tract dear to so many Christian
hearts, "Earthly Care a Heavenly Discipline."

On the eve of sailing for Brunswick, Mrs. Stowe writes to Mrs. Sykes
(Miss May): "I am wearied and worn out with seeing to bedsteads, tables,
chairs, mattresses, with thinking about shipping my goods and making out
accounts, and I have my trunk yet to pack, as I go on board the Bath
steamer this evening. I beg you to look up Brunswick on the map; it is
about half a day's ride in the cars from Boston. I expect to reach there by the
way of Bath by to-morrow forenoon. There I have a house engaged and
kind friends who offer every hospitable assistance. Come, therefore, to see
me, and we will have a long talk in the pine woods, and knit up the whole
history from the place where we left it."
Before leaving Boston she had written to her husband in Cincinnati:
"You are not able just now to bear anything, my dear husband, therefore
trust all to me; I never doubt or despair. I am already making arrangements
with editors to raise money.
"I have sent some overtures to Wright. If he accepts my pieces and pays
you for them, take the money and use it as you see necessary; if not, be sure
and bring the pieces back to me. I am strong in spirit, and God who has
been with me in so many straits will not forsake me now. I know Him well;
He is my Father, and though I may be a blind and erring child, He will help
me for all that. My trust through all errors and sins is in Him. He who
helped poor timid Jacob through all his fears and apprehensions, who
helped Abraham even when he sinned, who was with David in his
wanderings, and who held up the too confident Peter when he began to sink,
—He will help us, and his arms are about us, so that we shall not sink, my
dear husband."
May 29, 1850, she writes from Brunswick: "After a week of most
incessant northeast storm, most discouraging and forlorn to the children, the
sun has at length come out. . . . There is a fair wind blowing, and every
prospect, therefore, that our goods will arrive promptly from Boston, and
that we shall be in our own house by next week. Mrs. Upham[6] has done
everything for me, giving up time and strength and taking charge of my
affairs in a way without which we could not have got along at all in a
strange place and in my present helpless condition. This family is
delightful, there is such a perfect sweetness and quietude in all its
movements. Not a harsh word or hasty expression is ever heard. It is a

beautiful pattern of a Christian family, a beautiful exemplification of
religion. . . ."
The events of the first summer in Brunswick are graphically described
by Mrs. Stowe in a letter written to her sister-in-law, Mrs. George Beecher,
December 17, 1850.
M
S
,—Is it really true that snow is on the ground and
Christmas coming, and I have not written unto thee, most dear sister?
No, I don't believe it! I haven't been so naughty—it's all a mistake—
yes, written I must have—and written I have, too—in the nightwatches as I lay on my bed—such beautiful letters—I wish you had
only gotten them; but by day it has been hurry, hurry, hurry, and drive,
drive, drive! or else the calm of a sick-room, ever since last spring.
I put off writing when your letter first came because I meant to
write you a long letter—a full and complete one, and so days slid by,—
and became weeks,—and my little Charlie came . . . etc. and etc.!!!
Sarah, when I look back, I wonder at myself, not that I forget any one
thing that I should remember, but that I have remembered anything.
From the time that I left Cincinnati with my children to come forth to a
country that I knew not of almost to the present time, it has seemed as
if I could scarcely breathe, I was so pressed with care. My head dizzy
with the whirl of railroads and steamboats; then ten days' sojourn in
Boston, and a constant toil and hurry in buying my furniture and
equipments; and then landing in Brunswick in the midst of a drizzly,
inexorable northeast storm, and beginning the work of getting in order
a deserted, dreary, damp old house. All day long running from one
thing to another, as for example, thus:—
Mrs. Stowe, how shall I make this lounge, and what shall I cover
the back with first?
Mrs. Stowe. With the coarse cotton in the closet.
Woman. Mrs. Stowe, there isn't any more soap to clean the
windows.
Mrs. Stowe. Where shall I get soap?

Here H., run up to the store and get two bars.
There is a man below wants to see Mrs. Stowe about the cistern.
Before you go down, Mrs. Stowe, just show me how to cover this
round end of the lounge.
There's a man up from the depot, and he says that a box has come
for Mrs. Stowe, and it's coming up to the house; will you come down
and see about it?
Mrs. Stowe, don't go till you have shown the man how to nail that
carpet in the corner. He's nailed it all crooked; what shall he do? The
black thread is all used up, and what shall I do about putting gimp on
the back of that sofa? Mrs. Stowe, there is a man come with a lot of
pails and tinware from Furbish; will you settle the bill now?
Mrs. Stowe, here is a letter just come from Boston inclosing that
bill of lading; the man wants to know what he shall do with the goods.
If you will tell me what to say I will answer the letter for you.
Mrs. Stowe, the meat-man is at the door. Hadn't we better get a little
beefsteak, or something, for dinner?
Shall Hatty go to Boardman's for some more black thread?
Mrs. Stowe, this cushion is an inch too wide for the frame. What
shall we do now?
Mrs. Stowe, where are the screws of the black walnut bedstead?
Here's a man has brought in these bills for freight. Will you settle
them now?
Mrs. Stowe, I don't understand using this great needle. I can't make
it go through the cushion; it sticks in the cotton.
Then comes a letter from my husband saying he is sick abed, and
all but dead; don't ever expect to see his family again; wants to know
how I shall manage, in case I am left a widow; knows we shall get in
debt and never get out; wonders at my courage; thinks I am very
sanguine; warns me to be prudent, as there won't be much to live on in

case of his death, etc., etc., etc. I read the letter and poke it into the
stove, and proceed. . . .
Some of my adventures were quite funny; as for example: I had in
my kitchen elect no sink, cistern, or any other water privileges, so I
bought at the cotton factory two of the great hogsheads they bring oil
in, which here in Brunswick are often used for cisterns, and had them
brought up in triumph to my yard, and was congratulating myself on
my energy, when lo and behold! it was discovered that there was no
cellar door except one in the kitchen, which was truly a strait and
narrow way, down a long pair of stairs. Hereupon, as saith John
Bunyan, I fell into a muse,—how to get my cisterns into my cellar. In
days of chivalry I might have got a knight to make me a breach
through the foundation walls, but that was not to be thought of now,
and my oil hogsheads standing disconsolately in the yard seemed to
reflect no great credit on my foresight. In this strait I fell upon a real
honest Yankee cooper, whom I besought, for the reputation of his craft
and mine, to take my hogsheads to pieces, carry them down in staves,
and set them up again, which the worthy man actually accomplished
one fair summer forenoon, to the great astonishment of "us Yankees."
When my man came to put up the pump, he stared very hard to see my
hogsheads thus translated and standing as innocent and quiet as could
be in the cellar, and then I told him, in a very mild, quiet way, that I got
'em taken to pieces and put together—just as if I had been always in
the habit of doing such things. Professor Smith came down and looked
very hard at them and then said, "Well, nothing can beat a willful
woman." Then followed divers negotiations with a very clever, but
(with reverence) somewhat lazy gentleman of jobs, who occupieth a
carpenter's shop opposite to mine. This same John Titcomb, my very
good friend, is a character peculiar to Yankeedom. He is part owner
and landlord of the house I rent, and connected by birth with all the
best families in town; a man of real intelligence, and good education, a
great reader, and quite a thinker. Being of an ingenious turn he does
painting, gilding, staining, upholstery jobs, varnishing, all in addition
to his primary trade of carpentry. But he is a man studious of ease, and
fully possessed with the idea that man wants but little here below; so
he boards himself in his workshop on crackers and herring, washed

down with cold water, and spends his time working, musing, reading
new publications, and taking his comfort. In his shop you shall see a
joiner's bench, hammers, planes, saws, gimlets, varnish, paint, picture
frames, fence posts, rare old china, one or two fine portraits of his
ancestry, a bookcase full of books, the tooth of a whale, an old
spinning-wheel and spindle, a lady's parasol frame, a church lamp to
be mended, in short, Henry says Mr. Titcomb's shop is like the ocean;
there is no end to the curiosities in it.
In all my moving and fussing Mr. Titcomb has been my right-hand
man. Whenever a screw was loose, a nail to be driven, a lock mended,
a pane of glass set, and these cases were manifold, he was always on
hand. But my sink was no fancy job, and I believe nothing but a very
particular friendship would have moved him to undertake it. So this
same sink lingered in a precarious state for some weeks, and when I
had nothing else to do, I used to call and do what I could in the way of
enlisting the good man's sympathies in its behalf.
How many times I have been in and seated myself in one of the old
rocking-chairs, and talked first of the news of the day, the railroad, the
last proceedings in Congress, the probabilities about the millennium,
and thus brought the conversation by little and little round to my
sink! . . . because, till the sink was done, the pump could not be put up,
and we couldn't have any rain-water. Sometimes my courage would
quite fail me to introduce the subject, and I would talk of everything
else, turn and get out of the shop, and then turn back as if a thought
had just struck my mind, and say:—
"Oh, Mr. Titcomb! about that sink?"
"Yes, ma'am, I was thinking about going down street this afternoon
to look out stuff for it."
"Yes, sir, if you would be good enough to get it done as soon as
possible; we are in great need of it."
"I think there's no hurry. I believe we are going to have a dry time
now, so that you could not catch any water, and you won't need a pump
at present."

These negotiations extended from the first of June to the first of
July, and at last my sink was completed, and so also was a new house
spout, concerning which I had had divers communings with Deacon
Dunning of the Baptist church. Also during this time good Mrs.
Mitchell and myself made two sofas, or lounges, a barrel chair, divers
bedspreads, pillow cases, pillows, bolsters, mattresses; we painted
rooms; we revarnished furniture; we—what didn't we do?
Then came on Mr. Stowe; and then came the eighth of July and my
little Charley. I was really glad for an excuse to lie in bed, for I was
full tired, I can assure you. Well, I was what folks call very
comfortable for two weeks, when my nurse had to leave me. . . .
During this time I have employed my leisure hours in making up
my engagements with newspaper editors. I have written more than
anybody, or I myself, would have thought. I have taught an hour a day
in our school, and I have read two hours every evening to the children.
The children study English history in school, and I am reading Scott's
historic novels in their order. To-night I finish the "Abbot;" shall begin
"Kenilworth" next week; yet I am constantly pursued and haunted by
the idea that I don't do anything. Since I began this note I have been
called off at least a dozen times; once for the fish-man, to buy a
codfish; once to see a man who had brought me some barrels of
apples; once to see a book-man; then to Mrs. Upham, to see about a
drawing I promised to make for her; then to nurse the baby; then into
the kitchen to make a chowder for dinner; and now I am at it again, for
nothing but deadly determination enables me ever to write; it is rowing
against wind and tide.
I suppose you think now I have begun, I am never going to stop,
and in truth it looks like it; but the spirit moves now and I must obey.
Christmas is coming, and our little household is all alive with
preparations; every one collecting their little gifts with wonderful
mystery and secrecy. . . .
To tell the truth, dear, I am getting tired; my neck and back ache,
and I must come to a close.

Your ready kindness to me in the spring I felt very much; and why I
did not have the sense to have sent you one line just by way of
acknowledgment, I'm sure I don't know; I felt just as if I had, till I
awoke, and behold! I had not. But, my dear, if my wits are somewhat
wool-gathering and unsettled, my heart is as true as a star. I love you,
and have thought of you often.
This fall I have felt often sad, lonesome, both very unusual feelings
with me in these busy days; but the breaking away from my old home,
and leaving father and mother, and coming to a strange place affected
me naturally. In those sad hours my thoughts have often turned to
George; I have thought with encouragement of his blessed state, and
hoped that I should soon be there too. I have many warm and kind
friends here, and have been treated with great attention and kindness.
Brunswick is a delightful residence, and if you come East next summer
you must come to my new home. George[7] would delight to go afishing with the children, and see the ships, and sail in the sailboats,
and all that.
Give Aunt Harriet's love to him, and tell him when he gets to be a
painter to send me a picture.
Affectionately yours,

H. S

.

The year 1850 is one memorable in the history of our nation as well as in
the quiet household that we have followed in its pilgrimage from Cincinnati
to Brunswick.
The signers of the Declaration of Independence and the statesmen and
soldiers of the Revolution were no friends of negro slavery. In fact, the very
principles of the Declaration of Independence sounded the death-knell of
slavery forever. No stronger utterances against this national sin are to be
found anywhere than in the letters and published writings of Jefferson,
Washington, Hamilton, and Patrick Henry. "Jefferson encountered
difficulties greater than he could overcome, and after vain wrestlings the
words that broke from him, 'I tremble for my country when I reflect that
God is just and that his justice cannot sleep forever,' were the words of
despair.

"It was the desire of Washington's heart that Virginia should remove
slavery by a public act; and as the prospects of a general emancipation grew
more and more dim . . . he did all that he could by bequeathing freedom to
his own slaves."[8]
Hamilton was one of the founders of the Manumission Society, the
object of which was the abolition of slaves in the State of New York.
Patrick Henry, speaking of slavery, said: "A serious view of this subject
gives a gloomy prospect to future times." Slavery was thought by the
founders of our Republic to be a dying institution, and all the provisions of
the Constitution touching slavery looked towards gradual emancipation as
an inevitable result of the growth of the democracy.
From an economic standpoint slave labor had ceased to be profitable.
"The whole interior of the Southern States was languishing, and its
inhabitants emigrating, for want of some object to engage their attention
and employ their industry." The cultivation of cotton was not profitable for
the reason that there was no machine for separating the seed from the fibre.
This was the state of affairs in 1793, when Eli Whitney, a New England
mechanic, at this time residing in Savannah, Georgia, invented his cottongin, or a machine to separate seed and fibre. "The invention of this machine
at once set the whole country in active motion."[9] The effect of this
invention may to some extent be appreciated when we consider that
whereas in 1793 the Southern States produced only about five or ten
thousand bales, in 1859 they produced over five millions. But with this
increase of the cotton culture the value of slave property was augmented.
Slavery grew and spread. In 1818 to 1821 it first became a factor in politics
during the Missouri compromise. By this compromise slavery was not to
extend north of latitude 36° 30´. From the time of this compromise till the
year 1833 the slavery agitation slumbered. This was the year that the British
set the slaves free in their West Indian dependencies. This act caused great
uneasiness among the slaveholders of the South. The National Anti-Slavery
Society met in Philadelphia and pronounced slavery a national sin, which
could be atoned for only by immediate emancipation. Such men as Garrison
and Lundy began a work of agitation that was soon to set the whole nation
in a ferment. From this time on slavery became the central problem of
American history, and the line of cleavage in American politics. The

invasion of Florida when it was yet the territory of a nation at peace with
the United States, and its subsequent purchase from Spain, the annexation
of Texas and the war with Mexico, were the direct results of the policy of
the pro-slavery party to increase its influence and its territory. In 1849 the
State of California knocked at the door of the Union for admission as a free
State. This was bitterly opposed by the slaveholders of the South, who saw
in it a menace to the slave-power from the fact that no slave State was
seeking admission at the same time. Both North and South the feeling ran
so high as to threaten the dismemberment of the Union, and the scenes of
violence and bloodshed which were to come eleven years afterwards. It was
to preserve the Union and avert the danger of the hour that Henry Clay
brought forward his celebrated compromise measures in the winter of 1850.
To conciliate the North, California was to be admitted as a free State. To
pacify the slaveholders of the South, more stringent laws were to be enacted
"concerning persons bound to service in one State and escaping into
another."
The 7th of March, 1850, Daniel Webster made his celebrated speech, in
which he defended this compromise, and the abolitionists of the North were
filled with indignation, which found its most fitting expression in Whittier's
"Ichabod:" "So fallen, so lost, the glory from his gray hairs gone." . . .
"When honor dies the man is dead."
It was in the midst of this excitement that Mrs. Stowe, with her children
and her modest hopes for the future, arrived at the house of her brother, Dr.
Edward Beecher.
Dr. Beecher had been the intimate friend and supporter of Lovejoy, who
had been murdered by the slaveholders at Alton for publishing an antislavery paper. His soul was stirred to its very depths by the iniquitous law
which was at this time being debated in Congress,—a law which not only
gave the slaveholder of the South the right to seek out and bring back into
slavery any colored person whom he claimed as a slave, but commanded
the people of the free States to assist in this revolting business. The most
frequent theme of conversation while Mrs. Stowe was in Boston was this
proposed law, and when she arrived in Brunswick her soul was all on fire
with indignation at this new indignity and wrong about to be inflicted by the
slave-power on the innocent and defenseless.

After the passage of the Fugitive Slave Act, letter after letter was
received by Mrs. Stowe in Brunswick from Mrs. Edward Beecher and other
friends, describing the heart-rending scenes which were the inevitable
results of the enforcement of this terrible law. Cities were more available
for the capturing of escaped slaves than the country, and Boston, which
claimed to have the cradle of liberty, opened her doors to the slave-hunters.
The sorrow and anguish caused thereby no pen could describe. Families
were broken up. Some hid in garrets and cellars. Some fled to the wharves
and embarked in ships and sailed for Europe. Others went to Canada. One
poor fellow who was doing good business as a crockery merchant, and
supporting his family well, when he got notice that his master, whom he
had left many years before, was after him, set out for Canada in midwinter
on foot, as he did not dare to take a public conveyance. He froze both of his
feet on the journey, and they had to be amputated. Mrs. Edward Beecher, in
a letter to Mrs. Stowe's son, writing of this period, says:—
"I had been nourishing an anti-slavery spirit since Lovejoy was
murdered for publishing in his paper articles against slavery and
intemperance, when our home was in Illinois. These terrible things which
were going on in Boston were well calculated to rouse up this spirit. What
can I do? I thought. Not much myself, but I know one who can. So I wrote
several letters to your mother, telling her of various heart-rending events
caused by the enforcement of the Fugitive Slave Law. I remember distinctly
saying in one of them, 'Now, Hattie, if I could use a pen as you can, I would
write something that would make this whole nation feel what an accursed
thing slavery is.' . . . When we lived in Boston your mother often visited
us. . . . Several numbers of 'Uncle Tom's Cabin' were written in your Uncle
Edward's study at these times, and read to us from the manuscripts."
A member of Mrs. Stowe's family well remembers the scene in the little
parlor in Brunswick when the letter alluded to was received. Mrs. Stowe
herself read it aloud to the assembled family, and when she came to the
passage, "I would write something that would make this whole nation feel
what an accursed thing slavery is," Mrs. Stowe rose up from her chair,
crushing the letter in her hand, and with an expression on her face that
stamped itself on the mind of her child, said: "I will write something. I will
if I live."

This was the origin of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," and Professor Cairnes has
well said in his admirable work, "The Slave Power," "The Fugitive Slave
Law has been to the slave power a questionable gain. Among its first-fruits
was 'Uncle Tom's Cabin.'"
The purpose of writing a story that should make the whole nation feel
that slavery was an accursed thing was not immediately carried out. In
December, 1850, Mrs. Stowe writes: "Tell sister Katy I thank her for her
letter and will answer it. As long as the baby sleeps with me nights I can't
do much at anything, but I will do it at last. I will write that thing if I live.
"What are folks in general saying about the slave law, and the stand
taken by Boston ministers universally, except Edward?
"To me it is incredible, amazing, mournful!! I feel as if I should be
willing to sink with it, were all this sin and misery to sink in the sea. . . . I
wish father would come on to Boston, and preach on the Fugitive Slave
Law, as he once preached on the slave-trade, when I was a little girl in
Litchfield. I sobbed aloud in one pew and Mrs. Judge Reeves in another. I
wish some Martin Luther would arise to set this community right."
December 22, 1850, she writes to her husband in Cincinnati: "Christmas
has passed, not without many thoughts of our absent one. If you want a
description of the scenes in our family preceding it, vide a 'New Year's
Story,' which I have sent to the 'New York Evangelist.' I am sorry that in the
hurry of getting off this piece and one for the 'Era' you were neglected." The
piece for the "Era" was a humorous article called "A Scholar's Adventures
in the Country," being, in fact, a picture drawn from life and embodying
Professor Stowe's efforts in the department of agriculture while in
Cincinnati.
December 29, 1850. "We have had terrible weather here. I remember
such a storm when I was a child in Litchfield. Father and mother went to
Warren, and were almost lost in the snowdrifts.
"Sunday night I rather watched than slept. The wind howled, and the
house rocked just as our old Litchfield house used to. The cold has been so
intense that the children have kept begging to get up from table at mealtimes to warm feet and fingers. Our air-tight stoves warm all but the floor,

—heat your head and keep your feet freezing. If I sit by the open fire in the
parlor my back freezes, if I sit in my bedroom and try to write my head
aches and my feet are cold. I am projecting a sketch for the 'Era' on the
capabilities of liberated blacks to take care of themselves. Can't you find out
for me how much Willie Watson has paid for the redemption of his friends,
and get any items in figures of that kind that you can pick up in
Cincinnati? . . . When I have a headache and feel sick, as I do to-day, there
is actually not a place in the house where I can lie down and take a nap
without being disturbed. Overhead is the school-room, next door is the
dining-room, and the girls practice there two hours a day. If I lock my door
and lie down some one is sure to be rattling the latch before fifteen minutes
have passed. . . . There is no doubt in my mind that our expenses this year
will come two hundred dollars, if not three, beyond our salary. We shall be
able to come through, notwithstanding; but I don't want to feel obliged to
work as hard every year as I have this. I can earn four hundred dollars a
year by writing, but I don't want to feel that I must, and when weary with
teaching the children, and tending the baby, and buying provisions, and
mending dresses, and darning stockings, sit down and write a piece for
some paper."
January 12, 1851, Mrs. Stowe again writes to Professor Stowe at
Cincinnati: "Ever since we left Cincinnati to come here the good hand of
God has been visibly guiding our way. Through what difficulties have we
been brought! Though we knew not where means were to come from, yet
means have been furnished every step of the way, and in every time of need.
I was just in some discouragement with regard to my writing; thinking that
the editor of the 'Era' was overstocked with contributors, and would not
want my services another year, and lo! he sends me one hundred dollars,
and ever so many good words with it. Our income this year will be
seventeen hundred dollars in all, and I hope to bring our expenses within
thirteen hundred."
It was in the month of February after these words were written that Mrs.
Stowe was seated at communion service in the college church at
Brunswick. Suddenly, like the unrolling of a picture, the scene of the death
of Uncle Tom passed before her mind. So strongly was she affected that it
was with difficulty she could keep from weeping aloud. Immediately on
returning home she took pen and paper and wrote out the vision which had

been as it were blown into her mind as by the rushing of a mighty wind.
Gathering her family about her she read what she had written. Her two little
ones of ten and twelve years of age broke into convulsions of weeping, one
of them saying through his sobs, "Oh, mamma! slavery is the most cruel
thing in the world." Thus Uncle Tom was ushered into the world, and it
was, as we said at the beginning, a cry, an immediate, an involuntary
expression of deep, impassioned feeling.
Twenty-five years afterwards Mrs. Stowe wrote in a letter to one of her
children, of this period of her life: "I well remember the winter you were a
baby and I was writing 'Uncle Tom's Cabin.' My heart was bursting with the
anguish excited by the cruelty and injustice our nation was showing to the
slave, and praying God to let me do a little and to cause my cry for them to
be heard. I remember many a night weeping over you as you lay sleeping
beside me, and I thought of the slave mothers whose babes were torn from
them."
It was not till the following April that the first chapter of the story was
finished and sent on to the "National Era" at Washington.
In July Mrs. Stowe wrote to Frederick Douglass the following letter,
which is given entire as the best possible introduction to the history of the
career of that memorable work, "Uncle Tom's Cabin."
B
F
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, July 9, 1851.

, E .:

Sir,—You may perhaps have noticed in your editorial readings a
series of articles that I am furnishing for the "Era" under the title of
"Uncle Tom's Cabin, or Life among the Lowly."
In the course of my story the scene will fall upon a cotton
plantation. I am very desirous, therefore, to gain information from one
who has been an actual laborer on one, and it occurred to me that in
the circle of your acquaintance there might be one who would be able
to communicate to me some such information as I desire. I have before
me an able paper written by a Southern planter, in which the details
and modus operandi are given from his point of sight. I am anxious to

have something more from another standpoint. I wish to be able to
make a picture that shall be graphic and true to nature in its details.
Such a person as Henry Bibb, if in the country, might give me just the
kind of information I desire. You may possibly know of some other
person. I will subjoin to this letter a list of questions, which in that case
you will do me a favor by inclosing to the individual, with the request
that he will at earliest convenience answer them.
For some few weeks past I have received your paper through the
mail, and have read it with great interest, and desire to return my
acknowledgments for it. It will be a pleasure to me at some time when
less occupied to contribute something to its columns. I have noticed
with regret your sentiments on two subjects—the church and African
colonization, . . . with the more regret because I think you have a
considerable share of reason for your feelings on both these subjects;
but I would willingly, if I could, modify your views on both points.
In the first place you say the church is "pro-slavery." There is a
sense in which this may be true. The American church of all
denominations, taken as a body, comprises the best and most
conscientious people in the country. I do not say it comprises none but
these, or that none such are found out of it, but only if a census were
taken of the purest and most high principled men and women of the
country, the majority of them would be found to be professors of
religion in some of the various Christian denominations. This fact has
given to the church great weight in this country—the general and
predominant spirit of intelligence and probity and piety of its majority
has given it that degree of weight that it has the power to decide the
great moral questions of the day. Whatever it unitedly and decidedly
sets itself against as moral evil it can put down. In this sense the
church is responsible for the sin of slavery. Dr. Barnes has beautifully
and briefly expressed this on the last page of his work on slavery,
when he says: "Not all the force out of the church could sustain slavery
an hour if it were not sustained in it." It then appears that the church
has the power to put an end to this evil and does not do it. In this sense
she may be said to be pro-slavery. But the church has the same power
over intemperance, and Sabbath-breaking, and sin of all kinds. There is
not a doubt that if the moral power of the church were brought up to

the New Testament standpoint it is sufficient to put an end to all these
as well as to slavery. But I would ask you, Would you consider it a fair
representation of the Christian church in this country to say that it is
pro-intemperance, pro-Sabbath-breaking, and pro everything that it
might put down if it were in a higher state of moral feeling? If you
should make a list of all the abolitionists of the country, I think that
you would find a majority of them in the church—certainly some of
the most influential and efficient ones are ministers.
I am a minister's daughter, and a minister's wife, and I have had six
brothers in the ministry (one is in heaven); I certainly ought to know
something of the feelings of ministers on this subject. I was a child in
1820 when the Missouri question was agitated, and one of the
strongest and deepest impressions on my mind was that made by my
father's sermons and prayers, and the anguish of his soul for the poor
slave at that time. I remember his preaching drawing tears down the
hardest faces of the old farmers in his congregation.
I well remember his prayers morning and evening in the family for
"poor, oppressed, bleeding Africa," that the time of her deliverance
might come; prayers offered with strong crying and tears, and which
indelibly impressed my heart and made me what I am from my very
soul, the enemy of all slavery. Every brother I have has been in his
sphere a leading anti-slavery man. One of them was to the last the
bosom friend and counselor of Lovejoy. As for myself and husband,
we have for the last seventeen years lived on the border of a slave
State, and we have never shrunk from the fugitives, and we have
helped them with all we had to give. I have received the children of
liberated slaves into a family school, and taught them with my own
children, and it has been the influence that we found in the church and
by the altar that has made us do all this. Gather up all the sermons that
have been published on this offensive and unchristian Fugitive Slave
Law, and you will find that those against it are numerically more than
those in its favor, and yet some of the strongest opponents have not
published their sermons. Out of thirteen ministers who meet with my
husband weekly for discussion of moral subjects, only three are found
who will acknowledge or obey this law in any shape.

After all, my brother, the strength and hope of your oppressed race
does lie in the church—in hearts united to Him of whom it is said, "He
shall spare the souls of the needy, and precious shall their blood be in
his sight." Everything is against you, but Jesus Christ is for you, and
He has not forgotten his church, misguided and erring though it be. I
have looked all the field over with despairing eyes; I see no hope but
in Him. This movement must and will become a purely religious one.
The light will spread in churches, the tone of feeling will rise,
Christians North and South will give up all connection with, and take
up their testimony against, slavery, and thus the work will be done.
This letter gives us a conception of the state of moral and religious
exaltation of the heart and mind out of which flowed chapter after chapter
of that wonderful story. It all goes to prove the correctness of the position
from which we started, that "Uncle Tom's Cabin" came from the heart
rather than the head. It was an outburst of deep feeling, a cry in the
darkness. The writer no more thought of style or literary excellence than the
mother who rushes into the street and cries for help to save her children
from a burning house thinks of the teachings of the rhetorician or the
elocutionist.
A few years afterwards Mrs. Stowe, writing of this story, said, "This
story is to show how Jesus Christ, who liveth and was dead, and now is
alive and forevermore, has still a mother's love for the poor and lowly, and
that no man can sink so low but that Jesus Christ will stoop to take his hand.
Who so low, who so poor, who so despised as the American slave? The law
almost denies his existence as a person, and regards him for the most part as
less than a man—a mere thing, the property of another. The law forbids him
to read or write, to hold property, to make a contract, or even to form a legal
marriage. It takes from him all legal right to the wife of his bosom, the
children of his body. He can do nothing, possess nothing, acquire nothing,
but what must belong to his master. Yet even to this slave Jesus Christ
stoops, from where he sits at the right hand of the Father, and says, 'Fear
not, thou whom man despiseth, for I am thy brother. Fear not, for I have
redeemed thee, I have called thee by thy name, thou art mine.'"
"Uncle Tom's Cabin" is a work of religion; the fundamental principles of
the gospel applied to the burning question of negro slavery. It sets forth

those principles of the Declaration of Independence that made Jefferson,
Hamilton, Washington, and Patrick Henry anti-slavery men; not in the
language of the philosopher, but in a series of pictures. Mrs. Stowe spoke to
the understanding and moral sense through the imagination.
"Uncle Tom's Cabin" made the enforcement of the Fugitive Slave Law
an impossibility. It aroused the public sentiment of the world by presenting
in the concrete that which had been a mere series of abstract propositions. It
was, as we have already said, an appeal to the imagination through a series
of pictures. People are like children, and understand pictures better than
words. Some one rushes into your dining-room while you are at breakfast
and cries out, "Terrible railroad accident, forty killed and wounded, six
were burned alive."
"Oh, shocking! dreadful!" you exclaim, and yet go quietly on with your
rolls and coffee. But suppose you stood at that instant by the wreck, and
saw the mangled dead, and heard the piercing shrieks of the wounded, you
would be faint and dizzy with the intolerable spectacle.
So "Uncle Tom's Cabin" made the crack of the slavedriver's whip, and
the cries of the tortured blacks ring in every household in the land, till
human hearts could endure it no longer.

CHAPTER VII.
UNCLE TOM'S CABIN, 1852.
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T wonderful story that was begun in the "National Era," June 5, 1851,
and was announced to run for about three months, was not completed in
that paper until April 1, 1852. It had been contemplated as a mere magazine
tale of perhaps a dozen chapters, but once begun it could no more be
controlled than the waters of the swollen Mississippi, bursting through a
crevasse in its levees. The intense interest excited by the story, the demands
made upon the author for more facts, the unmeasured words of
encouragement to keep on in her good work that poured in from all sides,
and above all the ever-growing conviction that she had been intrusted with a
great and holy mission, compelled her to keep on until the humble tale had
assumed the proportions of a volume prepared to stand among the most
notable books in the world. As Mrs. Stowe has since repeatedly said, "I
could not control the story; it wrote itself;" or "I the author of 'Uncle Tom's
Cabin'? No, indeed. The Lord himself wrote it, and I was but the humblest
of instruments in his hand. To Him alone should be given all the praise."
Although the publication of the "National Era" has been long since
suspended, the journal was in those days one of decided literary merit and
importance. On its title-page, with the name of Dr. Gamaliel Bailey as
editor, appeared that of John Greenleaf Whittier as corresponding editor. In
its columns Mrs. Southworth made her first literary venture, while Alice
and Phœbe Cary, Grace Greenwood, and a host of other well-known names
were published with that of Mrs. Stowe, which appeared last of all in its
prospectus for 1851.

Before the conclusion of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" Mrs. Stowe had so far
outstripped her contemporaries that her work was pronounced by competent
judges to be the most powerful production ever contributed to the magazine
literature of this country, and she stood in the foremost rank of American
writers.
After finishing her story Mrs. Stowe penned the following appeal to its
more youthful readers, and its serial publication was concluded:—
"The author of 'Uncle Tom's Cabin' must now take leave of a wide circle
of friends whose faces she has never seen, but whose sympathies coming to
her from afar have stimulated and cheered her in her work.
"The thought of the pleasant family circles that she has been meeting in
spirit week after week has been a constant refreshment to her, and she
cannot leave them without a farewell.
"In particular the dear children who have followed her story have her
warmest love. Dear children, you will soon be men and women, and I hope
that you will learn from this story always to remember and pity the poor
and oppressed. When you grow up, show your pity by doing all you can for
them. Never, if you can help it, let a colored child be shut out from school
or treated with neglect and contempt on account of his color. Remember the
sweet example of little Eva, and try to feel the same regard for all that she
did. Then, when you grow up, I hope the foolish and unchristian prejudice
against people merely on account of their complexion will be done away
with.
"Farewell, dear children, until we meet again."
With the completion of the story the editor of the "Era" wrote: "Mrs.
Stowe has at last brought her great work to a close. We do not recollect any
production of an American writer that has excited more general and
profound interest."
For the story as a serial the author received $300. In the mean time,
however, it had attracted the attention of Mr. John P. Jewett, a Boston
publisher, who promptly made overtures for its publication in book form.
He offered Mr. and Mrs. Stowe a half share in the profits, provided they
would share with him the expense of publication. This was refused by

Professor Stowe, who said he was altogether too poor to assume any such
risk; and the agreement finally made was that the author should receive a
ten per cent. royalty upon all sales.
Mrs. Stowe had no reason to hope for any large pecuniary gain from this
publication, for it was practically her first book. To be sure, she had, in
1832, prepared a small school geography for a Western publisher, and ten
years later the Harpers had brought out her "Mayflower." Still, neither of
these had been sufficiently remunerative to cause her to regard literary work
as a money-making business, and in regard to this new contract she writes:
"I did not know until a week afterward precisely what terms Mr. Stowe had
made, and I did not care. I had the most perfect indifference to the bargain."
The agreement was signed March 13, 1852, and, as by arrangement with
the "National Era" the book publication of the story was authorized before
its completion as a serial, the first edition of five thousand copies was
issued on the twentieth of the same month.
In looking over the first semi-annual statement presented by her
publishers we find Mrs. Stowe charged, a few days before the date of
publication of her book, with "one copy U. T. C. cloth $.56," and this was
the first copy of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" ever sold in book form. Five days
earlier we find her charged with one copy of Horace Mann's speeches. In
writing of this critical period of her life Mrs. Stowe says:—
"After sending the last proof-sheet to the office I sat alone reading
Horace Mann's eloquent plea for these young men and women, then about
to be consigned to the slave warehouse of Bruin & Hill in Alexandria, Va.,
—a plea impassioned, eloquent, but vain, as all other pleas on that side had
ever proved in all courts hitherto. It seemed that there was no hope, that
nobody would hear, nobody would read, nobody pity; that this frightful
system, that had already pursued its victims into the free States, might at
last even threaten them in Canada."[10]
Filled with this fear, she determined to do all that one woman might to
enlist the sympathies of England for the cause, and to avert, even as a
remote contingency, the closing of Canada as a haven of refuge for the
oppressed. To this end she at once wrote letters to Prince Albert, to the
Duke of Argyll, to the Earls of Carlisle and Shaftesbury, to Macaulay,

Dickens, and others whom she knew to be interested in the cause of antislavery. These she ordered to be sent to their several addresses,
accompanied by the very earliest copies of her book that should be printed.

Then, having done what she could, and committed the result to God, she
calmly turned her attention to other affairs.
In the mean time the fears of the author as to whether or not her book
would be read were quickly dispelled. Three thousand copies were sold the
very first day, a second edition was issued the following week, a third on
the 1st of April, and within a year one hundred and twenty editions, or over
three hundred thousand copies of the book, had been issued and sold in this

country. Almost in a day the poor professor's wife had become the most
talked-of woman in the world, her influence for good was spreading to its
remotest corners, and henceforth she was to be a public character, whose
every movement would be watched with interest, and whose every word
would be quoted. The long, weary struggle with poverty was to be hers no
longer; for, in seeking to aid the oppressed, she had also so aided herself
that within four months from the time her book was published it had yielded
her $10,000 in royalties.
Now letters regarding the wonderful book, and expressing all shades of
opinion concerning it, began to pour in upon the author. Her lifelong friend,
whose words we have already so often quoted, wrote:—
"I sat up last night until long after one o'clock reading and finishing
'Uncle Tom's Cabin.' I could not leave it any more than I could have left a
dying child, nor could I restrain an almost hysterical sobbing for an hour
after I laid my head upon my pillow. I thought I was a thorough-going
abolitionist before, but your book has awakened so strong a feeling of
indignation and of compassion that I never seem to have had any feeling on
this subject until now."
The poet Longfellow wrote:—
I congratulate you most cordially upon the immense success and
influence of "Uncle Tom's Cabin." It is one of the greatest triumphs
recorded in literary history, to say nothing of the higher triumph of its
moral effect.
With great regard, and friendly remembrance to Mr. Stowe, I
remain,
Yours most truly,
H
W. L

.

Whittier wrote to Garrison:—
"What a glorious work Harriet Beecher Stowe has wrought. Thanks for
the Fugitive Slave Law! Better would it be for slavery if that law had never
been enacted; for it gave occasion for 'Uncle Tom's Cabin.'"

Garrison wrote to Mrs. Stowe:—
"I estimate the value of anti-slavery writing by the abuse it brings. Now
all the defenders of slavery have let me alone and are abusing you."
To Mrs. Stowe, Whittier wrote:—
Ten thousand thanks for thy immortal book. My young friend Mary
Irving (of the "Era") writes me that she has been reading it to some
twenty young ladies, daughters of Louisiana slaveholders, near New
Orleans, and amid the scenes described in it, and that they, with one
accord, pronounce it true.
Truly thy friend,
J
G. W

.

From Thomas Wentworth Higginson came the following:—
To have written at once the most powerful of contemporary fictions
and the most efficient of anti-slavery tracts is a double triumph in
literature and philanthropy, to which this country has heretofore seen
no parallel.
Yours respectfully and gratefully,
T. W. H

.

A few days after the publication of the book, Mrs. Stowe, writing from
Boston to her husband in Brunswick, says: "I have been in such a whirl ever
since I have been here. I found business prosperous. Jewett animated. He
has been to Washington and conversed with all the leading senators,
Northern and Southern. Seward told him it was the greatest book of the
times, or something of that sort, and he and Sumner went around with him
to recommend it to Southern men and get them to read it."
It is true that with these congratulatory and commendatory letters came
hosts of others, threatening and insulting, from the Haleys and Legrees of
the country.
Of them Mrs. Stowe said: "They were so curiously compounded of
blasphemy, cruelty, and obscenity, that their like could only be expressed by

John Bunyan's account of the speech of Apollyon: 'He spake as a dragon.'"
A correspondent of the "National Era" wrote: "'Uncle Tom's Cabin' is
denounced by time-serving preachers as a meretricious work. Will you not
come out in defense of it and roll back the tide of vituperation?"
To this the editor answered: "We should as soon think of coming out in
defense of Shakespeare."
Several attempts were made in the South to write books controverting
"Uncle Tom's Cabin," and showing a much brighter side of the slavery
question, but they all fell flat and were left unread. Of one of them, a
clergyman of Charleston, S. C., wrote in a private letter:—
"I have read two columns in the 'Southern Press' of Mrs. Eastman's 'Aunt
Phillis' Cabin, or Southern Life as it is,' with the remarks of the editor. I
have no comment to make on it, as that is done by itself. The editor might
have saved himself being writ down an ass by the public if he had withheld
his nonsense. If the two columns are a fair specimen of Mrs. Eastman's
book, I pity her attempt and her name as an author."
In due time Mrs. Stowe began to receive answers to the letters she had
forwarded with copies of her book to prominent men in England, and these
were without exception flattering and encouraging. Through his private
secretary Prince Albert acknowledged with thanks the receipt of his copy,
and promised to read it. Succeeding mails brought scores of letters from
English men of letters and statesmen. Lord Carlisle wrote:—
"I return my deep and solemn thanks to Almighty God who has led and
enabled you to write such a book. I do feel indeed the most thorough
assurance that in his good Providence such a book cannot have been written
in vain. I have long felt that slavery is by far the topping question of the
world and age we live in, including all that is most thrilling in heroism and
most touching in distress; in short, the real epic of the universe. The selfinterest of the parties most nearly concerned on the one hand, the apathy
and ignorance of unconcerned observers on the other, have left these august
pretensions to drop very much out of sight. Hence my rejoicing that a writer
has appeared who will be read and must be felt, and that happen what may
to the transactions of slavery they will no longer be suppressed."

To this letter, of which but an extract has been given, Mrs. Stowe sent
the following reply:—
M L
,—It is not with the common pleasure of gratified
authorship that I say how much I am gratified by the receipt of your
very kind communication with regard to my humble efforts in the
cause of humanity. The subject is one so grave, so awful—the success
of what I have written has been so singular and so unexpected—that I
can scarce retain a self-consciousness and am constrained to look upon
it all as the work of a Higher Power, who, when He pleases, can
accomplish his results by the feeblest instruments. I am glad of
anything which gives notoriety to the book, because it is a plea for the
dumb and the helpless! I am glad particularly of notoriety in England
because I see with what daily increasing power England's opinion is to
act on this country. No one can tell but a native born here by what an
infinite complexity of ties, nerves, and ligaments this terrible evil is
bound in one body politic; how the slightest touch upon it causes even
the free States to thrill and shiver, what a terribly corrupting and
tempting power it has upon the conscience and moral sentiment even
of a free community. Nobody can tell the thousand ways in which by
trade, by family affinity, or by political expediency, the free part of our
country is constantly tempted to complicity with the slaveholding part.
It is a terrible thing to become used to hearing the enormities of
slavery, to hear of things day after day that one would think the sun
should hide his face from, and yet, to get used to them, to discuss them
coolly, to dismiss them coolly. For example, the sale of intelligent,
handsome colored females for vile purposes, facts of the most public
nature, have made this a perfectly understood matter in our Northern
States. I have now, myself, under charge and educating, two girls of
whose character any mother might be proud, who have actually been
rescued from this sale in the New Orleans market.
I desire to inclose a tract[11] in which I sketched down a few
incidents in the history of the family to which these girls belong; it will
show more than words can the kind of incident to which I allude. The
tract is not a published document, only printed to assist me in raising
money, and it would not, at present, be for the good of the parties to
have it published even in England.

But though these things are known in the free States, and other
things, if possible, worse, yet there is a terrible deadness of moral
sense. They are known by clergymen who yet would not on any
account so far commit themselves as to preach on the evils of slavery,
or pray for the slaves in their pulpits. They are known by politicians
who yet give their votes for slavery extension and perpetuation.
This year both our great leading parties voted to suppress all
agitation of the subject, and in both those parties were men who knew
personally facts of slavery and the internal slave-trade that one would
think no man could ever forget. Men united in pledging themselves to
the Fugitive Slave Law, who yet would tell you in private conversation
that it was an abomination, and who do not hesitate to say, that as a
matter of practice they always help the fugitive because they can't do
otherwise.
The moral effect of this constant insincerity, the moral effect of
witnessing and becoming accustomed to the most appalling forms of
crime and oppression, is to me the most awful and distressing part of
the subject. Nothing makes me feel it so painfully as to see with how
much more keenness the English feel the disclosures of my book than
the Americans. I myself am blunted by use—by seeing, touching,
handling the details. In dealing even for the ransom of slaves, in
learning market prices of men, women, and children, I feel that I
acquire a horrible familiarity with evil.
Here, then, the great, wise, and powerful mind of England, if she
will but fully master the subject, may greatly help us. Hers is the same
kind of mind as our own, but disembarrassed from our temptations and
unnerved by the thousands of influences that blind and deaden us.
There is a healthful vivacity of moral feeling on this subject that must
electrify our paralyzed vitality. For this reason, therefore, I rejoice
when I see minds like your lordship's turning to this subject; and I feel
an intensity of emotion, as if I could say, Do not for Christ's sake let
go; you know not what you may do.
Your lordship will permit me to send you two of the most
characteristic documents of the present struggle, written by two men

who are, in their way, as eloquent for the slave as Chatham was for us
in our hour of need.
I am now preparing some additional notes to my book, in which I
shall further confirm what I have said by facts and statistics, and in
particular by extracts from the codes of slaveholding States, and the
records of their courts. These are documents that cannot be disputed,
and I pray your lordship to give them your attention. No disconnected
facts can be so terrible as these legal decisions. They will soon appear
in England.
It is so far from being irrelevant for England to notice slavery that I
already see indications that this subject, on both sides, is yet to be
presented there, and the battle fought on English ground. I see that my
friend the South Carolinian gentleman has sent to "Fraser's Magazine"
an article; before published in this country, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin."
The article in the London "Times" was eagerly reprinted in this
country, was issued as a tract and sold by the hundred, headed, "What
they think of 'Uncle Tom' in England." If I mistake not, a strong effort
will be made to pervert the public mind of England, and to do away the
impression which the book has left.
For a time after it was issued it seemed to go by acclamation. From
quarters the most unexpected, from all political parties, came an
almost unbroken chorus of approbation. I was very much surprised,
knowing the explosive nature of the subject. It was not till the sale had
run to over a hundred thousand copies that reaction began, and the
reaction was led off by the London "Times." Instantly, as by a
preconcerted signal, all papers of a certain class began to abuse; and
some who had at first issued articles entirely commendatory, now
issued others equally depreciatory. Religious papers, notably the "New
York Observer," came out and denounced the book as anti-Christian,
anti-evangelical, resorting even to personal slander on the author as a
means of diverting attention from the work.
All this has a meaning, but I think it comes too late. I can think of
no reason why it was not tried sooner, excepting that God had intended
that the cause should have a hearing. It is strange that they should have

waited so long for the political effect of a book which they might have
foreseen at first; but not strange that they should, now they do see what
it is doing, attempt to root it up.
The effects of the book so far have been, I think, these: 1st. To
soften and moderate the bitterness of feeling in extreme abolitionists.
2d. To convert to abolitionist views many whom this same bitterness
had repelled. 3d. To inspire the free colored people with self-respect,
hope, and confidence. 4th. To inspire universally through the country a
kindlier feeling toward the negro race.
It was unfortunate for the cause of freedom that the first agitators of
this subject were of that class which your lordship describes in your
note as "well-meaning men." I speak sadly of their faults, for they were
men of noble hearts. "But oppression maketh a wise man mad," and
they spoke and did many things in the frenzy of outraged humanity
that repelled sympathy and threw multitudes off to a hopeless distance.
It is mournful to think of all the absurdities that have been said and
done in the name and for the sake of this holy cause, that have so long
and so fatally retarded it.
I confess that I expected for myself nothing but abuse from extreme
abolitionists, especially as I dared to name a forbidden shibboleth,
"Liberia," and the fact that the wildest and extremest abolitionists
united with the coldest conservatives, at first, to welcome and advance
the book is a thing that I have never ceased to wonder at.
I have written this long letter because I am extremely desirous that
some leading minds in England should know how we stand. The
subject is now on trial at the bar of a civilized world—a Christian
world! and I feel sure that God has not ordered this without a design.
Yours for the cause,
H

B

S

.

In December the Earl of Shaftesbury wrote to Mrs. Stowe:—
M
,—It is very possible that the writer of this letter may be
wholly unknown to you. But whether my name be familiar to your

ears, or whether you now read it for the first time, I cannot refrain
from expressing to you the deep gratitude that I feel to Almighty God
who has inspired both your heart and your head in the composition of
"Uncle Tom's Cabin." None but a Christian believer could have
produced such a book as yours, which has absolutely startled the
whole world, and impressed many thousands by revelations of cruelty
and sin that give us an idea of what would be the uncontrolled
dominion of Satan on this fallen earth.
To this letter Mrs. Stowe replied as follows:—
A
T

E

S

, January 6, 1853.

:

My Lord,—The few lines I have received from you are a comfort
and an encouragement to me, feeble as I now am in health, and pressed
oftentimes with sorrowful thoughts.
It is a comfort to know that in other lands there are those who feel
as we feel, and who are looking with simplicity to the gospel of Jesus,
and prayerfully hoping his final coming.
My lord, before you wrote me I read with deep emotion your letter
to the ladies of England, and subsequently the noble address of the
Duchess of Sutherland, and I could not but feel that such movements,
originating in such a quarter, prompted by a spirit so devout and
benevolent, were truly of God, and must result in a blessing to the
world.
I grieve to see that both in England and this country there are those
who are entirely incapable of appreciating the Christian and truly
friendly feeling that prompted this movement, and that there are even
those who meet it with coarse personalities such as I had not thought
possible in an English or American paper.
When I wrote my work it was in simplicity and in the love of
Christ, and if I felt anything that seemed to me like a call to undertake
it, it was this, that I had a true heart of love for the Southern people, a

feeling appreciation of their trials, and a sincere admiration of their
many excellent traits, and that I thus felt, I think, must appear to every
impartial reader of the work.
It was my hope that a book so kindly intended, so favorable in
many respects, might be permitted free circulation among them, and
that the gentle voice of Eva and the manly generosity of St. Clare
might be allowed to say those things of the system which would be
invidious in any other form.
At first the book seemed to go by acclamation; the South did not
condemn, and the North was loud and unanimous in praise; not a
dissenting voice was raised; to my astonishment everybody praised.
But when the book circulated so widely and began to penetrate the
Southern States, when it began to be perceived how powerfully it
affected every mind that read it, there came on a reaction.
Answers, pamphlets, newspaper attacks came thick and fast, and
certain Northern papers, religious,—so called,—turned and began to
denounce the work as unchristian, heretical, etc. The reason of all this
is that it has been seen that the book has a direct tendency to do what it
was written for,—to awaken conscience in the slaveholding States and
lead to emancipation.
Now there is nothing that Southern political leaders and capitalists
so dread as anti-slavery feeling among themselves. All the force of
lynch law is employed to smother discussion and blind conscience on
this question. The question is not allowed to be discussed, and he who
sells a book or publishes a tract makes himself liable to fine and
imprisonment.
My book is, therefore, as much under an interdict in some parts of
the South as the Bible is in Italy. It is not allowed in the bookstores,
and the greater part of the people hear of it and me only through
grossly caricatured representations in the papers, with garbled extracts
from the book.
A cousin residing in Georgia this winter says that the prejudice
against my name is so strong that she dares not have it appear on the

outside of her letters, and that very amiable and excellent people have
asked her if such as I could be received into reputable society at the
North.
Under these circumstances, it is a matter of particular regret that the
"New York Observer," an old and long-established religious paper in
the United States, extensively read at the South, should have come out
in such a bitter and unscrupulous style of attack as even to induce
some Southern papers, with a generosity one often finds at the South,
to protest against it.
That they should use their Christian character and the sacred name
of Christ still further to blind the minds and strengthen the prejudices
of their Southern brethren is to me a matter of deepest sorrow. All
those things, of course, cannot touch me in my private capacity,
sheltered as I am by a happy home and very warm friends. I only
grieve for it as a dishonor to Christ and a real injustice to many nobleminded people at the South, who, if they were allowed quietly and
dispassionately to hear and judge, might be led to the best results.
But, my lord, all this only shows us how strong is the interest we
touch. All the wealth of America may be said to be interested in it.
And, if I may judge from the furious and bitter tone of some English
papers, they also have some sensitive connection with the evil.
I trust that those noble and gentle ladies of England who have in so
good a spirit expressed their views of the question will not be
discouraged by the strong abuse that will follow. England is doing us
good. We need the vitality of a disinterested country to warm our
torpid and benumbed public sentiment.
Nay, the storm of feeling which the book raises in Italy, Germany,
and France is all good, though truly 'tis painful for us Americans to
bear. The fact is, we have become used to this frightful evil, and we
need the public sentiment of the world to help us.
I am now writing a work to be called "Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin."
It contains, in an undeniable form, the facts which corroborate all that I
have said. One third of it is taken up with judicial records of trials and

decisions, and with statute law. It is a most fearful story, my lord,—I
can truly say that I write with life-blood, but as called of God. I give in
my evidence, and I hope that England may so fix the attention of the
world on the facts of which I am the unwilling publisher, that the
Southern States may be compelled to notice what hitherto they have
denied and ignored. If they call the fiction dreadful, what will they say
of the fact, where I cannot deny, suppress, or color? But it is God's will
that it must be told, and I am the unwilling agent.
This coming month of April, my husband and myself expect to sail
for England on the invitation of the Anti-Slavery Society of the Ladies
and Gentlemen of Glasgow, to confer with friends there.
There are points where English people can do much good; there are
also points where what they seek to do may be made more efficient by
a little communion with those who know the feelings and habits of our
countrymen: but I am persuaded that England can do much for us.
My lord, they greatly mistake who see, in this movement of English
Christians for the abolition of slavery, signs of disunion between the
nations. It is the purest and best proof of friendship England has ever
shown us, and will, I am confident, be so received. I earnestly trust that
all who have begun to take in hand the cause will be in nothing
daunted, but persevere to the end; for though everything else be
against us, Christ is certainly on our side and He must at last prevail,
and it will be done, "not by might, nor by power, but by His Spirit."
Yours in Christian sincerity,
H. B. S

.

Mrs. Stowe also received a letter from Arthur Helps[12] accompanying a
review of her work written by himself and published in "Fraser's
Magazine." In his letter Mr. Helps took exception to the comparison
instituted in "Uncle Tom's Cabin" between the working-classes of England
and the slaves of America. In her answer to this criticism and complaint
Mrs. Stowe says:—
M .A

H

:

My dear Sir,—I cannot but say I am greatly obliged to you for the
kind opinions expressed in your letter. On one point, however, it
appears that my book has not faithfully represented to you the feelings
of my heart. I mean in relation to the English nation as a nation. You
will notice that the remarks on that subject occur in the dramatic part
of the book, in the mouth of an intelligent Southerner. As a fair-minded
person, bound to state for both sides all that could be said in the person
of St. Clare, the best that could be said on that point, and what I know
is in fact constantly reiterated, namely, that the laboring class of the
South are in many respects, as to physical comfort, in a better
condition than the poor of England.
This is the slaveholder's stereotyped apology,—a defense it cannot
be, unless two wrongs make one right.
It is generally supposed among us that this estimate of the relative
condition of the slaves and the poor of England is correct, and we base
our ideas on reports made in Parliament and various documentary
evidence; also such sketches as "London Labor and London Poor,"
which have been widely circulated among us. The inference, however,
which we of the freedom party draw from it, is not that the slave is, on
the whole, in the best condition because of this striking difference; that
in America the slave has not a recognized human character in law, has
not even an existence, whereas in England the law recognizes and
protects the meanest subject, in theory always, and in fact to a certain
extent. A prince of the blood could not strike the meanest laborer
without a liability to prosecution, in theory at least, and that is
something. In America any man may strike any slave he meets, and if
the master does not choose to notice it, he has no redress.
I do not suppose human nature to be widely different in England
and America. In both countries, when any class holds power and
wealth by institutions which in the long run bring misery on lower
classes, they are very unwilling still to part with that wealth and power.
They are unwilling to be convinced that it is their duty, and unwilling
to do it if they are. It is always so everywhere; it is not English nature
or American nature, but human nature. We have seen in England the
battle for popular rights fought step by step with as determined a

resistance from parties in possession as the slaveholder offers in
America.
There was the same kind of resistance in certain quarters there to
the laws restricting the employing of young children eighteen hours a
day in factories, as there is here to the anti-slavery effort.
Again, in England as in America, there are, in those very classes
whose interests are most invaded by what are called popular rights,
some of the most determined supporters of them, and here I think that
the balance preponderates in favor of England. I think there are more
of the high nobility of England who are friends of the common people
and willing to help the cause of human progress, irrespective of its
influence on their own interests, than there are those of a similar class
among slaveholding aristocracy, though even that class is not without
such men. But I am far from having any of that senseless prejudice
against the English nation as a nation which, greatly to my regret, I
observe sometimes in America. It is a relic of barbarism for two such
nations as England and America to cherish any such unworthy
prejudice.
For my own part, I am proud to be of English blood; and though I
do not think England's national course faultless, and though I think
many of her institutions and arrangements capable of much revision
and improvement, yet my heart warms to her as, on the whole, the
strongest, greatest, and best nation on earth. Have not England and
America one blood, one language, one literature, and a glorious
literature it is! Are not Milton and Shakespeare, and all the wise and
brave and good of old, common to us both, and should there be
anything but cordiality between countries that have so glorious an
inheritance in common? If there is, it will be elsewhere than in hearts
like mine.
Sincerely yours,
H. B. S

.

CHAPTER VIII.
FIRST TRIP TO EUROPE, 1853.
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V
soon after the publication of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" Mrs. Stowe
visited her brother Henry in Brooklyn, and while there became intensely
interested in the case of the Edmondsons, a slave family of Washington, D.
C. Emily and Mary two of the daughters of Paul (a free colored man) and
Milly (a slave) Edmondson, had, for trying to escape from bondage, been
sold to a trader for the New Orleans market. While they were lying in jail in
Alexandria awaiting the making up of a gang for the South, their
heartbroken father determined to visit the North and try to beg from a
freedom-loving people the money with which to purchase his daughters'
liberty. The sum asked by the trader was $2,250, but its magnitude did not
appall the brave old man, and he set forth upon his quest full of faith that in
some way he would secure it.
Reaching New York, he went to the anti-slavery bureau and related his
pitiful story. The sum demanded was such a large one and seemed so
exorbitant that even those who took the greatest interest in the case were
disheartened over the prospect of raising it. The old man was finally
advised to go to Henry Ward Beecher and ask his aid. He made his way to
the door of the great Brooklyn preacher's house, but, overcome by many
disappointments and fearing to meet with another rebuff, hesitated to ring
the bell, and sat down on the steps with tears streaming from his eyes.
There Mr. Beecher found him, learned his story, and promised to do
what he could. There was a great meeting in Plymouth Church that evening,

and, taking the old colored man with him to it, Mrs. Stowe's brother made
such an eloquent and touching appeal on behalf of the slave girls as to rouse
his audience to profound indignation and pity. The entire sum of $2,250
was raised then and there, and the old man, hardly able to realize his great
joy, was sent back to his despairing children with their freedom money in
his hand.
All this had happened in the latter part of 1848, and Mrs. Stowe had first
known of the liberated girls in 1851, when she had been appealed to for aid
in educating them. From that time forward she became personally
responsible for all their expenses while they remained in school, and until
the death of one of them in 1853.
Now during her visit to New York in the spring of 1852 she met their old
mother, Milly Edmondson, who had come North in the hope of saving her
two remaining slave children, a girl and a young man, from falling into the
trader's clutches. Twelve hundred dollars was the sum to be raised, and by
hard work the father had laid by one hundred of it when a severe illness put
an end to his efforts. After many prayers and much consideration of the
matter, his feeble old wife said to him one day, "Paul, I'm a gwine up to
New York myself to see if I can't get that money."
Her husband objected that she was too feeble, that she would be unable
to find her way, and that Northern people had got tired of buying slaves to
set them free, but the resolute old woman clung to her purpose and finally
set forth. Reaching New York she made her way to Mr. Beecher's house,
where she was so fortunate as to find Mrs. Stowe. Now her troubles were at
an end, for this champion of the oppressed at once made the slave woman's
cause her own and promised that her children should be redeemed. She at
once set herself to the task of raising the purchase-money, not only for
Milly's children, but for giving freedom to the old slave woman herself. On
May 29, she writes to her husband in Brunswick:—
"The mother of the Edmondson girls, now aged and feeble, is in the city.
I did not actually know when I wrote 'Uncle Tom' of a living example in
which Christianity had reached its fullest development under the crushing
wrongs of slavery, but in this woman I see it. I never knew before what I
could feel till, with her sorrowful, patient eyes upon me, she told me her

history and begged my aid. The expression of her face as she spoke, and the
depth of patient sorrow in her eyes, was beyond anything I ever saw.
"'Well,' said I, when she had finished, 'set your heart at rest; you and
your children shall be redeemed. If I can't raise the money otherwise, I will
pay it myself.' You should have seen the wonderfully sweet, solemn look
she gave me as she said, 'The Lord bless you, my child!'
"Well, I have received a sweet note from Jenny Lind, with her name and
her husband's with which to head my subscription list. They give a hundred
dollars. Another hundred is subscribed by Mr. Bowen in his wife's name,
and I have put my own name down for an equal amount. A lady has given
me twenty-five dollars, and Mr. Storrs has pledged me fifty dollars. Milly
and I are to meet the ladies of Henry's and Dr. Cox's churches to-morrow,
and she is to tell them her story. I have written to Drs. Bacon and Dutton in
New Haven to secure a similar meeting of ladies there. I mean to have one
in Boston, and another in Portland. It will do good to the givers as well as to
the receivers.
"But all this time I have been so longing to get your letter from New
Haven, for I heard it was there. It is not fame nor praise that contents me. I
seem never to have needed love so much as now. I long to hear you say how
much you love me. Dear one, if this effort impedes my journey home, and
wastes some of my strength, you will not murmur. When I see this
Christlike soul standing so patiently bleeding, yet forgiving, I feel a sacred
call to be the helper of the helpless, and it is better that my own family do
without me for a while longer than that this mother lose all. I must redeem
her.
"New Haven, June 2. My old woman's case progresses gloriously. I am
to see the ladies of this place to-morrow. Four hundred dollars were
contributed by individuals in Brooklyn, and the ladies who took
subscription papers at the meeting will undoubtedly raise two hundred
dollars more."
Before leaving New York, Mrs. Stowe gave Milly Edmondson her check
for the entire sum necessary to purchase her own freedom and that of her
children, and sent her home rejoicing. That this sum was made up to her by

the generous contributions of those to whom she appealed is shown by a
note written to her husband and dated July, 1852, in which she says:—
"Had a very kind note from A. Lawrence inclosing a twenty-dollar goldpiece for the Edmondsons. Isabella's ladies gave me twenty-five dollars, so
you see our check is more than paid already."
Although during her visit in New York Mrs. Stowe made many new
friends, and was overwhelmed with congratulations and praise of her book,
the most pleasing incident of this time seems to have been an epistolatory
interview with Jenny Lind (Goldschmidt). In writing of it to her husband
she says:—
"Well, we have heard Jenny Lind, and the affair was a bewildering
dream of sweetness and beauty. Her face and movements are full of poetry
and feeling. She has the artless grace of a little child, the poetic effect of a
wood-nymph, is airy, light, and graceful.
"We had first-rate seats, and how do you think we got them? When Mr.
Howard went early in the morning for tickets, Mr. Goldschmidt told him it
was impossible to get any good ones, as they were all sold. Mr. Howard
said he regretted that, on Mrs. Stowe's account, as she was very desirous of
hearing Jenny Lind. 'Mrs. Stowe!' exclaimed Mr. Goldschmidt, 'the author
of "Uncle Tom's Cabin"? Indeed, she shall have a seat whatever happens!'
"Thereupon he took his hat and went out, returning shortly with tickets
for two of the best seats in the house, inclosed in an envelope directed to me
in his wife's handwriting. Mr. Howard said he could have sold those tickets
at any time during the day for ten dollars each.
"To-day I sent a note of acknowledgment with a copy of my book. I am
most happy to have seen her, for she is a noble creature."
To this note the great singer wrote in answer:—
M
M
,—Allow me to express my sincere thanks for
your very kind letter, which I was very happy to receive.
You must feel and know what a deep impression "Uncle Tom's
Cabin" has made upon every heart that can feel for the dignity of

human existence: so I with my miserable English would not even try to
say a word about the great excellency of that most beautiful book, but I
must thank you for the great joy I have felt over that book.
Forgive me, my dear madam: it is a great liberty I take in thus
addressing you, I know, but I have so wished to find an opportunity to
pour out my thankfulness in a few words to you that I cannot help this
intruding. I have the feeling about "Uncle Tom's Cabin" that great
changes will take place by and by, from the impression people receive
out of it, and that the writer of that book can fall asleep to-day or tomorrow with the bright, sweet conscience of having been a strong
means in the Creator's hand of operating essential good in one of the
most important questions for the welfare of our black brethren. God
bless and protect you and yours, dear madam, and certainly God's hand
will remain with a blessing over your head.
Once more forgive my bad English and the liberty I have taken, and
believe me to be, dear madam,
J

Yours most truly,
G
, née L

.

In answer to Mrs. Stowe's appeal on behalf of the Edmonsons, Jenny
Lind wrote:—
M
M . S
,—I have with great interest read your
statement of the black family at Washington. It is with pleasure also
that I and my husband are placing our humble names on the list you
sent.
The time is short. I am very, very sorry that I shall not be able to see
you. I must say farewell to you in this way. Hoping that in the length
of time you may live to witness the progression of the good sake for
which you so nobly have fought, my best wishes go with you.
Yours in friendship,
J
G

.

While Mrs. Stowe was thus absent from home, her husband received and
accepted a most urgent call to the Professorship of Sacred Literature in the
Theological Seminary at Andover, Mass.
In regard to leaving Brunswick and her many friends there, Mrs. Stowe
wrote: "For my part, if I must leave Brunswick, I would rather leave at
once. I can tear away with a sudden pull more easily than to linger there
knowing that I am to leave at last. I shall never find people whom I shall
like better than those of Brunswick."
As Professor Stowe's engagements necessitated his spending much of
the summer in Brunswick, and also making a journey to Cincinnati, it
devolved upon his wife to remain in Andover, and superintend the
preparation of the house they were to occupy. This was known as the old
stone workshop, on the west side of the Common, and it had a year or two
before been fitted up by Charles Munroe and Jonathan Edwards[13] as the
Seminary gymnasium. Beneath Mrs. Stowe's watchful care and by the
judicious expenditure of money, it was transformed by the first of
November into the charming abode which under the name of "The Cabin"
became noted as one of the pleasantest literary centres of the country. Here
for many years were received, and entertained in a modest way, many of the
most distinguished people of this and other lands, and here were planned
innumerable philanthropic undertakings in which Mrs. Stowe and her
scholarly husband were the prime movers.
The summer spent in preparing this home was one of great pleasure as
well as literary activity. In July Mrs. Stowe writes to her husband: "I had no
idea this place was so beautiful. Our family circle is charming. All the
young men are so gentlemanly and so agreeable, as well as Christian in
spirit. Mr. Dexter, his wife, and sister are delightful. Last evening a party of
us went to ride on horseback down to Pomp's Pond. What a beautiful place
it is! There is everything here that there is at Brunswick except the sea,—a
great exception. Yesterday I was out all the forenoon sketching elms. There
is no end to the beauty of these trees. I shall fill my book with them before I
get through. We had a levee at Professor Park's last week,—quite a brilliant
affair. To-day there is to be a fishing party to go to Salem beach and have a
chowder.

THE ANDOVER HOME

"It seems almost too good to be true that we are going to have such a
house in such a beautiful place, and to live here among all these agreeable
people, where everybody seems to love you so much and to think so much
of you. I am almost afraid to accept it, and should not, did I not see the
Hand that gives it all and know that it is both firm and true. He knows if it
is best for us, and His blessing addeth no sorrow therewith. I cannot
describe to you the constant undercurrent of love and joy and peace ever
flowing through my soul. I am so happy—so blessed!"
The literary work of this summer was directed toward preparing articles
on many subjects for the "New York Independent" and the "National Era,"
as well as collecting material for future books. That the "Pearl of Orr's
Island," which afterward appeared as a serial in the "Independent," was
already contemplated, is shown by a letter written July 29th, in which Mrs.
Stowe says: "What a lovely place Andover is! So many beautiful walks!
Last evening a number of us climbed Prospect Hill, and had a most
charming walk. Since I came here we have taken up hymn-singing to quite
an extent, and while we were all up on the hill we sang 'When I can read my
title clear.' It went finely.

"I seem to have so much to fill my time, and yet there is my Maine story
waiting. However, I am composing it every day, only I greatly need living
studies for the filling in of my sketches. There is 'old Jonas,' my 'fish father,'
a sturdy, independent fisherman farmer, who in his youth sailed all over the
world and made up his mind about everything. In his old age he attends
prayer-meetings and reads the 'Missionary Herald.' He also has plenty of
money in an old brown sea-chest. He is a great heart with an inflexible will
and iron muscles. I must go to Orr's Island and see him again. I am now
writing an article for the 'Era' on Maine and its scenery, which I think is
even better than the 'Independent' letter. In it I took up Longfellow. Next I
shall write one on Hawthorne and his surroundings.
"To-day Mrs. Jewett sent out a most solemnly savage attack upon me
from the 'Alabama Planter.' Among other things it says: 'The plan for
assaulting the best institutions in the world may be made just as rational as
it is by the wicked (perhaps unconsciously so) authoress of this book. The
woman who wrote it must be either a very bad or a very fanatical person.
For her own domestic peace we trust no enemy will ever penetrate into her
household to pervert the scenes he may find there with as little logic or
kindness as she has used in her "Uncle Tom's Cabin."' There's for you! Can
you wonder now that such a wicked woman should be gone from you a full
month instead of the week I intended? Ah, welladay!"
At last the house was finished, the removal from Brunswick effected,
and the reunited family was comfortably settled in its Andover home. The
plans for the winter's literary work were, however, altered by force of
circumstances. Instead of proceeding quietly and happily with her charming
Maine story, Mrs. Stowe found it necessary to take notice in some manner
of the cruel and incessant attacks made upon her as the author of "Uncle
Tom's Cabin," and to fortify herself against them by a published statement
of incontrovertible facts. It was claimed on all sides that she had in her
famous book made such ignorant or malicious misrepresentations that it
was nothing short of a tissue of falsehoods, and to refute this she was
compelled to write a "Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin," in which should appear
the sources from which she had obtained her knowledge. Late in the winter
Mrs. Stowe wrote:—

"I am now very much driven. I am preparing a Key to unlock 'Uncle
Tom's Cabin.' It will contain all the original facts, anecdotes, and documents
on which the story is founded, with some very interesting and affecting
stories parallel to those told of Uncle Tom. Now I want you to write for me
just what you heard that slave-buyer say, exactly as he said it, that people
may compare it with what I have written. My Key will be stronger than the
Cabin."
In regard to this "Key" Mrs. Stowe also wrote to the Duchess of
Sutherland upon hearing that she had headed an address from the women of
England to those of America:—
It is made up of the facts, the documents, the things which my own
eyes have looked upon and my hands have handled, that attest this
awful indictment upon my country. I write it in the anguish of my soul,
with tears and prayer, with sleepless nights and weary days. I bear my
testimony with a heavy heart, as one who in court is forced by an
awful oath to disclose the sins of those dearest.
So I am called to draw up this fearful witness against my country
and send it into all countries, that the general voice of humanity may
quicken our paralyzed vitality, that all Christians may pray for us, and
that shame, honor, love of country, and love of Christ may be roused to
give us strength to cast out this mighty evil.
Yours for the oppressed,
H. B. S

.

This harassing, brain-wearying, and heart-sickening labor was continued
until the first of April, 1853, when, upon invitation of the Anti-Slavery
Society of Glasgow, Scotland, Mrs. Stowe, accompanied by her husband
and her brother, Charles Beecher, sailed for Europe.
In the mean time the success of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" abroad was already
phenomenal and unprecedented. From the pen of Mr. Sampson Low, the
well-known London publisher, we have the following interesting statement
regarding it:—

"The first edition printed in London was in April, 1852, by Henry
Vizetelly, in a neat volume at ten and sixpence, of which he issued 7,000
copies. He received the first copy imported, through a friend who had
bought it in Boston the day the steamer sailed, for his own reading. He gave
it to Mr. V., who took it to the late Mr. David Bogue, well known for his
general shrewdness and enterprise. He had the book to read and consider
over night, and in the morning returned it, declining to take it at the very
moderate price of five pounds.
"Vizetelly at once put the volume into the hands of a friendly printer and
brought it out on his own account, through the nominal agency of Clarke &
Co. The 7,000 copies sold, other editions followed, and Mr. Vizetelly
disposed of his interest in the book to the printer and agent, who joined with
Mr. Beeton and at once began to issue monster editions. The demand called
for fresh supplies, and these created an increased demand. The discovery
was soon made that any one was at liberty to reprint the book, and the
initiative was thus given to a new era in cheap literature, founded on
American reprints. A shilling edition followed the one-and-sixpence, and
this in turn became the precursor of one 'complete for sixpence.' From April
to December, 1852, twelve different editions (not reissues) were published,
and within the twelve months of its first appearance eighteen different
London publishing houses were engaged in supplying the great demand that
had set in, the total number of editions being forty, varying from fine artillustrated editions at 15s., 10s., and 7s. 6d., to the cheap popular editions of
1s., 9d., and 6d.
"After carefully analyzing these editions and weighing probabilities with
ascertained facts, I am able pretty confidently to say that the aggregate
number of copies circulated in Great Britain and the colonies exceeds one
and a half millions."
A similar statement made by Clarke & Co. in October, 1852, reveals the
following facts. It says: "An early copy was sent from America the latter
end of April to Mr. Bogue, the publisher, and was offered by him to Mr.
Gilpin, late of Bishopsgate Street. Being declined by Mr. Gilpin, Mr. Bogue
offered it to Mr. Henry Vizetelly, and by the latter gentleman it was
eventually purchased for us. Before printing it, however, as there was one
night allowed for decision, one volume was taken home to be read by Mr.

Vizetelly, and the other by Mr. Salisbury, the printer, of Bouverie Street.
The report of the latter gentleman the following morning, to quote his own
words, was: 'I sat up till four in the morning reading the book, and the
interest I felt was expressed one moment by laughter, another by tears.
Thinking it might be weakness and not the power of the author that affected
me, I resolved to try the effect upon my wife (a rather strong-minded
woman). I accordingly woke her and read a few chapters to her. Finding
that the interest in the story kept her awake, and that she, too, laughed and
cried, I settled in my mind that it was a book that ought to, and might with
safety, be printed.'
"Mr. Vizetelly's opinion coincided with that of Mr. Salisbury, and to the
latter gentleman it was confided to be brought out immediately. The week
following the book was produced and one edition of 7,000 copies worked
off. It made no stir until the middle of June, although we advertised it very
extensively. From June it began to make its way, and it sold at the rate of
1,000 per week during July. In August the demand became very great, and
went on increasing to the 20th, by which time it was perfectly
overwhelming. We have now about 400 people employed in getting out the
book, and seventeen printing machines besides hand presses. Already about
150,000 copies of the book are in the hands of the people, and still the
returns of sales show no decline."
The story was dramatized in the United States in August, 1852, without
the consent or knowledge of the author, who had neglected to reserve her
rights for this purpose. In September of the same year we find it announced
as the attraction at two London theatres, namely, the Royal Victoria and the
Great National Standard. In 1853 Professor Stowe writes: "The drama of
'Uncle Tom' has been going on in the National Theatre of New York all
summer with most unparalleled success. Everybody goes night after night,
and nothing can stop it. The enthusiasm beats that of the run in the Boston
Museum out and out. The 'Tribune' is full of it. The 'Observer,' the 'Journal
of Commerce,' and all that sort of fellows, are astonished and nonplussed.
They do not know what to say or do about it."
While the English editions of the story were rapidly multiplying, and
being issued with illustrations by Cruikshank, introductions by Elihu
Burritt, Lord Carlisle, etc., it was also making its way over the Continent.

For the authorized French edition, translated by Madame Belloc, and
published by Charpentier of Paris, Mrs. Stowe wrote the following:—

PREFACE TO THE EUROPEAN EDITION.
In authorizing the circulation of this work on the Continent of
Europe, the author has only this apology, that the love of man is higher
than the love of country.
The great mystery which all Christian nations hold in common, the
union of God with man through the humanity of Jesus Christ, invests
human existence with an awful sacredness; and in the eye of the true
believer in Jesus, he who tramples on the rights of his meanest fellowman is not only inhuman but sacrilegious, and the worst form of this
sacrilege is the institution of slavery.
It has been said that the representations of this book are
exaggerations! and oh, would that this were true! Would that this book
were indeed a fiction, and not a close mosaic of facts! But that it is not
a fiction the proofs lie bleeding in thousands of hearts; they have been
attested by surrounding voices from almost every slave State, and from
slave-owners themselves. Since so it must be, thanks be to God that
this mighty cry, this wail of an unutterable anguish, has at last been
heard!
It has been said, and not in utter despair but in solemn hope and
assurance may we regard the struggle that now convulses America,—
the outcry of the demon of slavery, which has heard the voice of Jesus
of Nazareth, and is rending and convulsing the noble nation from
which at last it must depart.
It cannot be that so monstrous a solecism can long exist in the
bosom of a nation which in all respects is the best exponent of the
great principle of universal brotherhood. In America the Frenchman,
the German, the Italian, the Swede, and the Irish all mingle on terms of
equal right; all nations there display their characteristic excellences
and are admitted by her liberal laws to equal privileges: everything is
tending to liberalize, humanize, and elevate, and for that very reason it
is that the contest with slavery there grows every year more terrible.
The stream of human progress, widening, deepening, strengthening
from the confluent forces of all nations, meets this barrier, behind

which is concentrated all the ignorance, cruelty, and oppression of the
dark ages, and it roars and foams and shakes the barrier, and anon it
must bear it down.
In its commencement slavery overspread every State in the Union:
the progress of society has now emancipated the North from its yoke.
In Kentucky, Tennessee, Virginia, and Maryland, at different times,
strong movements have been made for emancipation,—movements
enforced by a comparison of the progressive march of the adjoining
free States with the poverty and sterility and ignorance produced by a
system which in a few years wastes and exhausts all the resources of
the soil without the power of renewal.
The time cannot be distant when these States will emancipate for
self-preservation; and if no new slave territory be added, the increase
of slave population in the remainder will enforce measures of
emancipation.
Here, then, is the point of the battle. Unless more slave territory is
gained, slavery dies; if it is gained, it lives. Around this point political
parties fight and manœuvre, and every year the battle wages hotter.
The internal struggles of no other nation in the world are so
interesting to Europeans as those of America; for America is fast
filling up from Europe, and every European has almost immediately
his vote in her councils.
If, therefore, the oppressed of other nations desire to find in
America an asylum of permanent freedom, let them come prepared,
heart and hand, and vote against the institution of slavery; for they who
enslave man cannot themselves remain free.
True are the great words of Kossuth: "No nation can remain free
with whom freedom is a privilege and not a principle."
This preface was more or less widely copied in the twenty translations of
the book that quickly followed its first appearance. These, arranged in the
alphabetical order of their languages, are as follows: Armenian, Bohemian,
Danish, Dutch, Finnish, Flemish, French, German, Hungarian, Illyrian,

Italian, Polish, Portuguese, Romaic or modern Greek, Russian, Servian,
Spanish, Wallachian, and Welsh.
In Germany it received the following flattering notice from one of the
leading literary journals: "The abolitionists in the United States should vote
the author of 'Uncle Tom's Cabin' a civic crown, for a more powerful ally
than Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe and her romance they could not have. We
confess that in the whole modern romance literature of Germany, England,
and France, we know of no novel to be called equal to this. In comparison
with its glowing eloquence that never fails of its purpose, its wonderful
truth to nature, the largeness of its ideas, and the artistic faultlessness of the
machinery in this book, George Sand, with her Spiridion and Claudie,
appears to us untrue and artificial; Dickens, with his but too faithful pictures
from the popular life of London, petty; Bulwer, hectic and self-conscious. It
is like a sign of warning from the New World to the Old."
Madame George Sand reviewed the book, and spoke of Mrs. Stowe
herself in words at once appreciative and discriminating: "Mrs. Stowe is all
instinct; it is the very reason she appears to some not to have talent. Has she
not talent? What is talent? Nothing, doubtless, compared to genius; but has
she genius? She has genius as humanity feels the need of genius,—the
genius of goodness, not that of the man of letters, but that of the saint."
Charles Sumner wrote from the senate chamber at Washington to
Professor Stowe: "All that I hear and read bears testimony to the good Mrs.
Stowe has done. The article of George Sand is a most remarkable tribute,
such as was hardly ever offered by such a genius to any living mortal.
Should Mrs. Stowe conclude to visit Europe she will have a triumph."
From Eversley parsonage Charles Kingsley wrote to Mrs. Stowe:—
A thousand thanks for your delightful letter. As for your progress
and ovation here in England, I have no fear for you. You will be
flattered and worshiped. You deserve it and you must bear it. I am sure
that you have seen and suffered too much and too long to be injured by
the foolish yet honest and heartfelt lionizing which you must go
through.

I have many a story to tell you when we meet about the effects of
the great book upon the most unexpected people.
Yours ever faithfully,
C. K

.

March 28, 1853, Professor Stowe sent the following communication to
the Committee of Examination of the Theological Seminary at Andover:
"As I shall not be present at the examinations this term, I think it proper to
make to you a statement of the reasons of my absence. During the last
winter I have not enjoyed my usual health. Mrs. Stowe also became sick
and very much exhausted. At this time we had the offer of a voyage to
Great Britain and back free of expense."
This offer, coming as it did from the friends of the cause of emancipation
in the United Kingdom, was gladly accepted by Mr. and Mrs. Stowe, and
they sailed immediately.
The preceding month Mrs. Stowe had received a letter from Mrs. Follen
in London, asking for information with regard to herself, her family, and the
circumstances of her writing "Uncle Tom's Cabin."
In reply Mrs. Stowe sent the following very characteristic letter, which
may be safely given at the risk of some repetition:—
A

, February 16, 1853.

M
M
,—I hasten to reply to your letter, to me the more
interesting that I have long been acquainted with you, and during all
the nursery part of my life made daily use of your poems for children.
I used to think sometimes in those days that I would write to you,
and tell you how much I was obliged to you for the pleasure which
they gave us all.
So you want to know something about what sort of a woman I am!
Well, if this is any object, you shall have statistics free of charge. To
begin, then, I am a little bit of a woman,—somewhat more than forty,
about as thin and dry as a pinch of snuff; never very much to look at in
my best days, and looking like a used-up article now.

I was married when I was twenty-five years old to a man rich in
Greek and Hebrew, Latin and Arabic, and, alas! rich in nothing else.
When I went to housekeeping, my entire stock of china for parlor and
kitchen was bought for eleven dollars. That lasted very well for two
years, till my brother was married and brought his bride to visit me. I
then found, on review, that I had neither plates nor teacups to set a
table for my father's family; wherefore I thought it best to reinforce the
establishment by getting me a tea-set that cost ten dollars more, and
this, I believe, formed my whole stock in trade for some years.
But then I was abundantly enriched with wealth of another sort.
I had two little, curly-headed twin daughters to begin with, and my
stock in this line has gradually increased, till I have been the mother of
seven children, the most beautiful and the most loved of whom lies
buried near my Cincinnati residence. It was at his dying bed and at his
grave that I learned what a poor slave mother may feel when her child
is torn away from her. In those depths of sorrow which seemed to me
immeasurable, it was my only prayer to God that such anguish might
not be suffered in vain. There were circumstances about his death of
such peculiar bitterness, of what seemed almost cruel suffering, that I
felt that I could never be consoled for it, unless this crushing of my
own heart might enable me to work out some great good to others. . . .
I allude to this here because I have often felt that much that is in
that book ("Uncle Tom") had its root in the awful scenes and bitter
sorrows of that summer. It has left now, I trust, no trace on my mind,
except a deep compassion for the sorrowful, especially for mothers
who are separated from their children.
During long years of struggling with poverty and sickness, and a
hot, debilitating climate, my children grew up around me. The nursery
and the kitchen were my principal fields of labor. Some of my friends,
pitying my trials, copied and sent a number of little sketches from my
pen to certain liberally paying "Annuals" with my name. With the first
money that I earned in this way I bought a feather-bed! for as I had
married into poverty and without a dowry, and as my husband had only
a large library of books and a great deal of learning, the bed and

pillows were thought the most profitable investment. After this I
thought that I had discovered the philosopher's stone. So when a new
carpet or mattress was going to be needed, or when, at the close of the
year, it began to be evident that my family accounts, like poor Dora's,
"wouldn't add up," then I used to say to my faithful friend and
factotum Anna, who shared all my joys and sorrows, "Now, if you will
keep the babies and attend to the things in the house for one day, I'll
write a piece, and then we shall be out of the scrape." So I became an
author,—very modest at first, I do assure you, and remonstrating very
seriously with the friends who had thought it best to put my name to
the pieces by way of getting up a reputation; and if you ever see a
woodcut of me, with an immoderately long nose, on the cover of all
the U. S. Almanacs, I wish you to take notice, that I have been forced
into it contrary to my natural modesty by the imperative solicitations
of my dear five thousand friends and the public generally. One thing I
must say with regard to my life at the West, which you will understand
better than many English women could.
I lived two miles from the city of Cincinnati, in the country, and
domestic service, not always you know to be found in the city, is next
to an impossibility to obtain in the country, even by those who are
willing to give the highest wages; so what was to be expected for poor
me, who had very little of this world's goods to offer?
Had it not been for my inseparable friend Anna, a noble-hearted
English girl, who landed on our shores in destitution and sorrow, and
clave to me as Ruth to Naomi, I had never lived through all the trials
which this uncertainty and want of domestic service imposed on both:
you may imagine, therefore, how glad I was when, our seminary
property being divided out into small lots which were rented at a low
price, a number of poor families settled in our vicinity, from whom we
could occasionally obtain domestic service. About a dozen families of
liberated slaves were among the number, and they became my favorite
resort in cases of emergency. If anybody wishes to have a black face
look handsome, let them be left, as I have been, in feeble health in
oppressive hot weather, with a sick baby in arms, and two or three
other little ones in the nursery, and not a servant in the whole house to
do a single turn. Then, if they could see my good old Aunt Frankie

coming with her honest, bluff, black face, her long, strong arms, her
chest as big and stout as a barrel, and her hilarious, hearty laugh,
perfectly delighted to take one's washing and do it at a fair price, they
would appreciate the beauty of black people.
My cook, poor Eliza Buck,—how she would stare to think of her
name going to England!—was a regular epitome of slave life in
herself; fat, gentle, easy, loving and lovable, always calling my very
modest house and door-yard "The Place," as if it had been a plantation
with seven hundred hands on it. She had lived through the whole sad
story of a Virginia-raised slave's life. In her youth she must have been
a very handsome mulatto girl. Her voice was sweet, and her manners
refined and agreeable. She was raised in a good family as a nurse and
seamstress. When the family became embarrassed, she was suddenly
sold on to a plantation in Louisiana. She has often told me how,
without any warning, she was suddenly forced into a carriage, and saw
her little mistress screaming and stretching her arms from the window
towards her as she was driven away. She has told me of scenes on the
Louisiana plantation, and she has often been out at night by stealth
ministering to poor slaves who had been mangled and lacerated by the
lash. Hence she was sold into Kentucky, and her last master was the
father of all her children. On this point she ever maintained a delicacy
and reserve that always appeared to me remarkable. She always called
him her husband; and it was not till after she had lived with me some
years that I discovered the real nature of the connection. I shall never
forget how sorry I felt for her, nor my feelings at her humble apology,
"You know, Mrs. Stowe, slave women cannot help themselves." She
had two very pretty quadroon daughters, with her beautiful hair and
eyes, interesting children, whom I had instructed in the family school
with my children. Time would fail to tell you all that I learned
incidentally of the slave system in the history of various slaves who
came into my family, and of the underground railroad which, I may
say, ran through our house. But the letter is already too long.
You ask with regard to the remuneration which I have received for
my work here in America. Having been poor all my life and expecting
to be poor the rest of it, the idea of making money by a book which I
wrote just because I could not help it, never occurred to me. It was

therefore an agreeable surprise to receive ten thousand dollars as the
first-fruits of three months' sale. I presume as much more is now due.
Mr. Bosworth in England, the firm of Clarke & Co., and Mr. Bentley,
have all offered me an interest in the sales of their editions in London.
I am very glad of it, both on account of the value of what they offer,
and the value of the example they set in this matter, wherein I think
that justice has been too little regarded.
I have been invited to visit Scotland, and shall probably spend the
summer there and in England.
I have very much at heart a design to erect in some of the Northern
States a normal school, for the education of colored teachers in the
United States and in Canada. I have very much wished that some
permanent memorial of good to the colored race might be created out
of the proceeds of a work which promises to have so unprecedented a
sale. My own share of the profits will be less than that of the
publishers', either English or American; but I am willing to give
largely for this purpose, and I have no doubt that the publishers, both
American and English, will unite with me; for nothing tends more
immediately to the emancipation of the slave than the education and
elevation of the free.
I am now writing a work which will contain, perhaps, an equal
amount of matter with "Uncle Tom's Cabin." It will contain all the
facts and documents on which that story was founded, and an immense
body of facts, reports of trials, legal documents, and testimony of
people now living South, which will more than confirm every
statement in "Uncle Tom's Cabin."
I must confess that till I began the examination of facts in order to
write this book, much as I thought I knew before, I had not begun to
measure the depth of the abyss. The law records of courts and judicial
proceedings are so incredible as to fill me with amazement whenever I
think of them. It seems to me that the book cannot but be felt, and,
coming upon the sensibility awaked by the other, do something.
I suffer exquisitely in writing these things. It may be truly said that
I write with my heart's blood. Many times in writing "Uncle Tom's

Cabin" I thought my health would fail utterly; but I prayed earnestly
that God would help me till I got through, and still I am pressed
beyond measure and above strength.
This horror, this nightmare abomination! can it be in my country! It
lies like lead on my heart, it shadows my life with sorrow; the more so
that I feel, as for my own brothers, for the South, and am pained by
every horror I am obliged to write, as one who is forced by some awful
oath to disclose in court some family disgrace. Many times I have
thought that I must die, and yet I pray God that I may live to see
something done. I shall in all probability be in London in May: shall I
see you?
It seems to me so odd and dream-like that so many persons desire
to see me, and now I cannot help thinking that they will think, when
they do, that God hath chosen "the weak things of this world."
If I live till spring I shall hope to see Shakespeare's grave, and
Milton's mulberry-tree, and the good land of my fathers,—old, old
England! May that day come!
Yours affectionately,
H. B. S

.
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T journey undertaken by Mrs. Stowe with her husband and brother
through England and Scotland, and afterwards with her brother alone over
much of the Continent, was one of unusual interest. No one was more
surprised than Mrs. Stowe herself by the demonstrations of respect and
affection that everywhere greeted her.
Fortunately an unbroken record of this memorable journey, in Mrs.
Stowe's own words, has been preserved, and we are thus able to receive her
own impressions of what she saw, heard, and did, under circumstances that
were at once pleasant, novel, and embarrassing. Beginning with her voyage,
she writes as follows:—
L

, April 11, 1853.

M
C
,—You wish, first of all, to hear of the voyage.
Let me assure you, my dears, in the very commencement of the matter,
that going to sea is not at all the thing that we have taken it to be.
Let me warn you, if you ever go to sea, to omit all preparations for
amusement on shipboard. Don't leave so much as the unlocking of a
trunk to be done after sailing. In the few precious minutes when the
ship stands still, before she weighs her anchor, set your house, that is
to say your stateroom, as much in order as if you were going to be
hanged; place everything in the most convenient position to be seized
without trouble at a moment's notice; for be sure that in half an hour
after sailing, an infinite desperation will seize you, in which the

grasshopper will be a burden. If anything is in your trunk, it might
almost as well be in the sea, for any practical probability of your
getting to it.
Our voyage out was called "a good run." It was voted unanimously
to be "an extraordinary good passage," "a pleasant voyage;" yet the
ship rocked the whole time from side to side with a steady, dizzy,
continuous motion, like a great cradle. I had a new sympathy for
babies, poor little things, who are rocked hours at a time without so
much as a "by your leave" in the case. No wonder there are so many
stupid people in the world!
We arrived on Sunday morning: the custom-house officers, very
gentlemanly men, came on board; our luggage was all set out, and
passed through a rapid examination, which in many cases amounted
only to opening the trunk and shutting it, and all was over. The whole
ceremony did not occupy two hours.
We were inquiring of some friends for the most convenient hotel,
when we found the son of Mr. Cropper, of Dingle Bank, waiting in the
cabin to take us with him to their hospitable abode. In a few moments
after the baggage had been examined, we all bade adieu to the old ship,
and went on board the little steam tender which carries passengers up
to the city.
This Mersey River would be a very beautiful one, if it were not so
dingy and muddy. As we are sailing up in the tender towards
Liverpool, I deplore the circumstance feelingly.
"What does make this river so muddy?"
"Oh," says a by-stander, "don't you know that
"'The quality of mercy is not strained'?"
I had an early opportunity of making acquaintance with my English
brethren; for, much to my astonishment, I found quite a crowd on the
wharf, and we walked up to our carriage through a long lane of people,
bowing, and looking very glad to see us.

When I came to get into the hack it was surrounded by more faces
than I could count. They stood very quietly, and looked very kindly,
though evidently very much determined to look. Something prevented
the hack from moving on; so the interview was prolonged for some
time.
Our carriage at last drove on, taking us through Liverpool and a
mile or two out, and at length wound its way along the gravel paths of
a beautiful little retreat, on the banks of the Mersey, called the
"Dingle." It opened to my eyes like a paradise, all wearied as I was
with the tossing of the sea. I have since become familiar with these
beautiful little spots, which are so common in England; but now all
was entirely new to me.
After a short season allotted to changing our ship garments and for
rest, we found ourselves seated at the dinner table. While dining, the
sister-in-law of our friends came in from the next door, to exchange a
word or two of welcome, and invite us to breakfast with them the
following morning.
The next morning we slept late and hurried to dress, remembering
our engagement to breakfast with the brother of our host, whose
cottage stands on the same ground, within a few steps of our own. I
had not the slightest idea of what the English mean by a breakfast, and
therefore went in all innocence, supposing I should see nobody but the
family circle of my acquaintances. Quite to my astonishment, I found a
party of between thirty and forty people; ladies sitting with their
bonnets on, as in a morning call. It was impossible, however, to feel
more than a momentary embarrassment in the friendly warmth and
cordiality of the circle by whom we were surrounded.
In the evening I went into Liverpool to attend a party of friends of
the anti-slavery cause. When I was going away, the lady of the house
said that the servants were anxious to see me; so I came into the
dressing-room to give them an opportunity.
The next day was appointed to leave Liverpool. A great number of
friends accompanied us to the cars, and a beautiful bouquet of flowers
was sent with a very affecting message from a sick gentleman, who,

from the retirement of his chamber, felt a desire to testify his
sympathy. We left Liverpool with hearts a little tremulous and excited
by the vibration of an atmosphere of universal sympathy and kindness,
and found ourselves, at length, shut from the warm adieu of our
friends, in a snug compartment of the railroad car.
"Dear me!" said Mr. S.; "six Yankees shut up in a car together! Not
one Englishman to tell us anything about the country! Just like the six
old ladies that made their living by taking tea at each other's houses!"
What a bright lookout we kept for ruins and old houses! Mr. S.,
whose eyes are always in every place, allowed none of us to slumber,
but looking out, first on his own side and then on ours, called our
attention to every visible thing. If he had been appointed on a mission
of inquiry, he could not have been more zealous and faithful, and I
began to think that our desire for an English cicerone was quite
superfluous.
Well, we are in Scotland at last, and now our pulse rises as the sun
declines in the west. We catch glimpses of Solway Firth and talk about
Redgauntlet. The sun went down and night drew on; still we were in
Scotland. Scotch ballads, Scotch tunes, and Scotch literature were in
the ascendant. We sang "Auld Lang Syne," "Scots wha hae," and
"Bonnie Doon," and then, changing the key, sang "Dundee," "Elgin,"
and "Martyr."
"Take care," said Mr. S.; "don't get too much excited."
"Ah," said I, "this is a thing that comes only once in a lifetime; do
let us have the comfort of it. We shall never come into Scotland for the
first time again."
While we were thus at the fusion point of enthusiasm, the cars
stopped at Lockerbie. All was dim and dark outside, but we soon
became conscious that there was quite a number of people collected,
peering into the window; and with a strange kind of thrill, I heard my
name inquired for in the Scottish accent. I went to the window; there
were men, women, and children gathered, and hand after hand was
presented, with the words, "Ye're welcome to Scotland!"

Then they inquired for and shook hands with all the party, having in
some mysterious manner got the knowledge of who they were, even
down to little G., whom they took to be my son. Was it not pleasant,
when I had a heart so warm for this old country? I shall never forget
the thrill of those words, "Ye're welcome to Scotland," nor the "Gude
night."
After that we found similar welcomes in many succeeding
stopping-places; and though I did wave a towel out of the window,
instead of a pocket handkerchief, and commit other awkwardnesses,
from not knowing how to play my part, yet I fancied, after all, that
Scotland and we were coming on well together. Who the good souls
were that were thus watching for us through the night, I am sure I do
not know; but that they were of the "one blood" which unites all the
families of the earth, I felt.
At Glasgow, friends were waiting in the station-house. Earnest,
eager, friendly faces, ever so many. Warm greetings, kindly words. A
crowd parting in the middle, through which we were conducted into a
carriage, and loud cheers of welcome, sent a throb, as the voice of
living Scotland.
I looked out of the carriage, as we drove on, and saw, by the light of
a lantern, Argyll Street. It was past twelve o'clock when I found myself
in a warm, cosy parlor, with friends whom I have ever since been glad
to remember. In a little time we were all safely housed in our
hospitable apartments, and sleep fell on me for the first time in
Scotland.
The next morning I awoke worn and weary, and scarce could the
charms of the social Scotch breakfast restore me.
Our friend and host was Mr. Bailie Paton. I believe that it is to his
suggestion in a public meeting that we owe the invitation which
brought us to Scotland.
After breakfast the visiting began. First, a friend of the family, with
three beautiful children, the youngest of whom was the bearer of a

handsomely bound album, containing a pressed collection of the seamosses of the Scottish coast, very vivid and beautiful.
All this day is a confused dream to me of a dizzy and
overwhelming kind. So many letters that it took brother Charles from
nine in the morning till two in the afternoon to read and answer them
in the shortest manner; letters from all classes of people, high and low,
rich and poor, in all shades and styles of composition, poetry and
prose; some mere outbursts of feeling; some invitations; some advice
and suggestions; some requests and inquiries; some presenting books,
or flowers, or fruit.
Then came, in their turn, deputations from Paisley, Greenock,
Dundee, Aberdeen, Edinburgh, and Belfast in Ireland; calls of
friendship, invitations of all descriptions to go everywhere, and to see
everything, and to stay in so many places. One kind, venerable
minister, with his lovely daughter, offered me a retreat in his quiet
manse on the beautiful shores of the Clyde.
For all these kindnesses, what could I give in return? There was
scarce time for even a grateful thought on each. People have often said
to me that it must have been an exceeding bore. For my part, I could
not think of regarding it so. It only oppressed me with an unutterable
sadness.
In the afternoon I rode out with the lord provost to see the
cathedral. The lord provost answers to the lord mayor in England. His
title and office in both countries continue only a year, except in case of
re-election.
As I saw the way to the cathedral blocked up by a throng of people
who had come out to see me, I could not help saying, "What went ye
out for to see? a reed shaken with the wind?" In fact I was so worn out
that I could hardly walk through the building. The next morning I was
so ill as to need a physician, unable to see any one that called, or to
hear any of the letters. I passed most of the day in bed, but in the
evening I had to get up, as I had engaged to drink tea with two
thousand people. Our kind friends, Dr. and Mrs. Wardlaw, came after
us, and Mr. S. and I went in the carriage with them. Our carriage

stopped at last at the place. I have a dim remembrance of a way being
made for us through a great crowd all round the house, and of going
with Mrs. Wardlaw up into a dressing-room where I met and shook
hands with many friendly people. Then we passed into a gallery, where
a seat was reserved for our party, directly in front of the audience. Our
friend Bailie Paton presided. Mrs. Wardlaw and I sat together, and
around us many friends, chiefly ministers of the different churches, the
ladies and gentlemen of the Glasgow Anti-Slavery Society and others.
I told you it was a tea-party; but the arrangements were altogether
different from any I had ever seen. There were narrow tables stretched
up and down the whole extent of the great hall, and every person had
an appointed seat. These tables were set out with cups and saucers,
cakes, biscuit, etc., and when the proper time came, attendants passed
along serving tea. The arrangements were so accurate and methodical
that the whole multitude actually took tea together, without the least
apparent inconvenience or disturbance.
There was a gentle, subdued murmur of conversation all over the
house, the sociable clinking of teacups and teaspoons, while the
entertainment was going on. It seemed to me such an odd idea, I could
not help wondering what sort of a teapot that must be in which all this
tea for two thousand people was made. Truly, as Hadji Baba says, I
think they must have had the "father of all the tea-kettles" to boil it in.
I could not help wondering if old mother Scotland had put two
thousand teaspoonfuls of tea for the company, and one for the teapot,
as is our good Yankee custom.
We had quite a sociable time up in our gallery. Our tea-table
stretched quite across, and we drank tea in sight of all the people. By
we, I mean a great number of ministers and their wives, and ladies of
the Anti-Slavery Society, besides our party, and the friends whom I
have mentioned before. All seemed to be enjoying themselves.
After tea they sang a few verses of the seventy-second psalm in the
old Scotch version.
April 17. To-day a large party of us started on a small steamer to go
down the Clyde. It was a trip full of pleasure and incident. Now we

were shown the remains of old Cardross Castle, where it was said
Robert Bruce breathed his last. And now we came near the beautiful
grounds of Roseneath, a green, velvet-like peninsula, stretching out
into the widening waters.
Somewhere about here I was presented, by his own request, to a
broad-shouldered Scotch farmer, who stood some six feet two, and
who paid me the compliment to say that he had read my book, and that
he would walk six miles to see me any day. Such a flattering evidence
of discriminating taste, of course, disposed my heart towards him; but
when I went up and put my hand into his great prairie of a palm, I was
as a grasshopper in my own eyes. I inquired who he was and was told
he was one of the Duke of Argyll's farmers. I thought to myself if all
the duke's farmers were of this pattern, that he might be able to speak
to the enemy in the gates to some purpose.
It was concluded after we left Roseneath that, instead of returning
by the boat, we should take carriage and ride home along the banks of
the river. In our carriage were Mr. S. and myself, Dr. Robson, and
Lady Anderson. About this time I commenced my first essay towards
giving titles, and made, as you may suppose, rather an odd piece of
work of it, generally saying "Mrs." first, and "Lady" afterwards, and
then begging pardon. Lady Anderson laughed and said she would give
me a general absolution. She is a truly genial, hearty Scotchwoman,
and seemed to enter happily into the spirit of the hour.
As we rode on, we found that the news of our coming had spread
through the village. People came and stood in their doors, beckoning,
bowing, smiling, and waving their handkerchiefs, and the carriage was
several times stopped by persons who came to offer flowers. I
remember, in particular, a group of young girls bringing to the carriage
two of the most beautiful children I ever saw, whose little hands
literally deluged us with flowers.
At the village of Helensburgh we stopped a little while to call upon
Mrs. Bell, the wife of Mr. Bell, the inventor of the steamboat. His
invention in this country was at about the same time as that of Fulton
in America. Mrs. Bell came to the carriage to speak to us. She is a

venerable woman, far advanced in years. They had prepared a lunch
for us, and quite a number of people had come together to meet us, but
our friends said there was not time for us to stop.
We rode through several villages after this, and met everywhere a
warm welcome. What pleased me was, that it was not mainly from the
literary, nor the rich, nor the great, but the plain, common people. The
butcher came out of his stall and the baker from his shop, the miller
dusty with flour, the blooming, comely young mother, with her baby in
her arms, all smiling and bowing, with that hearty, intelligent, friendly
look, as if they knew we should be glad to see them.
Once, while we stopped to change horses, I, for the sake of seeing
something more of the country, walked on. It seems the honest
landlord and his wife were greatly disappointed at this; however, they
got into the carriage and rode on to see me, and I shook hands with
them with a right good will.
We saw several of the clergymen, who came out to meet us; and I
remember stopping just to be introduced, one by one, to a most
delightful family, a gray-headed father and mother, with comely
brothers and fair sisters, all looking so kindly and homelike, that I
should have been glad to accept the invitation they gave me to their
dwelling.
This day has been a strange phenomenon to me. In the first place, I
have seen in all these villages how universally the people read. I have
seen how capable they are of a generous excitement and enthusiasm,
and how much may be done by a work of fiction so written as to enlist
those sympathies which are common to all classes. Certainly a great
deal may be effected in this way, if God gives to any one the power, as
I hope he will to many. The power of fictitious writing, for good as
well as evil, is a thing which ought most seriously to be reflected on.
No one can fail to see that in our day it is becoming a very great
agency.
We came home quite tired, as you may well suppose. You will not
be surprised that the next day I found myself more disposed to keep
my bed than go out.

Two days later: We bade farewell to Glasgow, overwhelmed with
kindness to the last, and only oppressed by the thought of how little
that was satisfactory we were able to give in return. Again we were in
the railroad car on our way to Edinburgh. A pleasant two hours' trip is
this from Glasgow to Edinburgh. When the cars stopped at Linlithgow
station, the name started us as out of a dream.
In Edinburgh the cars stopped amid a crowd of people who had
assembled to meet us. The lord provost met us at the door of the car,
and presented us to the magistracy of the city and the committees of
the Edinburgh Anti-Slavery Societies. The drab dresses and pure white
bonnets of many Friends were conspicuous among the dense moving
crowd, as white doves seen against a dark cloud. Mr. S. and myself,
and our future hostess, Mrs. Wigham, entered the carriage with the
lord provost, and away we drove, the crowd following with their
shouts and cheers. I was inexpressibly touched and affected by this.
While we were passing the monument of Scott, I felt an oppressive
melancholy. What a moment life seems in the presence of the noble
dead! What a momentary thing is art, in all its beauty! Where are all
those great souls that have created such an atmosphere of light about
Edinburgh? and how little a space was given them to live and enjoy!
We drove all over Edinburgh, up to the castle, to the university, to
Holyrood, to the hospitals, and through many of the principal streets,
amid shouts, and smiles, and greetings. Some boys amused me very
much by their pertinacious attempts to keep up with the carriage.
"Heck," says one of them, "that's her; see the courls!"
The various engravers who have amused themselves by
diversifying my face for the public having all, with great unanimity,
agreed in giving prominence to this point, I suppose the urchins
thought they were on safe ground there. I certainly think I answered
one good purpose that day, and that is of giving the much-oppressed
and calumniated class called boys an opportunity to develop all the
noise that was in them,—a thing for which I think they must bless me
in their remembrances.

At last the carriage drove into a deep-graveled yard, and we
alighted at a porch covered with green ivy, and found ourselves once
more at home.
You may spare your anxieties about me, for I do assure you that if I
were an old Sèvres china jar I could not have more careful handling
than I do. Everybody is considerate; a great deal to say when there
appears to be so much excitement. Everybody seems to understand
how good-for-nothing I am; and yet, with all this consideration, I have
been obliged to keep my room and bed for a good part of the time. Of
the multitudes who have called, I have seen scarcely any.
To-morrow evening is to be the great tea-party here. How in the
world I am ever to live through it I don't know.
The amount of letters we found waiting for us here in Edinburgh
was, if possible, more appalling than in Glasgow. Among those from
persons whom you would be interested in hearing of, I may mention a
very kind and beautiful one from the Duchess of Sutherland, and one
also from the Earl of Carlisle, both desiring to make appointments for
meeting us as soon as we come to London. Also a very kind and
interesting note from the Rev. Mr. Kingsley and lady. I look forward
with a great deal of interest to passing a little time with them in their
rectory.
As to all engagements, I am in a state of happy acquiescence,
having resigned myself, as a very tame lion, into the hands of my
keepers. Whenever the time comes for me to do anything, I try to
behave as well as I can, which, as Dr. Young says, is all that an angel
could do under the same circumstances.
April 26. Last night came off the soirée. The hall was handsomely
decorated with flags in front. We went with the lord provost in his
carriage. We went up as before into a dressing-room, where I was
presented to many gentlemen and ladies. When we go in, the cheering,
clapping, and stamping at first strikes one with a strange sensation; but
then everybody looks so heartily pleased and delighted, and there is
such an all-pervading atmosphere of geniality and sympathy, as makes
me in a few moments feel quite at home. After all, I consider that these

cheers and applauses are Scotland's voice to America, a recognition of
the brotherhood of the countries.
The national penny offering, consisting of a thousand golden
sovereigns on a magnificent silver salver, stood conspicuously in view
of the audience. It has been an unsolicited offering, given in the
smallest sums, often from the extreme poverty of the giver. The
committee who collected it in Edinburgh and Glasgow bore witness to
the willingness with which the very poorest contributed the offering of
their sympathy. In one cottage they found a blind woman, and said,
"Here, at least, is one who will feel no interest, as she cannot have read
the book."
"Indeed," said the old lady, "if I cannot read, my son has read it to
me, and I've got my penny saved to give."
It is to my mind extremely touching to see how the poor, in their
poverty, can be moved to a generosity surpassing that of the rich. Nor
do I mourn that they took it from their slender store, because I know
that a penny given from a kindly impulse is a greater comfort and
blessing to the poorest giver than even a penny received.
As in the case of the other meeting, we came out long before the
speeches were ended. Well, of course I did not sleep all night, and the
next day I felt quite miserable.
From Edinburgh we took cars for Aberdeen. I enjoyed this ride
more than anything we had seen yet, the country was so wild and
singular. In the afternoon we came in sight of the German Ocean. The
free, bracing air from the sea, and the thought that it actually was the
German Ocean, and that over the other side was Norway, within a
day's sail of us, gave it a strange, romantic charm. It was towards the
close of the afternoon that we found ourselves crossing the Dee, in
view of Aberdeen. My spirits were wonderfully elated: the grand
scenery and fine, bracing air; the noble, distant view of the city, rising
with its harbor and shipping,—all filled me with delight. In this
propitious state, disposed to be pleased with everything, our hearts
responded warmly to the greetings of the many friends who were
waiting for us at the station-house.

The lord provost received us into his carriage, and as we drove
along pointed out to us the various objects of interest in the beautiful
town. Among other things, a fine old bridge across the Dee attracted
our particular attention. We were conducted to the house of Mr.
Cruikshank, a Friend, and found waiting for us there the thoughtful
hospitality which we had ever experienced in all our stopping-places.
A snug little quiet supper was laid out upon the table, of which we
partook in haste, as we were informed that the assembly at the hall
were waiting to receive us.
There arrived, we found the hall crowded, and with difficulty made
our way to the platform. Whether owing to the stimulating effect of the
air from the ocean, or to the comparatively social aspect of the scene,
or perhaps to both, certain it is that we enjoyed the meeting with great
zest. I was surrounded on the stage with blooming young ladies, one of
whom put into my hands a beautiful bouquet, some flowers of which I
have now, dried, in my album. The refreshment tables were adorned
with some exquisite wax flowers, the work, as I was afterwards told, of
a young lady in the place. One of these designs especially interested
me. It was a group of water-lilies resting on a mirror, which gave them
the appearance of growing in the water.
We had some very animated speaking, in which the speakers
contrived to blend enthusiastic admiration and love for America with
detestation of slavery.
They presented an offering in a beautiful embroidered purse, and
after much shaking of hands we went home, and sat down to the
supper-table for a little more chat before going to bed. The next
morning—as we had only till noon to stay in Aberdeen—our friends,
the lord provost and Mr. Leslie, the architect, came immediately after
breakfast to show us the place.
About two o'clock we started from Aberdeen, among crowds of
friends, to whom we bade farewell with real regret.
At Stonehaven station, where we stopped a few minutes, there was
quite a gathering of the inhabitants to exchange greetings, and

afterwards, at successive stations along the road, many a kindly face
and voice made our journey a pleasant one.
When we got into Dundee it seemed all alive with welcome. We
went in the carriage with the lord provost, Mr. Thoms, to his residence,
where a party had been waiting dinner for us for some time.
The meeting in the evening was in a large church, densely crowded,
and conducted much as the others had been. When they came to sing
the closing hymn, I hoped they would sing Dundee; but they did not,
and I fear in Scotland, as elsewhere, the characteristic national
melodies are giving way before more modern ones.
We left Dundee at two o'clock, by cars, for Edinburgh again, and in
the evening attended another soirée of the workingmen of Edinburgh.
We have received letters from the workingmen, both in Dundee and
Glasgow, desiring our return to attend soirées in those cities. Nothing
could give us greater pleasure, had we time or strength. The next day
we had a few calls to make, and an invitation from Lady Drummond to
visit classic Hawthornden, which, however, we had not time to accept.
In the forenoon, Mr. S. and I called on Lord and Lady Gainsborough.
Though she is one of the queen's household, she is staying here at
Edinburgh while the queen is at Osborne. I infer, therefore, that the
appointment includes no very onerous duties. The Earl of
Gainsborough is the eldest brother of the Rev. Baptist W. Noel.
It was a rainy, misty morning when I left my kind retreat and
friends in Edinburgh. Considerate as everybody had been about
imposing on my time or strength, still you may well believe that I was
much exhausted. We left Edinburgh, therefore, with the determination
to plunge at once into some hidden and unknown spot, where we might
spend two or three days quietly by ourselves; and remembering your
Sunday at Stratford-on-Avon, I proposed that we should go there. As
Stratford, however, is off the railroad line, we determined to accept the
invitation, which was lying by us, from our friend, Joseph Sturge, of
Birmingham, and take sanctuary with him. So we wrote on, intrusting
him with the secret, and charging him on no account to let any one
know of our arrival.

About night our cars whizzed into the depot at Birmingham; but
just before we came in a difficulty was started in the company. "Mr.
Sturge is to be there waiting for us, but he does not know us and we
don't know him; what is to be done?" C. insisted that he should know
him by instinct; and so, after we reached the depot, we told him to
sally out and try. Sure enough, in a few moments he pitched upon a
cheerful, middle-aged gentleman, with a moderate but not decisive
broad brim to his hat, and challenged him as Mr. Sturge. The result
verified the truth that "instinct is a great matter." In a few moments our
new friend and ourselves were snugly encased in a fly, trotting off as
briskly as ever we could to his place at Edgbaston, nobody a whit the
wiser. You do not know how pleased we felt to think we had done it so
nicely.
As we were drinking tea that evening, Elihu Burritt came in. It was
the first time I had ever seen him, though I had heard a great deal of
him from our friends in Edinburgh. He is a man in middle life, tall and
slender, with fair complexion, blue eyes, an air of delicacy and
refinement, and manners of great gentleness. My ideas of the "learned
blacksmith" had been of something altogether more ponderous and
peremptory. Elihu has been for some years operating, in England and
on the Continent, in a movement which many in our half-Christianized
times regard with as much incredulity as the grim, old warlike barons
did the suspicious imbecilities of reading and writing. The sword now,
as then, seems so much more direct a way to terminate controversies,
that many Christian men, even, cannot conceive how the world is to
get along without it.
We spent the evening in talking over various topics relating to the
anti-slavery movement. Mr. Sturge was very confident that something
more was to be done than had ever been done yet, by combinations for
the encouragement of free in the place of slave grown produce; a
question which has, ever since the days of Clarkson, more or less
deeply occupied the minds of abolitionists in England. I should say
that Mr. Sturge in his family has for many years conscientiously
forborne the use of any article produced by slave labor. I could
scarcely believe it possible that there could be such an abundance and
variety of all that is comfortable and desirable in the various

departments of household living within these limits. Mr. Sturge
presents the subject with very great force, the more so from the
consistency of his example.
The next morning, as we were sitting down to breakfast, our friends
sent in to me a plate of the largest, finest strawberries I have ever seen,
which, considering that it was only the latter part of April, seemed to
me quite an astonishing luxury.
Before we left, we had agreed to meet a circle of friends from
Birmingham, consisting of the Abolition Society there, which is of
long standing, extending back in its memories to the very
commencement of the agitation under Clarkson and Wilberforce. The
windows of the parlor were opened to the ground; and the company
invited filled not only the room, but stood in a crowd on the grass
around the window. Among the peaceable company present was an
admiral in the navy, a fine, cheerful old gentleman, who entered with
hearty interest into the scene.
A throng of friends accompanied us to the depot, while from
Birmingham we had the pleasure of the company of Elihu Burritt, and
enjoyed a delightful run to London, where we arrived towards evening.
At the station-house in London we found the Rev. Messrs. Binney
and Sherman waiting for us with carriages. C. went with Mr. Sherman,
and Mr. S. and I soon found ourselves in a charming retreat called
Rose Cottage, in Walworth, about which I will tell you more anon.
Mrs. B. received us with every attention which the most thoughtful
hospitality could suggest. One of the first things she said to me after
we got into our room was, "Oh, we are so glad you have come! for we
are all going to the lord mayor's dinner to-night, and you are invited."
So, though I was tired, I hurried to dress in all the glee of meeting an
adventure. As soon as Mr. and Mrs. B. and the rest of the party were
ready, crack went the whip, round went the wheels, and away we
drove.
We found a considerable throng, and I was glad to accept a seat
which was offered me in the agreeable vicinity of the lady mayoress,
so that I might see what would be interesting to me of the ceremonial.

A very dignified gentleman, dressed in black velvet, with a fine
head, made his way through the throng, and sat down by me,
introducing himself as Lord Chief Baron Pollock. He told me he had
just been reading the legal part of the "Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin," and
remarked especially on the opinion of Judge Ruffin, in the case of
State v. Mann, as having made a deep impression on his mind.
Dinner was announced between nine and ten o'clock, and we were
conducted into a splendid hall, where the tables were laid.
Directly opposite me was Mr. Dickens, whom I now beheld for the
first time, and was surprised to see looking so young. Mr. Justice
Talfourd, known as the author of "Ion," was also there with his lady.
She had a beautiful, antique cast of head. The lord mayor was simply
dressed in black, without any other adornment than a massive gold
chain. We rose from table between eleven and twelve o'clock—that is,
we ladies—and went into the drawing-room, where I was presented to
Mrs. Dickens and several other ladies. Mrs. Dickens is a good
specimen of a truly English woman; tall, large, and well developed,
with fine, healthy color, and an air of frankness, cheerfulness, and
reliability. A friend whispered to me that she was as observing and
fond of humor as her husband.
After a while the gentlemen came back to the drawing-room, and I
had a few moments of very pleasant, friendly conversation with Mr.
Dickens. They are both people that one could not know a little of
without desiring to know more.
After a little we began to talk of separating; the lord mayor to take
his seat in the House of Commons, and the rest of the party to any
other engagement that might be upon their list.
"Come, let us go to the House of Commons," said one of my
friends, "and make a night of it." "With all my heart," replied I, "if I
only had another body to go into to-morrow."
What a convenience in sight-seeing it would be if one could have a
relay of bodies as of clothes, and slip from one into the other! But we,

not used to the London style of turning night into day, are full weary
already. So good-night to you all.

CHAPTER X.
FROM OVER THE SEA, 1853.

T

E
A
S
—P
C
G

C
.—M
H

.—A
F
.—M

S
.—I
.—B

E
R

C

H

.—T D
T
.—A M
D
M
.—W
A
.—M . S
P
.—E R
S
.—H
B
.
,W

,L

D
M
C

, May 2, 1856.

M
,—This morning Mrs. Follen called and we had quite a
chat. We are separated by the whole city. She lives at the West End,
while I am down here in Walworth, which is one of the postscripts of
London, for this place has as many postscripts as a lady's letter. This
evening we dined with the Earl of Carlisle. There was no company but
ourselves, for he, with great consideration, said in his note that he
thought a little quiet would be the best thing he could offer.
Lord Carlisle is a great friend to America, and so is his sister, the
Duchess of Sutherland. He is the only English traveler who ever wrote
notes on our country in a real spirit of appreciation.
We went about seven o'clock, the dinner hour being here
somewhere between eight and nine. We were shown into an ante-room
adjoining the entrance hall, and from that into an adjacent apartment,
where we met Lord Carlisle. The room had a pleasant, social air,
warmed and enlivened by the blaze of a coal fire and wax candles.
We had never, any of us, met Lord Carlisle before; but the
considerateness and cordiality of our reception obviated whatever
embarrassment there might have been in this circumstance. In a few
moments after we were all seated, a servant announced the Duchess of
Sutherland, and Lord Carlisle presented me. She is tall and stately,
with a most noble bearing. Her fair complexion, blonde hair, and full
lips speak of Saxon blood.
The only person present not of the family connection was my
quondam correspondent in America, Arthur Helps. Somehow or other
I had formed the impression from his writings that he was a venerable
sage of very advanced years, who contemplated life as an aged hermit

.

from the door of his cell. Conceive my surprise to find a genial young
gentleman of about twenty-five, who looked as if he might enjoy a
joke as well as another man.
After the ladies left the table, the conversation turned on the Maine
law, which seems to be considered over here as a phenomenon in
legislation, and many of the gentlemen present inquired about it with
great curiosity.
After the gentlemen rejoined us, the Duke and Duchess of Argyll
came in, and Lord and Lady Blantyre. These ladies are the daughters
of the Duchess of Sutherland. The Duchess of Argyll is of slight and
fairy-like figure, with flaxen hair and blue eyes, answering well
enough to the description of Annot Lyle in the Legend of Montrose.
Lady Blantyre was somewhat taller, of fuller figure, with a very
brilliant bloom. Lord Blantyre is of the Stuart blood, a tall and slender
young man with very graceful manners.
As to the Duke of Argyll, we found that the picture drawn of him
by his countrymen in Scotland was in every way correct. Though
slight of figure, with fair complexion and blue eyes, his whole
appearance is indicative of energy and vivacity. His talents and
efficiency have made him a member of the British Cabinet at a much
earlier age than is usual; and he has distinguished himself not only in
political life, but as a writer, having given to the world a work on
Presbyterianism, embracing an analysis of the ecclesiastical history of
Scotland since the Reformation, which is spoken of as written with
great ability, and in a most liberal spirit. He made many inquiries about
our distinguished men, particularly of Emerson, Longfellow, and
Hawthorne; also of Prescott, who appears to be a general favorite here.
I felt at the moment that we never value our own literary men so much
as when we are placed in a circle of intelligent foreigners.
The following evening we went to dine with our old friends of the
Dingle, Mr. and Mrs. Edward Cropper, who are now spending a little
time in London. We were delighted to meet them once more and to
hear from our Liverpool friends. Mrs. Cropper's father, Lord Denman,

has returned to England, though with no sensible improvement in his
health.
At dinner we were introduced to Lord and Lady Hatherton. Lady
Hatherton is a person of great cultivation and intelligence, warmly
interested in all the progressive movements of the day; and I gained
much information in her society. There were also present Sir Charles
and Lady Trevelyan; the former holds an appointment at the treasury,
and Lady Trevelyan is a sister of Macaulay.
In the evening quite a circle came in, among others Lady Emma
Campbell, sister of the Duke of Argyll; the daughters of the
Archbishop of Canterbury, who very kindly invited me to visit them at
Lambeth; and Mr. Arthur Helps, besides many others whose names I
need not mention.
May 7. This evening our house was opened in a general way for
callers, who were coming and going all the evening. I think there must
have been over two hundred people, among them Martin Farquhar
Tupper, a little man with fresh, rosy complexion and cheery, joyous
manners; and Mary Howitt, just such a cheerful, sensible, fireside
companion as we find her in her books,—winning love and trust the
very first moment of the interview.
The general topic of remark on meeting me seems to be, that I am
not so bad-looking as they were afraid I was; and I do assure you that
when I have seen the things that are put up in the shop windows here
with my name under them, I have been in wondering admiration at the
boundless loving-kindness of my English and Scottish friends in
keeping up such a warm heart for such a Gorgon. I should think that
the Sphinx in the London Museum might have sat for most of them. I
am going to make a collection of these portraits to bring home to you.
There is a great variety of them, and they will be useful, like the
Irishman's guide-board, which showed where the road did not go.
Before the evening was through I was talked out and worn out;
there was hardly a chip of me left. To-morrow at eleven o'clock comes
the meeting at Stafford House. What it will amount to I do not know;
but I take no thought for the morrow.

May 8.
M
C.,—In fulfillment of my agreement I will tell you, as
nearly as I can remember, all the details of the meeting at Stafford
House. At about eleven o'clock we drove under the arched carriageway of a mansion externally not very showy in appearance.
When the duchess appeared, I thought she looked handsomer by
daylight than in the evening. She received us with the same warm and
simple kindness which she had shown before. We were presented to
the Duke of Sutherland. He is a tall, slender man, with rather a thin
face, light-brown hair, and a mild blue eye, with an air of gentleness
and dignity.
Among the first that entered were the members of the family, the
Duke and Duchess of Argyll, Lord and Lady Blantyre, the Marquis
and Marchioness of Stafford, and Lady Emma Campbell. Then
followed Lord Shaftesbury with his beautiful lady, and her father and
mother, Lord and Lady Palmerston. Lord Palmerston is of middle
height, with a keen dark eye and black hair streaked with gray. There is
something peculiarly alert and vivacious about all his movements; in
short, his appearance perfectly answers to what we know of him from
his public life. One has a strange, mythological feeling about the
existence of people of whom one hears for many years without ever
seeing them. While talking with Lord Palmerston I could but
remember how often I had heard father and Mr. S. exulting over his
foreign dispatches by our own fireside. There were present, also, Lord
John Russell, Mr. Gladstone, and Lord Granville. The latter we all
thought very strikingly resembled in his appearance the poet
Longfellow.
After lunch the whole party ascended to the picture-gallery, passing
on our way the grand staircase and hall, said to be the most
magnificent in Europe. The company now began to assemble and
throng the gallery, and very soon the vast room was crowded. Among
the throng I remember many presentations, but of course must have
forgotten many more. Archbishop Whateley was there, with Mrs. and
Miss Whateley; Macaulay, with two of his sisters; Milman, the poet

and historian; the Bishop of Oxford, Chevalier Bunsen and lady, and
many more.
When all the company were together, Lord Shaftesbury read a very
short, kind, and considerate address in behalf of the ladies of England,
expressive of their cordial welcome.
This Stafford House meeting, in any view of it, is a most
remarkable fact. Kind and gratifying as its arrangements have been to
me, I am far from appropriating it to myself individually as a personal
honor. I rather regard it as the most public expression possible of the
feelings of the women of England on one of the most important
questions of our day, that of individual liberty considered in its
religious bearings.
On this occasion the Duchess of Sutherland presented Mrs. Stowe with a
superb gold bracelet, made in the form of a slave's shackle, bearing the
inscription: "We trust it is a memorial of a chain that is soon to be broken."
On two of the links were inscribed the dates of the abolition of the slavetrade and of slavery in English territory. Years after its presentation to her,
Mrs. Stowe was able to have engraved on the clasp of this bracelet,
"Constitutional Amendment (forever abolishing slavery in the United
States)."
Continuing her interesting journal, Mrs. Stowe writes, May 9th:—
D
E.,—This letter I consecrate to you, because I know that the
persons and things to be introduced into it will most particularly be
appreciated by you.
In your evening reading circles, Macaulay, Sydney Smith, and
Milman have long been such familiar names that you will be glad to go
with me over all the scenes of my morning breakfast at Sir Charles
Trevelyan's yesterday. Lady Trevelyan, I believe I have said before, is
a sister of Macaulay.
We were set down at Westbourne Terrace somewhere, I believe,
about eleven o'clock, and found quite a number already in the drawingroom. I had met Macaulay before, but being seated between him and

Dean Milman, I must confess I was a little embarrassed at times,
because I wanted to hear what they were both saying at the same time.
However, by the use of the faculty by which you play a piano with
both hands, I got on very comfortably.
There were several other persons of note present at this breakfast,
whose conversation I had not an opportunity of hearing, as they sat at a
distance from me. There was Lord Glenelg, brother of Sir Robert
Grant, governor of Bombay, whose beautiful hymns have rendered him
familiar in America. The favorite one, commencing
"When gathering clouds around I view,"
was from his pen.
The historian Hallam was also present, and I think it very likely
there may have been other celebrities whom I did not know. I am
always finding out, a day or two after, that I have been with somebody
very remarkable and did not know it at the time.
Under date of May 18th she writes to her sister Mary:—
D
M.,—I can compare the embarrassment of our London life,
with its multiplied solicitations and infinite stimulants to curiosity and
desire, only to that annual perplexity which used to beset us in our
childhood on Thanksgiving Day. Like Miss Edgeworth's philosophic
little Frank, we are obliged to make out a list of what man must want,
and of what he may want; and in our list of the former we set down, in
large and decisive characters, one quiet day for the exploration and
enjoyment of Windsor.
The ride was done all too soon. About eleven o'clock we found
ourselves going up the old stone steps to the castle. We went first
through the state apartments. The principal thing that interested me
was the ball-room, which was a perfect gallery of Vandyke's paintings.
After leaving the ball-room we filed off to the proper quarter to show
our orders for the private rooms. The state apartments, which we had
been looking at, are open at all times, but the private apartments can
only be seen in the Queen's absence and by a special permission,

which had been procured for us on that occasion by the kindness of the
Duchess of Sutherland.
One of the first objects that attracted my attention upon entering the
vestibule was a baby's wicker wagon, standing in one corner. It was
much such a carriage as all mothers are familiar with; such as figures
largely in the history of almost every family. It had neat curtains and
cushions of green merino, and was not royal, only maternal. I mused
over the little thing with a good deal of interest.
We went for our dinner to the White Hart, the very inn which
Shakespeare celebrates in his "Merry Wives," and had a most
overflowing merry time of it. After dinner we had a beautiful drive.
We were bent upon looking up the church which gave rise to Gray's
"Elegy in a Country Churchyard," intending when we got there to have
a little scene over it; Mr. S., in all the conscious importance of having
been there before, assuring us that he knew exactly where it was. So,
after some difficulty with our coachman, and being stopped at one
church which would not answer our purpose in any respect, we were at
last set down by one which looked authentic; embowered in mossy
elms, with a most ancient and goblin yew-tree, an ivy-mantled tower,
all perfect as could be. Here, leaning on the old fence, we repeated the
Elegy, which certainly applies here as beautifully as language could
apply.
Imagine our chagrin, on returning to London, at being informed that
we had not been to the genuine churchyard after all. The gentleman
who wept over the scenes of his early days on the wrong doorstep was
not more grievously disappointed. However, he and we could both
console ourselves with the reflection that the emotion was admirable,
and wanted only the right place to make it the most appropriate in the
world.
The evening after our return from Windsor was spent with our kind
friends, Mr. and Mrs. Gurney. After breakfast the next day, Mr. S., C.,
and I drove out to call upon Kossuth. We found him in an obscure
lodging on the outskirts of London. I would that some of the editors in
America, who have thrown out insinuations about his living in luxury,

could have seen the utter bareness and plainness of the reception room,
which had nothing in it beyond the simplest necessaries. He entered
into conversation with us with cheerfulness, speaking English well,
though with the idioms of foreign languages. When we parted he took
my hand kindly and said, "God bless you, my child!"
I have been quite amused with something which has happened
lately. This week the "Times" has informed the United Kingdom that
Mrs. Stowe is getting a new dress made! It wants to know if Mrs.
Stowe is aware what sort of a place her dress is being made in; and
there is a letter from a dressmaker's apprentice stating that it is being
made up piecemeal, in the most shockingly distressed dens of London,
by poor, miserable white slaves, worse treated than the plantation
slaves of America!
Now Mrs. Stowe did not know anything of this, but simply gave the
silk into the hands of a friend, and was in due time waited on in her
own apartment by a very respectable-appearing woman, who offered to
make the dress, and lo, this is the result! Since the publication of this
piece, I have received earnest missives, from various parts of the
country, begging me to interfere, hoping that I was not going to
patronize the white slavery of England, and that I would employ my
talents equally against oppression in every form. Could these people
only know in what sweet simplicity I had been living in the State of
Maine, where the only dressmaker of our circle was an intelligent,
refined, well-educated woman who was considered as the equal of us
all, and whose spring and fall ministrations to our wardrobe were
regarded a double pleasure,—a friendly visit as well as a domestic
assistance,—I say, could they know all this, they would see how
guiltless I was in the matter. I verily never thought but that the nice,
pleasant person who came to measure me for my silk dress was going
to take it home and make it herself; it never occurred to me that she
was the head of an establishment.
May 22, she writes to her husband, whose duties had obliged him to
return to America: "To-day we went to hear a sermon in behalf of the
ragged schools by the Archbishop of Canterbury. My thoughts have been

much saddened by the news which I received of the death of Mary
Edmonson."
"May 30. The next day from my last letter came off Miss Greenfield's
concert, of which I send a card. You see in what company they have put
your poor little wife. Funny!—isn't it? Well, the Hons. and Right Hons. all
were there. I sat by Lord Carlisle.
"After the concert the duchess asked Lady Hatherton and me to come
round to Stafford House and take tea, which was not a thing to be despised,
either on account of the tea or the duchess. A lovelier time we never had,—
present, the Duchess of Argyll, Lady Caroline Campbell, Lady Hatherton,
and myself. We had the nicest cup of tea, with such cream, and grapes and
apricots, with some Italian bread, etc.
"When we were going the duchess got me, on some pretext, into another
room, and came up and put her arms round me, with her noble face all full
of feeling.
"'Oh, Mrs. Stowe, I have been reading that last chapter in the "Key";
Argyll read it aloud to us. Oh, surely, surely you will succeed,—God surely
will bless you!'
"I said then that I thanked her for all her love and feeling for us, told her
how earnestly all the women of England sympathized with her, and many in
America. She looked really radiant and inspired. Had those who hang back
from our cause seen her face, it might have put a soul into them as she said
again, 'It will be done—it will be done—oh, I trust and pray it may!'
"So we kissed each other, and vowed friendship and fidelity—so I came
away.
"To-day I am going with Lord Shaftesbury to St. Paul's to see the charity
children, after which lunch with Dean Milman.
"May 31. We went to lunch with Miss R. at Oxford Terrace, where,
among a number of distinguished guests, was Lady Byron, with whom I
had a few moments of deeply interesting conversation. No engravings that
ever have been circulated in America do any justice to her appearance. She
is of slight figure, formed with exceeding delicacy, and her whole form,

face, dress, and air unite to make an impression of a character singularly
dignified, gentle, pure, and yet strong. No words addressed to me in any
conversation hitherto have made their way to my inner soul with such force
as a few remarks dropped by her on the present religious aspect of England,
—remarks of such quality as one seldom hears.
"According to request, I will endeavor to keep you informed of all our
goings-on after you left, up to the time of our departure for Paris.
"We have borne in mind your advice to hasten away to the Continent.
Charles wrote, a day or two since, to Mrs. C. at Paris to secure very private
lodgings, and by no means let any one know that we were coming. She has
replied urging us to come to her house, and promising entire seclusion and
rest. So, since you departed, we have been passing with a kind of
comprehensive skip and jump over remaining engagements. And just the
evening after you left came off the presentation of the inkstand by the ladies
of Surrey Chapel.
"It is a beautiful specimen of silver-work, eighteen inches long, with a
group of silver figures on it representing Religion, with the Bible in her
hand, giving liberty to the slave. The slave is a masterly piece of work. He
stands with his hands clasped, looking up to Heaven, while a white man is
knocking the shackles from his feet. But the prettiest part of the scene was
the presentation of a gold pen by a band of beautiful children, one of whom
made a very pretty speech. I called the little things to come and stand
around me, and talked with them a few minutes, and this was all the
speaking that fell to my share.
"To-morrow we go—go to quiet, to obscurity, to peace—to Paris, to
Switzerland; there we shall find the loveliest glen, and, as the Bible says,
'fall on sleep.'
"Paris, June 4. Here we are in Paris, in a most charming family. I have
been out all the morning exploring shops, streets, boulevards, and seeing
and hearing life in Paris. When one has a pleasant home and friends to
return to, this gay, bustling, vivacious, graceful city is one of the most
charming things in the world; and we have a most charming home.

"I wish the children could see these Tuileries with their statues and
fountains, men, women, and children seated in family groups under the
trees, chatting, reading aloud, working muslin,—children driving hoop,
playing ball, all alive and chattering French. Such fresh, pretty girls as are
in the shops here! Je suis ravé, as they say. In short I am decidedly in a
French humor, and am taking things quite couleur de rose.
"Monday, June 13. We went this morning to the studio of M. Belloc,
who is to paint my portrait. The first question which he proposed, with a
genuine French air, was the question of 'pose' or position. It was concluded
that, as other pictures had taken me looking at the spectator, this should take
me looking away. M. Belloc remarked that M. Charpentier said I appeared
always with the air of an observer,—was always looking around on
everything. Hence M. Belloc would take me 'en observatrice, mais pas en
curieuse,'—with the air of observation, but not of curiosity. By and by M.
Charpentier came in. He began panegyrizing 'Uncle Tom,' and this led to a
discussion of the ground of its unprecedented success. In his thirty-five
years' experience as a bookseller, he had known nothing like it. It surpassed
all modern writings! At first he would not read it; his taste was for old
masters of a century or two ago. 'Like M. Belloc in painting,' said I. At
length he found his friend M., the first intelligence of the age, reading it.
"'What, you, too?' said he.
"'Ah, ah!' replied the friend; 'say nothing about this book! There is
nothing like it. This leaves us all behind,—all, all, miles behind!'
"M. Belloc said the reason was because there was in it more genuine
faith than in any book; and we branched off into florid eloquence touching
paganism, Christianity, and art.
"Wednesday, June 22. Adieu to Paris! Ho for Chalons-sur-Saône! After
affectionate farewells of our kind friends, by eleven o'clock we were
rushing, in the pleasantest of cars, over the smoothest of rails, through
Burgundy. We arrived at Chalons at nine P. M.
"Thursday, 23, eight o'clock A. M. Since five we have had a fine bustle on
the quay below our windows. There lay three steamers, shaped for all the
world like our last night's rolls. One would think Ichabod Crane might sit

astride one of them and dip his feet in the water. They ought to be swift.
L'Hirondelle (The Swallow) flew at five; another at six. We leave at nine.
"Lyons. There was a scene of indescribable confusion upon our arrival
here. Out of the hold of our steamer a man with a rope and hook began
hauling baggage up a smooth board. Three hundred people were sorting
their goods without checks. Porters were shouldering immense loads, four
or five heavy trunks at once, corded together, and stalking off Atlantean.
Hat-boxes, bandboxes, and valises burst like a meteoric shower out of a
crater. 'A moi, à moi!' was the cry, from old men, young women, soldiers,
shopkeepers, and frères, scuffling and shoving together.
"Saturday, June 25. Lyons to Genève. As this was our first experience in
the diligence line, we noticed particularly every peculiarity. I had had the
idea that a diligence was a ricketty, slow-moulded antediluvian nondescript,
toiling patiently along over impassable roads at a snail's pace. Judge of my
astonishment at finding it a full-blooded, vigorous monster, of unscrupulous
railway momentum and imperturbable equipoise of mind. Down the
macadamized slopes we thundered at a prodigious pace; up the hills we
trotted, with six horses, three abreast; madly through the little towns we
burst, like a whirlwind, crashing across the pebbled streets, and out upon
the broad, smooth road again. Before we had well considered the fact that
we were out of Lyons we stopped to change horses. Done in a jiffy; and
whoop, crick, crack, whack, rumble, bump, whirr, whisk, away we blazed,
till, ere we knew it, another change and another.
"As evening drew on, a wind sprang up and a storm seemed gathering on
the Jura. The rain dashed against the panes of the berlin as we rode past the
grim-faced monarch of the 'misty shroud.' It was night as we drove into
Geneva and stopped at the Messagerie. I heard with joy a voice demanding
if this were Madame Besshare. I replied, not without some scruples of
conscience, 'Oui, Monsieur, c'est moi,' though the name did not sound
exactly like the one to which I had been wont to respond. In half an hour we
were at home in the mansion of Monsieur Fazy."
From Geneva the party made a tour of the Swiss Alps, spending some
weeks among them. While there Charles Beecher wrote from a small hotel
at the foot of the Jura:—

"The people of the neighborhood, having discovered who Harriet was,
were very kind, and full of delight at seeing her. It was Scotland over again.
We have had to be unflinching to prevent her being overwhelmed, both in
Paris and Geneva, by the same demonstrations of regard. To this we were
driven, as a matter of life and death. It was touching to listen to the talk of
these secluded mountaineers. The good hostess, even the servant maids,
hung about Harriet, expressing such tender interest for the slave. All had
read 'Uncle Tom;' and it had apparently been an era in their life's monotony,
for they said, 'Oh, madam, do write another! Remember, our winter nights
here are very long!'"
Upon their return to Geneva they visited the Castle of Chillon, of which,
in describing the dungeons, Mrs. Stowe writes:—
"One of the pillars in this vault is covered with names. I think it is
Bonnevard's Pillar. There are the names of Byron, Hunt, Schiller, and ever
so many more celebrities. As we were going from the cell our conductress
seemed to have a sudden light upon her mind. She asked a question or two
of some of our party, and fell upon me vehemently to put my name also
there. Charley scratched it on the soft freestone, and there it is for future
ages. The lady could scarce repress her enthusiasm; she shook my hand
over and over again, and said she had read 'Uncle Tom.' 'It is beautiful,' she
said, 'but it is cruel.'
"Monday, July 18. Weather suspicious. Stowed ourselves and our
baggage into our voiture, and bade adieu to our friends and to Geneva. Ah,
how regretfully! From the market-place we carried away a basket of
cherries and fruit as a consolation. Dined at Lausanne, and visited the
cathedral and picture-gallery, where was an exquisite Eva. Slept at Meudon.
"Tuesday, July 19. Rode through Payerne to Freyburg. Stopped at the
Zähringer Hof,—most romantic of inns.
"Wednesday, July 20. Examined, not the lions, but the bears of Berne.
Engaged a voiture and drove to Thun. Dined and drove by the shore of the
lake to Interlachen, arriving just after a brilliant sunset.
"We crossed the Wengern Alps to Grindelwald. The Jungfrau is right
over against us,—her glaciers purer, tenderer, more dazzlingly beautiful, if

possible, than those of Mont Blanc. Slept at Grindelwald."
From Rosenlaui, on this journey, Charles Beecher writes:—
"Friday, July 22. Grindelwald to Meyringen. On we came, to the top of
the Great Schiedeck, where H. and W. botanized, while I slept. Thence we
rode down the mountain till we reached Rosenlaui, where, I am free to say,
a dinner was to me a more interesting object than a glacier. Therefore, while
H. and W. went to the latter, I turned off to the inn, amid their cries and
reproaches.
"Here, then, I am, writing these notes in the salle à manger of the inn,
where other voyagers are eating and drinking, and there is H. feeding on the
green moonshine of an emerald ice cave. One would almost think her
incapable of fatigue. How she skips up and down high places and steep
places, to the manifest perplexity of the honest guide Kienholz, père, who
tries to take care of her, but does not exactly know how! She gets on a
pyramid of débris, which the edge of the glacier is plowing and grinding up,
sits down, and falls—not asleep exactly, but into a trance. W. and I are
ready to go on: we shout; our voice is lost in the roar of the torrent. We send
the guide. He goes down, and stands doubtfully. He does not know exactly
what to do. She hears him, and starts to her feet, pointing with one hand to
yonder peak, and with the other to that knife-like edge that seems cleaving
heaven with its keen and glistening cimeter of snow, reminding one of
Isaiah's sublime imagery, 'For my sword is bathed in heaven.' She points at
the grizzly rocks, with their jags and spear-points. Evidently she is beside
herself, and thinks she can remember the names of those monsters, born of
earthquake and storm, which cannot be named nor known but by sight, and
then are known at once perfectly and forever."
After traveling through Germany, Belgium, and Holland, the party
returned to Paris toward the end of August, from which place Mrs. Stowe
writes:—
"I am seated in a snug little room at M. Belloc's. The weather is
overpoweringly hot, but these Parisian houses seem to have seized and
imprisoned coolness. French household ways are delightful. I like their
seclusion from the street by these deep-paned quadrangles.

"Madame Belloc was the translator of Maria Edgeworth, by that lady's
desire; corresponded with her for years, and still has many of her letters.
Her translation of 'Uncle Tom' has to me all the merit and all the interest of
an original composition. In perusing it, I enjoy the pleasure of reading the
story with scarce any consciousness of its ever having been mine."
The next letter is from London en route for America, to which passage
had been engaged on the Collins steamer Arctic. In it Mrs. Stowe writes:—
"London, August 28. Our last letters from home changed all our plans.
We concluded to hurry away by the next steamer, if at that late hour we
could get a passage. We were all in a bustle. The last shoppings for aunts,
cousins, and little folks were to be done by us all. The Palais Royal was to
be rummaged; bronzes, vases, statuettes, bonbons, playthings,—all that the
endless fertility of France could show,—was to be looked over for the 'folks
at home.'
"How we sped across the Channel C. relates. We are spending a few
very pleasant days with our kind friends the L.'s, in London.
"On board the Arctic, September 7. On Thursday, September 1, we
reached York, and visited the beautiful ruins of St. Mary's Abbey, and the
magnificent cathedral. It rained with inflexible pertinacity during all the
time we were there, and the next day it rained still, when we took the cars
for Castle Howard station.
"Lady Carlisle welcomed us most affectionately, and we learned that,
had we not been so reserved at the York station in concealing our names, we
should have received a note from her. However, as we were safely arrived,
it was of no consequence.
"Our friends spoke much of Sumner and Prescott, who had visited there;
also of Mr. Lawrence, our former ambassador, who had visited them just
before his return. After a very pleasant day, we left with regret the warmth
of this hospitable circle, thus breaking one more of the links that bind us to
the English shore.
"Nine o'clock in the evening found us sitting by a cheerful fire in the
parlor of Mr. E. Baines at Leeds. The next day the house was filled with
company, and the Leeds offering was presented.

"Tuesday we parted from our excellent friends in Leeds, and soon found
ourselves once more in the beautiful "Dingle," our first and last restingplace on English shores.
"A deputation from Belfast, Ireland, here met me, presenting a beautiful
bog-oak casket, lined with gold, and carved with appropriate national
symbols, containing an offering for the cause of the oppressed. They read a
beautiful address, and touched upon the importance of inspiring with the
principles of emancipation the Irish nation, whose influence in our land is
becoming so great. Had time and strength permitted, it had been my
purpose to visit Ireland, to revisit Scotland, and to see more of England. But
it is not in man that walketh to direct his steps. And now came parting,
leave-taking, last letters, notes, and messages.
"Thus, almost sadly as a child might leave its home, I left the shores of
kind, strong Old England,—the mother of us all."

CHAPTER XI.
HOME AGAIN, 1853-1856.
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her return in the autumn of 1853 from her European tour, Mrs.
Stowe threw herself heart and soul into the great struggle with slavery.
Much of her time was occupied in distributing over a wide area of country
the English gold with which she had been intrusted for the advancement of
the cause. With this money she assisted in the redemption of slaves whose
cases were those of peculiar hardship, and helped establish them as free
men. She supported anti-slavery lectures wherever they were most needed,
aided in establishing and maintaining anti-slavery publications, founded and
assisted in supporting schools in which colored people might be taught how
to avail themselves of the blessings of freedom. She arranged public
meetings, and prepared many of the addresses that should be delivered at
them. She maintained such an extensive correspondence with persons of all
shades of opinion in all parts of the world, that the letters received and
answered by her between 1853 and 1856 would fill volumes. With all these
multifarious interests, her children received a full share of her attention, nor
were her literary activities relaxed.
Immediately upon the completion of her European tour, her experiences
were published in the form of a journal, both in this country and England,
under the title of "Sunny Memories." She also revised and elaborated the
collection of sketches which had been published by the Harpers in 1843,
under title of "The Mayflower," and having purchased the plates caused
them to be republished in 1855 by Phillips & Sampson, the successors of
John P. Jewett & Co., in this country, and by Sampson Low & Co. in
London.

Soon after her return to America, feeling that she owed a debt of
gratitude to her friends in Scotland, which her feeble health had not
permitted her adequately to express while with them, Mrs. Stowe wrote the
following open letter:—
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Dear Friends,—I have had many things in my mind to say to you,
which it was my hope to have said personally, but which I am now
obliged to say by letter.
I have had many fears that you must have thought our intercourse,
during the short time that I was in Glasgow, quite unsatisfactory.
At the time that I accepted your very kind invitation, I was in
tolerable health, and supposed that I should be in a situation to enjoy
society, and mingle as much in your social circles as you might desire.
When the time came for me to fulfil my engagement with you, I
was, as you know, confined to my bed with a sickness brought on by
the exertion of getting the "Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin" through the
press during the winter.
In every part of the world the story of "Uncle Tom" had awakened
sympathy for the American slave, and consequently in every part of
the world the story of his wrongs had been denied; it had been asserted
to be a mere work of romance, and I was charged with being the
slanderer of the institutions of my own country. I knew that if I shrank
from supporting my position, the sympathy which the work had
excited would gradually die out, and the whole thing would be looked
upon as a mere romantic excitement of the passions.
When I came abroad, I had not the slightest idea of the kind of
reception which was to meet me in England and Scotland. I had
thought of something involving considerable warmth, perhaps, and a
good deal of cordiality and feeling on the part of friends; but of the
general extent of feeling through society, and of the degree to which it
would be publicly expressed, I had, I may say, no conception.

As through your society I was invited to your country, it may seem
proper that what communication I have to make to friends in England
and Scotland should be made through you.
In the first place, then, the question will probably arise in your
minds, Have the recent demonstrations in Great Britain done good to
the anti-slavery cause in America?
The first result of those demonstrations, as might have been
expected, was an intense reaction. Every kind of false, evil, and
malignant report has been circulated by malicious and partisan papers;
and if there is any blessing in having all manner of evil said against us
falsely, we have seemed to be in a fair way to come in possession of it.
The sanction which was given in this matter to the voice of the
people, by the nobility of England and Scotland, has been regarded and
treated with special rancor; and yet, in its place, it has been particularly
important. Without it great advantages would have been taken to
depreciate the value of the national testimony. The value of this
testimony in particular will appear from the fact that the anti-slavery
cause has been treated with especial contempt by the leaders of society
in this country, and every attempt made to brand it with ridicule.
The effect of making a cause generally unfashionable is much
greater in this world than it ought to be. It operates very powerfully
with the young and impressible portion of the community; therefore
Cassius M. Clay very well said with regard to the demonstration at
Stafford House: "It will help our cause by rendering it fashionable."
With regard to the present state of the anti-slavery cause in
America, I think, for many reasons, that it has never been more
encouraging. It is encouraging in this respect, that the subject is now
fairly up for inquiry before the public mind. And that systematic effort
which has been made for years to prevent its being discussed is
proving wholly ineffectual.
The "Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin" has sold extensively at the South,
following in the wake of "Uncle Tom." Not one fact or statement in it

has been disproved as yet. I have yet to learn of even an attempt to
disprove.
The "North American Review," a periodical which has never been
favorable to the discussion of the slavery question, has come out with a
review of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," in which, while rating the book very
low as a work of art, they account for its great circulation and success
by the fact of its being a true picture of slavery. They go on to say that
the system is one so inherently abominable that, unless slaveholders
shall rouse themselves and abolish the principle of chattel ownership,
they can no longer sustain themselves under the contempt and
indignation of the whole civilized world. What are the slaveholders to
do when this is the best their friends and supporters can say for them?
I regret to say that the movements of Christian denominations on
this subject are yet greatly behind what they should be. Some
movements have been made by religious bodies, of which I will not
now speak; but as a general thing the professed Christian church is
pushed up to its duty by the world, rather than the world urged on by
the church.
The colored people in this country are rapidly rising in every
respect. I shall request Frederick Douglass to send you the printed
account of the recent colored convention. It would do credit to any set
of men whatever, and I hope you will get some notice taken of it in the
papers of the United Kingdom. It is time that the slanders against this
unhappy race should be refuted, and it should be seen how, in spite of
every social and political oppression, they are rising in the scale of
humanity. In my opinion they advance quite as fast as any of the
foreign races which have found an asylum among us.
May God so guide us in all things that our good be not evil spoken
of, and that we be left to defend nothing which is opposed to his glory
and the good of man!
Yours in all sympathy,
H. B. S

.

During the Kansas and Nebraska agitation (1853-54), Mrs. Stowe, in
common with the abolitionists of the North, was deeply impressed with a
solemn sense that it was a desperate crisis in the nation's history. She was in
constant correspondence with Charles Sumner and other distinguished
statesmen of the time, and kept herself informed as to the minutest details
of the struggle. At this time she wrote and caused to be circulated broadcast
the following appeal to the women of America:—
"The Providence of God has brought our nation to a crisis of most
solemn interest.
"A question is now pending in our national legislature which is most
vitally to affect the temporal and eternal interests, not only of ourselves, but
of our children and our children's children for ages yet unborn. Through our
nation it is to affect the interests of liberty and Christianity throughout the
world.
"Of the woes, the injustice, and the misery of slavery it is not needful to
speak. There is but one feeling and one opinion upon this subject among us
all. I do not think there is a mother who clasps her child to her breast who
would ever be made to feel it right that that child should be a slave, not a
mother among us who would not rather lay that child in its grave.
"Nor can I believe that there is a woman so unchristian as to think it
right to inflict upon her neighbor's child what she would consider worse
than death were it inflicted upon her own. I do not believe there is a wife
who would think it right that her husband should be sold to a trader to be
worked all his life without wages or a recognition of rights. I do not believe
there is a husband who would consider it right that his wife should be
regarded by law the property of another man. I do not believe there is a
father or mother who would consider it right were they forbidden by law to
teach their children to read. I do not believe there is a brother who would
think it right to have his sister held as property, with no legal defense for
her personal honor, by any man living.
"All this is inherent in slavery. It is not the abuse of slavery, but its legal
nature. And there is not a woman in the United States, where the question is
fairly put to her, who thinks these things are right.

"But though our hearts have bled over this wrong, there have been many
things tending to fetter our hands, to perplex our efforts, and to silence our
voice. We have been told that to speak of it was an invasion of the rights of
states. We have heard of promises and compacts, and the natural expression
of feeling has in many cases been repressed by an appeal to those honorable
sentiments which respect the keeping of engagements.
"But a time has now come when the subject is arising under quite a
different aspect.
"The question is not now, shall the wrongs of slavery exist as they have
within their own territories, but shall we permit them to be extended all
over the free territories of the United States? Shall the woes and the
miseries of slavery be extended over a region of fair, free, unoccupied
territory nearly equal in extent to the whole of the free States?
"Nor is this all! This is not the last thing that is expected or intended.
Should this movement be submitted to in silence, should the North consent
to this solemn breach of contract on the part of the South, there yet remains
one more step to be apprehended, namely, the legalizing of slavery
throughout the free States. By a decision of the supreme court in the
Lemmon case, it may be declared lawful for slave property to be held in the
Northern States. Should this come to pass, it is no more improbable that
there may be four years hence slave depots in New York city than it was
four years ago that the South would propose a repeal of the Missouri
Compromise.
"Women of the free States! the question is not shall we remonstrate with
slavery on its own soil, but are we willing to receive slavery into the free
States and Territories of this Union? Shall the whole power of these United
States go into the hands of slavery? Shall every State in the Union be
thrown open to slavery? This is the possible result and issue of the question
now pending. This is the fearful crisis at which we stand.
"And now you ask, What can the women of a country do?
"O women of the free States! what did your brave mothers do in the days
of our Revolution? Did not liberty in those days feel the strong impulse of
woman's heart?

"There was never a great interest agitating a community where woman's
influence was not felt for good or for evil. At the time when the abolition of
the slave-trade was convulsing England, women contributed more than any
other laborers to that great triumph of humanity. The women of England
refused to receive into their houses the sugar raised by slaves. Seventy
thousand families thus refused the use of sugar in testimony of their
abhorrence of the manner in which it was produced. At that time women
were unwearied in going from house to house distributing books and tracts
upon the subject, and presenting it clearly and forcibly to thousands of
families who would otherwise have disregarded it.
"The women all over England were associated in corresponding circles
for prayer and labor. Petitions to the government were prepared and signed
by women of every station in all parts of the kingdom.
"Women of America! we do not know with what thrilling earnestness the
hopes and the eyes of the world are fastened upon our country, and how
intense is the desire that we should take a stand for universal liberty. When I
was in England, although I distinctly stated that the raising of money was
no part of my object there, it was actually forced upon me by those who
could not resist the impulse to do something for this great cause. Nor did it
come from the well-to-do alone; but hundreds of most affecting letters were
received from poor working men and women, who inclosed small sums in
postage-stamps to be devoted to freeing slaves.
"Nor is this deep feeling confined to England alone. I found it in France,
Switzerland, and Germany. Why do foreign lands regard us with this
intensity of interest? Is it not because the whole world looks hopefully
toward America as a nation especially raised by God to advance the cause
of human liberty and religion?
"There has been a universal expectation that the next step taken by
America would surely be one that should have a tendency to right this great
wrong. Those who are struggling for civil and religious liberty in Europe
speak this word 'slavery' in sad whispers, as one names a fault of a revered
friend. They can scarce believe the advertisements in American papers of
slave sales of men, women, and children, traded like cattle. Scarcely can
they trust their eyes when they read the laws of the slave States, and the

decisions of their courts. The advocates of despotism hold these things up to
them and say: 'See what comes of republican liberty!' Hitherto the answer
has been, 'America is more than half free, and she certainly will in time
repudiate slavery altogether.'
"But what can they say now if, just as the great struggle for human rights
is commencing throughout Europe, America opens all her Territories to the
most unmitigated despotism?
"While all the nations of Europe are thus moved on the subject of
American slavery, shall we alone remain unmoved? Shall we, the wives,
mothers, and sisters of America, remain content with inaction in such a
crisis as this?
"The first duty of every American woman at this time is to thoroughly
understand the subject for herself, and to feel that she is bound to use her
influence for the right. Then they can obtain signatures to petitions to our
national legislature. They can spread information upon this vital topic
throughout their neighborhoods. They can employ lecturers to lay the
subject before the people. They can circulate the speeches of their members
of Congress that bear upon the subject, and in many other ways they can
secure to all a full understanding of the present position of our country.
"Above all, it seems to be necessary and desirable that we should make
this subject a matter of earnest prayer. A conflict is now begun between the
forces of liberty and despotism throughout the whole world. We who are
Christians, and believe in the sure word of prophecy, know that fearful
convulsions and overturnings are predicted before the coming of Him who
is to rule the earth in righteousness. How important, then, in this crisis, that
all who believe in prayer should retreat beneath the shadow of the
Almighty!
"It is a melancholy but unavoidable result of such great encounters of
principle that they tend to degenerate into sectional and personal bitterness.
It is this liability that forms one of the most solemn and affecting features of
the crisis now presented. We are on the eve of a conflict which will try
men's souls, and strain to the utmost the bonds of brotherly union that bind
this nation together.

"Let us, then, pray that in the agitation of this question between the
North and the South the war of principle may not become a mere sectional
conflict, degenerating into the encounter of physical force. Let us raise our
hearts to Him who has the power to restrain the wrath of men, that He will
avert the consequences that our sins as a nation so justly deserve.
"There are many noble minds in the South who do not participate in the
machinations of their political leaders, and whose sense of honor and justice
is outraged by this proposition equally with our own. While, then, we seek
to sustain the cause of freedom unwaveringly, let us also hold it to be our
office as true women to moderate the acrimony of political contest,
remembering that the slaveholder and the slave are alike our brethren,
whom the law of God commands us to love as ourselves.
"For the sake, then, of our dear children, for the sake of our common
country, for the sake of outraged and struggling liberty throughout the
world, let every woman of America now do her duty."
At this same time Mrs. Stowe found herself engaged in an active
correspondence with William Lloyd Garrison, much of which appeared in
the columns of his paper, the "Liberator." Late in 1853 she writes to him:—
"In regard to you, your paper, and in some measure your party, I am in
an honest embarrassment. I sympathize with you fully in many of your
positions. Others I consider erroneous, hurtful to liberty and the progress of
humanity. Nevertheless, I believe you and those who support them to be
honest and conscientious in your course and opinions. What I fear is that
your paper will take from poor Uncle Tom his Bible, and give him nothing
in its place."
To this Mr. Garrison answers: "I do not understand why the imputation is
thrown upon the 'Liberator' as tending to rob Uncle Tom of his Bible. I
know of no writer in its pages who wishes to deprive him of it, or of any
comfort he may derive from it. It is for him to place whatever estimate he
can upon it, and for you and me to do the same; but for neither of us to
accept any more of it than we sincerely believe to be in accordance with
reason, truth, and eternal right. How much of it is true and obligatory, each
one can determine only for himself; for on Protestant ground there is no
room for papal infallibility. All Christendom professes to believe in the

inspiration of the volume, and at the same time all Christendom is by the
ears as to its real teachings. Surely you would not have me disloyal to my
conscience. How do you prove that you are not trammeled by educational
or traditional notions as to the entire sanctity of the book? Indeed, it seems
to me very evident that you are not free in spirit, in view of the
apprehension and sorrow you feel because you find your conceptions of the
Bible controverted in the 'Liberator,' else why such disquietude of mind?
'Thrice is he armed who hath his quarrel just.'"
In answer to this Mrs. Stowe writes:—
I did not reply to your letter immediately, because I did not wish to
speak on so important a subject unadvisedly, or without proper thought
and reflection. The greater the interest involved in a truth the more
careful, self-distrustful, and patient should be the inquiry.
I would not attack the faith of a heathen without being sure I had a
better one to put in its place, because, such as it is, it is better than
nothing. I notice in Mr. Parker's sermons a very eloquent passage on
the uses and influences of the Bible. He considers it to embody
absolute and perfect religion, and that no better mode for securing
present and eternal happiness can be found than in the obedience to
certain religious precepts therein recorded. He would have it read and
circulated, and considers it, as I infer, a Christian duty to send it to the
heathen, the slave, etc. I presume you agree with him.
These things being supposed about the Bible would certainly make
it appear that, if any man deems it his duty to lessen its standing in the
eyes of the community, he ought at least to do so in a cautious and
reverential spirit, with humility and prayer.
My objection to the mode in which these things are handled in the
"Liberator" is that the general tone and spirit seem to me the reverse of
this. If your paper circulated only among those of disciplined and
cultivated minds, skilled to separate truth from falsehood, knowing
where to go for evidence and how to satisfy the doubts you raise, I
should feel less regret. But your name and benevolent labors have
given your paper a circulation among the poor and lowly. They have
no means of investigating, no habits of reasoning. The Bible, as they at

present understand it, is doing them great good, and is a blessing to
them and their families. The whole tendency of your mode of
proceeding is to lessen their respect and reverence for the Bible,
without giving them anything in its place.
I have no fear of discussion as to its final results on the Bible; my
only regrets are for those human beings whose present and immortal
interests I think compromised by this manner of discussion. Discussion
of the evidence of the authenticity and inspiration of the Bible and of
all theology will come more and more, and I rejoice that they will. But
I think they must come, as all successful inquiries into truth must, in a
calm, thoughtful, and humble spirit; not with bold assertions, hasty
generalizations, or passionate appeals.

I appreciate your good qualities none the less though you differ
with me on this point. I believe you to be honest and sincere. In Mr.
Parker's works I have found much to increase my respect and esteem
for him as a man. He comes to results, it is true, to which it would be
death and utter despair for me to arrive at. Did I believe as he does
about the Bible and Jesus, I were of all creatures most miserable,
because I could not love God. I could find no God to love. I would far
rather never have been born.

As to you, my dear friend, you must own that my frankness to you
is the best expression of my confidence in your honor and nobleness.
Did I not believe that "an excellent spirit" is in you, I would not take
the trouble to write all this. If in any points in this note I appear to have
misapprehended or done you injustice, I hope you will candidly let me
know where and how.
Truly your friend,
H. B. S

.

In addition to these letters the following extracts from a subsequent letter
to Mr. Garrison are given to show in what respect their fields of labor
differed, and to present an idea of what Mrs. Stowe was doing for the cause
of freedom besides writing against slavery:—

A

,M

., February 18, 1854.

D
F
,—I see and sincerely rejoice in the result of your lecture in
New York. I am increasingly anxious that all who hate slavery be united, if
not in form, at least in fact,—a unity in difference. Our field lies in the
church, and as yet I differ from you as to what may be done and hoped
there. Brother Edward (Beecher) has written a sermon that goes to the very
root of the decline of moral feeling in the church. As soon as it can be got
ready for the press I shall have it printed, and shall send a copy to every
minister in the country.
Our lectures have been somewhat embarrassed by a pressure of new
business brought upon us by the urgency of the Kansas-Nebraska question.
Since we began, however, brother Edward has devoted his whole time to
visiting, consultation, and efforts the result of which will shortly be given to
the public. We are trying to secure a universal arousing of the pulpit.
Dr. Bacon's letter is noble. You must think so. It has been sent to every
member of Congress. Dr. Kirk's sermon is an advance, and his congregation
warmly seconded it. Now, my good friend, be willing to see that the church
is better than you have thought it. Be not unwilling to see some good
symptoms, and hope that even those who see not at all at first will gain as
they go on. I am acting on the conviction that you love the cause better than
self. If anything can be done now advantageously by the aid of money, let
me know. God has given me some power in this way, though I am too
feeble to do much otherwise.
Yours for the cause,
H. B. S

.

Although the demand was very great upon Mrs. Stowe for magazine and
newspaper articles, many of which she managed to write in 1854-55, she
had in her mind at this time a new book which should be in many respects
the complement of "Uncle Tom's Cabin." In preparing her Key to the latter
work, she had collected much new material. In 1855, therefore, and during
the spring of 1856, she found time to weave these hitherto unused facts into
the story of "Dred." In her preface to the English edition of this book she
writes:—

"The author's object in this book is to show the general effect of slavery
on society; the various social disadvantages which it brings, even to its most
favored advocates; the shiftlessness and misery and backward tendency of
all the economical arrangements of slave States; the retrograding of good
families into poverty; the deterioration of land; the worse demoralization of
all classes, from the aristocratic, tyrannical planter to the oppressed and
poor white, which is the result of the introduction of slave labor.
"It is also an object to display the corruption of Christianity which arises
from the same source; a corruption that has gradually lowered the standard
of the church, North and South, and been productive of more infidelity than
the works of all the encyclopædists put together."
The story of "Dred" was suggested by the famous negro insurrection, led
by Nat Turner, in Eastern Virginia in 1831. In this affair one of the principal
participators was named "Dred." An interesting incident connected with the
writing of "Dred" is vividly remembered by Mrs. Stowe's daughters.
One sultry summer night there arose a terrific thunder-storm, with
continuous flashes of lightning and incessant rumbling and muttering of
thunder, every now and then breaking out into sharp, crashing reports
followed by torrents of rain.
The two young girls, trembling with fear, groped their way down-stairs
to their mother's room, and on entering found her lying quietly in bed
awake, and calmly watching the storm from the windows, the shades being
up. She expressed no surprise on seeing them, but said that she had not been
herself in the least frightened, though intensely interested in watching the
storm. "I have been writing a description of a thunder-storm for my book,
and I am watching to see if I need to correct it in any particular." Our
readers will be interested to know that she had so well described a storm
from memory that even this vivid object-lesson brought with it no new
suggestions. This scene is to be found in the twenty-fourth chapter of
"Dred,"—"Life in the Swamps."
"The day had been sultry and it was now an hour or two past midnight,
when a thunder-storm, which had long been gathering and muttering in the
distant sky, began to develop its forces. A low, shivering sigh crept through
the woods, and swayed in weird whistlings the tops of the pines; and sharp

arrows of lightning came glittering down among the branches, as if sent
from the bow of some warlike angel. An army of heavy clouds swept in a
moment across the moon; then came a broad, dazzling, blinding sheet of
flame."
What particularly impressed Mrs. Stowe's daughters at the time was their
mother's perfect calmness, and the minute study of the storm. She was on
the alert to detect anything which might lead her to correct her description.
Of this new story Charles Summer wrote from the senate chamber:—
M
M .S
,—I am rejoiced to learn, from your excellent
sister here, that you are occupied with another tale exposing slavery. I
feel that it will act directly upon pending questions, and help us in our
struggle for Kansas, and also to overthrow the slave-oligarchy in the
coming Presidential election. We need your help at once in our
struggle.
Ever sincerely yours,
C
S

.

Having finished this second great story of slavery, in the early summer
of 1856 Mrs. Stowe decided to visit Europe again, in search of a muchneeded rest. She also found it necessary to do so in order to secure the
English right to her book, which she had failed to do on "Uncle Tom's
Cabin."
Just before sailing she received the following touching letter from her
life-long friend, Georgiana May. It is the last one of a series that extended
without interruption over a period of thirty years, and as such has been
carefully cherished:—
O

H

,G

P

, July 26, 1856.

D
H
,—Very likely it is too late for me to come with my
modest knock to your study door, and ask to be taken in for a moment,
but I do so want to bless you before you go, and I have not been well
enough to write until to-day. It seems just as if I could not let you go
till I have seen once more your face in the flesh, for great uncertainties

hang over my future. One thing, however, is certain: whichever of us
two gets first to the farther shore of the great ocean between us and the
unseen will be pretty sure to be at hand to welcome the other. It is not
poetry, but solemn verity between us that we shall meet again.
But there is nothing morbid or morbific going into these few lines. I
have made "Old Tiff's" acquaintance. He is a verity,—will stand up
with Uncle Tom and Topsy, pieces of negro property you will be guilty
of holding after you are dead. Very likely your children may be selling
them.
Hattie, I rejoice over this completed work. Another work for God
and your generation. I am glad that you have come out of it alive, that
you have pleasure in prospect, that you "walk at liberty" and have done
with "fits of languishing." Perhaps some day I shall be set free, but the
prospect does not look promising, except as I have full faith that "the
Good Man above is looking on, and will bring it all round right." Still
"heart and flesh" both "fail me." He will be the "strength of my heart,"
and I never seem to doubt "my portion forever."
If I never speak to you again, this is the farewell utterance.
Yours truly,
G

.

Mrs. Stowe was accompanied on this second trip to Europe by her
husband, her two eldest daughters, her son Henry, and her sister Mary (Mrs.
Perkins). It was a pleasant summer voyage, and was safely accomplished
without special incident.

CHAPTER XII.
DRED, 1856.
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A
reaching England, about the middle of August, 1856, Mrs. Stowe
and her husband spent some days in London completing arrangements to
have an English edition of "Dred" published by Sampson Low & Co.
Professor Stowe's duties in America being very pressing, he had intended
returning at once, but was detained for a short time, as will be seen in the
following letter written by him from Glasgow, August 29, to a friend in
America:—
D
F
,—I finished my business in London on Wednesday,
and intended to return by the Liverpool steamer of to-morrow, but find
that every berth on that line is engaged until the 3d of October. We
therefore came here yesterday, and I shall take passage in the steamer
New York from this port next Tuesday. We have received a special
invitation to visit Inverary Castle, the seat of the Duke of Argyll, and
yesterday we had just the very pleasantest little interview with the
Queen that ever was. None of the formal, drawing-room, breathless
receptions, but just an accidental, done-on-purpose meeting at a
railway station, while on our way to Scotland.
The Queen seemed really delighted to see my wife, and remarkably
glad to see me for her sake. She pointed us out to Prince Albert, who
made two most gracious bows to my wife and two to me, while the
four royal children stared their big blue eyes almost out looking at the
little authoress of "Uncle Tom's Cabin." Colonel Grey handed the
Queen, with my wife's compliments, a copy of the new book ("Dred").
She took one volume herself and handed the other to Prince Albert,

and they were soon both very busy reading. She is a real nice little
body with exceedingly pleasant, kindly manners.
I expect to be in Natick the last week in September. God bless you
all.
C. E. S

.

After her husband's departure for the United States, Mrs. Stowe, with her
son Henry, her two eldest daughters, and her sister Mary (Mrs. Perkins),
accepted the Duke of Argyll's invitation to visit the Highlands. Of this visit
we catch a pleasant glimpse from a letter written to Professor Stowe during
its continuance, which is as follows:—
I

C

, September 6, 1856.

M
H
,—We have been now a week in this delicious
place, enjoying the finest skies and scenery, the utmost of kind
hospitality. From Loch Goil we took the coach for Inverary, a beautiful
drive of about two hours. We had seats on the outside, and the driver
John, like some of the White Mountain guides, was full of song and
story, and local tradition. He spoke Scotch and Gaelic, recited ballads,
and sung songs with great gusto. Mary and the girls stopped in a little
inn at St. Catherine's, on the shores of Loch Fine, while Henry and I
took steamboat for Inverary, where we found the duchess waiting in a
carriage for us, with Lady Emma Campbell. . . .
The common routine of the day here is as follows: We rise about
half past eight. About half past nine we all meet in the dining-hall,
where the servants are standing in a line down one side, and a row of
chairs for guests and visitors occupies the other. The duchess with her
nine children, a perfectly beautiful little flock, sit together. The duke
reads the Bible and a prayer, and pronounces the benediction. After
that, breakfast is served,—a very hearty, informal, cheerful meal,—and
after that come walks, or drives, or fishing parties, till lunch time, and
then more drives, or anything else: everybody, in short, doing what he
likes till half past seven, which is the dinner hour. After that we have
coffee and tea in the evening.

The first morning, the duke took me to see his mine of nickel silver.
We had a long and beautiful drive, and talked about everything in
literature, religion, morals, and the temperance movement, about
which last he is in some state of doubt and uncertainty, not inclining, I
think, to have it pressed yet, though feeling there is need of doing
something.
If "Dred" has as good a sale in America as it is likely to have in
England, we shall do well. There is such a demand that they had to
placard the shop windows in Glasgow with,—
"To prevent disappointment,
'Dred'
Not to be had till," etc.
Everybody is after it, and the prospect is of an enormous sale.
God, to whom I prayed night and day while I was writing the book,
has heard me, and given us of worldly goods more than I asked. I feel,
therefore, a desire to "walk softly," and inquire, for what has He so
trusted us?
Every day I am more charmed with the duke and duchess; they are
simple-hearted, frank, natural, full of feeling, of piety, and good sense.
They certainly are, apart from any considerations of rank or position,
most interesting and noble people. The duke laughed heartily at many
things I told him of our Andover theological tactics, of your preaching,
etc.; but I think he is a sincere, earnest Christian.
Our American politics form the daily topic of interest. The late
movements in Congress are discussed with great warmth, and every
morning the papers are watched for new details.
I must stop now, as it is late and we are to leave here early tomorrow morning. We are going to Staffa, Iona, the Pass of Glencoe,
and finally through the Caledonian Canal up to Dunrobin Castle,
where a large party of all sorts of interesting people are gathered
around the Duchess of Sutherland.

Affectionately yours,
H

.

From Dunrobin Castle one of his daughters writes to Professor Stowe:
"We spent five most delightful days at Inverary, and were so sorry you
could not be there with us. From there we went to Oban, and spent several
days sight-seeing, finally reaching Inverness by way of the Caledonian
Canal. Here, to our surprise, we found our rooms at the hotel all prepared
for us. The next morning we left by post for Dunrobin, which is fifty-nine
miles from Inverness. At the borders of the duke's estate we found a
delightfully comfortable carriage awaiting us, and before we had gone
much farther the postilion announced that the duchess was coming to meet
us. Sure enough, as we looked up the road we saw a fine cavalcade
approaching. It consisted of a splendid coach-and-four (in which sat the
duchess) with liveried postilions, and a number of outriders, one of whom
rode in front to clear the way. The duchess seemed perfectly delighted to
see mamma, and taking her into her own carriage dashed off towards the
castle, we following on behind."
At Dunrobin Mrs. Stowe found awaiting her the following note from her
friend, Lady Byron:—
L

, September 10, 1856.

Your book, dear Mrs. Stowe, is of the "little leaven" kind, and must
prove a great moral force,—perhaps not manifestly so much as
secretly, and yet I can hardly conceive so much power without
immediate and sensible effects; only there will be a strong disposition
to resist on the part of all the hollow-hearted professors of religion,
whose heathenisms you so unsparingly expose. They have a class
feeling like others. To the young, and to those who do not reflect much
on what is offered to their belief, you will do great good by showing
how spiritual food is adulterated. The Bread from Heaven is in the
same case as baker's bread. I feel that one perusal is not enough. It is a
"mine," to use your own simile. If there is truth in what I heard Lord
Byron say, that works of fiction lived only by the amount of truth
which they contained, your story is sure of long life. . . .

I know now, more than before, how to value communion with you.
With kind regards to your family,
Yours affectionately,
A. T. N
B

.

From this pleasant abiding-place Mrs. Stowe writes to her husband:—
D

C

, September 15, 1856.

M
H
,—Everything here is like a fairy story. The
place is beautiful! It is the most perfect combination of architectural
and poetic romance, with home comfort. The people, too, are
charming. We have here Mr. Labouchere, a cabinet minister, and Lady
Mary his wife,—I like him very much, and her, too,—Kingsley's
brother, a very entertaining man, and to-morrow Lord Ellsmere is
expected. I wish you could be here, for I am sure you would like it.
Life is so quiet and sincere and friendly, that you would feel more as if
you had come at the hearts of these people than in London.
The Sutherland estate looks like a garden. We stopped at the town
of Frain, four miles before we reached Sutherlandshire, where a crowd
of well-to-do, nice-looking people gathered around the carriage, and as
we drove off gave three cheers. This was better than I expected, and
looks well for their opinion of my views.
"Dred" is selling over here wonderfully. Low says, with all the
means at his command, he has not been able to meet the demand. He
sold fifty thousand in two weeks, and probably will sell as many more.
I am showered with letters, private and printed, in which the only
difficulty is to know what the writers would be at. I see evidently
happiness and prosperity all through the line of this estate. I see the
duke giving his thought and time, and spending the whole income of
this estate in improvements upon it. I see the duke and duchess
evidently beloved wherever they move. I see them most amiable, most
Christian, most considerate to everybody. The writers of the letters
admit the goodness of the duke, but denounce the system, and beg me
to observe its effects for myself. I do observe that, compared with any

other part of the Highlands, Sutherland is a garden. I observe wellclothed people, thriving lands, healthy children, fine schoolhouses, and
all that.
Henry was invited to the tenants' dinner, where he excited much
amusement by pledging every toast in fair water, as he has done
invariably on all occasions since he has been here.
The duchess, last night, showed me her copy of "Dred," in which
she has marked what most struck or pleased her. I begged it, and am
going to send it to you. She said to me this morning at breakfast, "The
Queen says that she began 'Dred' the very minute she got it, and is
deeply interested in it."
She bought a copy of Lowell's poems, and begged me to mark the
best ones for her; so if you see him, tell him that we have been reading
him together. She is, taking her all in all, one of the noblest-appointed
women I ever saw; real old, genuine English, such as one reads of in
history; full of nobility, courage, tenderness, and zeal. It does me good
to hear her read prayers daily, as she does, in the midst of her servants
and guests, with a manner full of grand and noble feeling.
Thursday Morning, September 25. We were obliged to get up at half
past five the morning we left Dunrobin, an effort when one doesn't go
to bed till one o'clock. We found breakfast laid for us in the library, and
before we had quite finished the duchess came in. Our starting off was
quite an imposing sight. First came the duke's landau, in which were
Mary, the duke, and myself; then a carriage in which were Eliza and
Hatty, and finally the carriage which we had hired, with Henry, our
baggage, and Mr. Jackson (the duke's secretary). The gardener sent a
fresh bouquet for each of us, and there was such a leave-taking, as if
we were old and dear friends. We did really love them, and had no
doubt of their love for us.
The duke rode with us as far as Dornach, where he showed us the
cathedral beneath which his ancestors are buried, and where is a statue
of his father, similar to one the tenants have erected on top of the
highest hill in the neighborhood.

We also saw the prison, which had but two inmates, and the old
castle. Here the duke took leave of us, and taking our own carriage we
crossed the ferry and continued on our way. After a very bad night's
rest at Inverness, in consequence of the town's being so full of people
attending some Highland games that we could have no places at the
hotel, and after a weary ride in the rain, we came into Aberdeen Friday
night.
To-morrow we go on to Edinburgh, where I hope to meet a letter
from you. The last I heard from Low, he had sold sixty thousand of
"Dred," and it was still selling well. I have not yet heard from America
how it goes. The critics scold, and whiffle, and dispute about it, but on
the whole it is a success, so the "Times" says, with much coughing,
hemming, and standing first on one foot and then on the other. If the
"Times" were sure we should beat in the next election, "Dred" would
go up in the scale; but as long as there is that uncertainty, it has first
one line of praise, and then one of blame.
Henry Stowe returned to America in October to enter Dartmouth
College, while the rest of the party pursued their way southward, as will be
seen by the following letters:—
C

Y

, October 10, 1856.

D
H
,—Henry will tell you all about our journey, and at
present I have but little time for details. I received your first letter with
great joy, relief, and gratitude, first to God for restoring your health
and strength, and then to you for so good, long, and refreshing a letter.
Henry, I hope, comes home with a serious determination to do well
and be a comfort. Seldom has a young man seen what he has in this
journey, or made more valuable friends.
Since we left Aberdeen, from which place my last was mailed, we
have visited in Edinburgh with abounding delight; thence yesterday to
Newcastle. Last night attended service in Durham Cathedral, and after
that came to York, whence we send Henry to Liverpool.

I send you letters, etc., by him. One hundred thousand copies of
"Dred" sold in four weeks! After that who cares what critics say? Its
success in England has been complete, so far as sale is concerned. It is
very bitterly attacked, both from a literary and a religious point of
view. The "Record" is down upon it with a cartload of solemnity; the
"Athenæum" with waspish spite; the "Edinburgh" goes out of its way
to say that the author knows nothing of the society she describes; but
yet it goes everywhere, is read everywhere, and Mr. Low says that he
puts the hundred and twenty-fifth thousand to press confidently. The
fact that so many good judges like it better than "Uncle Tom" is
success enough.
In my journal to Henry, which you may look for next week, you
will learn how I have been very near the Queen, and formed
acquaintance with divers of her lords and ladies, and heard all she has
said about "Dred;" how she prefers it to "Uncle Tom," how she
inquired for you, and other matters.
Till then, I am, as ever, your affectionate wife,
H. B. S

.

After leaving York, Mrs. Stowe and her party spent a day or two at
Carlton Rectory, on the edge of Sherwood Forest, in which they enjoyed a
most delightful picnic. From there they were to travel to London by way of
Warwick and Oxford, and of this journey Mrs. Stowe writes as follows to
her son Henry:—
"The next morning we were induced to send our things to London, being
assured by Mr. G. that he would dispatch them immediately with some
things of his own that were going, and that they should certainly await us
upon our arrival. In one respect it was well for us that we thus rid ourselves
of the trouble of looking after them, for I never saw such blind, confusing
arrangements as these English railroads have.
"When we were set down at the place where we were to change for
Warwick, we were informed that probably the train had gone. At any rate it
could only be found on the other side of the station. You might naturally
think we had nothing to do but walk across to the other side. No, indeed!

We had to ascend a flight of stairs, go through a sort of tubular bridge, and
down another pair of stairs. When we got there the guard said the train was
just about to start, and yet the ticket office was closed. We tried the door in
vain. 'You must hurry,' said the guard. 'How can we?' said I, 'when we can't
get tickets.' He went and thumped, and at last roused the dormant
intelligence inside. We got our tickets, ran for dear life, got in, and then
waited ten minutes! Arrived at Warwick we had a very charming time, and
after seeing all there was to see we took cars for Oxford.
"The next day we tried to see Oxford. You can have no idea of it. Call it
a college! it is a city of colleges,—a mountain of museums, colleges, halls,
courts, parks, chapels, lecture-rooms. Out of twenty-four colleges we saw
only three. We saw enough, however, to show us that to explore the
colleges of Oxford would take a week. Then we came away, and about
eleven o'clock at night found ourselves in London.
"It was dripping and raining here, for all the world, just as it did when
we left; but we found a cosy little parlor, papered with cheerful crimson
paper, lighted by a coal-fire, a neat little supper laid out, and the Misses
Low waiting; for us. Wasn't it nice?
"We are expecting our baggage to-night. Called at Sampson Low's store
to-day and found it full everywhere of red 'Dreds.'"
Upon reaching London Mrs. Stowe found the following note from Lady
Byron awaiting her:—
O

H

, October 15, 1856.

D
M .S
,—The newspapers represent you as returning to
London, but I cannot wait for the chance, slender I fear, of seeing you
there, for I wish to consult you on a point admitting but of little delay.
Feeling that the sufferers in Kansas have a claim not only to sympathy,
but to the expression of it, I wish to send them a donation. It is,
however, necessary to know what is the best application of money and
what the safest channel. Presuming that you will approve the object, I
ask you to tell me. Perhaps you would undertake the transmission of
my £50. My present residence, two miles beyond Richmond, is
opposite. I have watched for instructions of your course with warm

interest. The sale of your book will go on increasing. It is beginning to
be understood.
Believe me, with kind regards to your daughters,
Your faithful and affectionate
A. T. N
B

.

To this note the following answer was promptly returned:—
G

T

,K

T

, October 16, 1856.

D
L
B
,—How glad I was to see your handwriting once
more! how more than glad I should be to see you! I do long to see you.
I have so much to say,—so much to ask, and need to be refreshed with
a sense of a congenial and sympathetic soul.
Thank you, my dear friend, for your sympathy with our poor
sufferers in Kansas. May God bless you for it! By doing this you will
step to my side; perhaps you may share something of that abuse which
they who "know not what they do" heap upon all who so feel for the
right. I assure you, dear friend, I am not insensible to the fiery darts
which thus fly around me. . . .
Direct as usual to my publishers, and believe me, as ever, with all
my heart,
Affectionately yours, H. B. S.
Having dispatched this note, Mrs. Stowe wrote to her husband
concerning their surroundings and plans as follows:—
"Friday, 16th. Confusion in the camp! no baggage come, nobody knows
why; running to stations, inquiries, messages, and no baggage. Meanwhile
we have not even a clean collar, nothing but very soiled traveling dresses;
while Lady Mary Labouchere writes that her carriage will wait for us at
Slough Station this afternoon, and we must be off at two. What's to be
done? Luckily I did not carry all my dresses to Dunrobin; so I, of all the
party, have a dress that can be worn. We go out and buy collars and
handkerchiefs, and two o'clock beholds us at the station house.

"Stoke Park. I arrived here alone, the baggage not having yet been heard
from. Mr. G., being found in London, confessed that he delayed sending it
by the proper train. In short, Mr. G. is what is called an easy man, and one
whose easiness makes everybody else uneasy. So because he was easy and
thought it was no great matter, and things would turn out well enough,
without any great care, we have had all this discomfort.
"I arrived alone at the Slough Station and found Lady Mary's carriage
waiting. Away we drove through a beautiful park full of deer, who were so
tame as to stand and look at us as we passed. The house is in the Italian
style, with a dome on top, and wide terraces with stone balustrades around
it.
"Lady Mary met me at the door, and seemed quite concerned to learn of
our ill-fortune. We went through a splendid suite of rooms to a drawingroom, where a little tea-table was standing.
"After tea Lady Mary showed me my room. It had that delightful,
homelike air of repose and comfort they succeed so well in giving to rooms
here. There was a cheerful fire burning, an arm-chair drawn up beside it, a
sofa on the other side with a neatly arranged sofa-table on which were
writing materials. One of the little girls had put a pot of pretty greenhouse
moss in a silver basket on this table, and my toilet cushion was made with a
place in the centre to hold a little vase of flowers. Here Lady Mary left me
to rest before dressing for dinner. I sat down in an easy-chair before the fire,
and formed hospitable resolutions as to how I would try to make rooms
always look homelike and pleasant to tired guests. Then came the maid to
know if I wanted hot water,—if I wanted anything,—and by and by it was
time for dinner. Going down into the parlor I met Mr. Labouchere and we
all went in to dinner. It was not quite as large a party as at Dunrobin, but
much in the same way. No company, but several ladies who were all family
connections.
"The following morning Lord Dufferin and Lord Alfred Paget, two
gentlemen of the Queen's household, rode over from Windsor to lunch with
us. They brought news of the goings-on there. Do you remember one night
the Duchess of S. read us a letter from Lady Dufferin, describing the
exploits of her son, who went yachting with Prince Napoleon up by

Spitzbergen, and when Prince Napoleon and all the rest gave up and went
back, still persevered and discovered a new island? Well, this was the same
man. A thin, slender person, not at all the man you would fancy as a Mr.
Great Heart,—lively, cheery, and conversational.
"Lord Alfred is also very pleasant.
"Lady Mary prevailed on Lord Dufferin to stay and drive with us after
lunch, and we went over to Clifden, the duchess's villa, of which we saw the
photograph at Dunrobin. For grace and beauty some of the rooms in this
place exceed any I have yet seen in England.
"When we came back my first thought was whether Aunt Mary and the
girls had come. Just as we were all going up to dress for dinner they
appeared. Meanwhile, the Queen had sent over from Windsor for Lady
Mary and her husband to dine with her that evening, and such invitations
are understood as commands.
"So, although they themselves had invited four or five people to dinner,
they had to go and leave us to entertain ourselves. Lady Mary was dressed
very prettily in a flounced white silk dress with a pattern of roses woven
round the bottom of each flounce, and looked very elegant. Mr. Labouchere
wore breeches, with knee and shoe buckles sparkling with diamonds.
"They got home soon after we had left the drawing-room, as the Queen
always retires at eleven. No late hours for her.
"The next day Lady Mary told me that the Queen had talked to her all
about 'Dred,' and how she preferred it to 'Uncle Tom's Cabin,' how
interested she was in Nina, how provoked when she died, and how she was
angry that something dreadful did not happen to Tom Gordon. She inquired
for papa, and the rest of the family, all of whom she seemed to be well
informed about.
"The next morning we had Lord Dufferin again to breakfast. He is one of
the most entertaining young men I have seen in England, full of real
thought and noble feeling, and has a wide range of reading. He had read all
our American literature, and was very flattering in his remarks on
Hawthorne, Poe, and Longfellow. I find J. R. Lowell less known, however,
than he deserves to be.

"Lord Dufferin says that his mother wrote him some verses on his
coming of age, and that he built a tower for them and inscribed them on a
brass plate. I recommend the example to you, Henry; make yourself the
tower and your memory the brass plate.
"This morning came also, to call, Lady Augusta Bruce, Lord Elgin's
daughter, one of the Duchess of Kent's ladies-in-waiting; a very excellent,
sensible girl, who is a strong anti-slavery body.
"After lunch we drove over to Eton, and went in to see the provost's
house. After this, as we were passing by Windsor the coachman suddenly
stopped and said, 'The Queen is coming, my lady.' We stood still and the
royal cortége passed. I only saw the Queen, who bowed graciously.
"Lady Mary stayed at our car door till it left the station, and handed in a
beautiful bouquet as we parted. This is one of the loveliest visits I have
made."
After filling a number of other pleasant engagements in England, among
which was a visit in the family of Charles Kingsley, Mrs. Stowe and her
party crossed the Channel and settled down for some months in Paris for the
express purpose of studying French. From the French capital she writes to
her husband in Andover as follows:—
P

, November 7, 1856.

M
H
,—On the 28th, when your last was written, I
was at Charles Kingsley's. It seemed odd enough to Mary and me to
find ourselves, long after dark, alone in a hack, driving towards the
house of a man whom we never had seen (nor his wife either).
My heart fluttered as, after rumbling a long way through the dark,
we turned into a yard. We knocked at a door and were met in the hall
by a man who stammers a little in his speech, and whose inquiry, "Is
this Mrs. Stowe?" was our first positive introduction. Ushered into a
large, pleasant parlor lighted by a coal fire, which flickered on
comfortable chairs, lounges, pictures, statuettes, and book-cases, we
took a good view of him. He is tall, slender, with blue eyes, brown

hair, and a hale, well-browned face, and somewhat loose-jointed
withal. His wife is a real Spanish beauty.
How we did talk and go on for three days! I guess he is tired. I'm
sure we were. He is a nervous, excitable being, and talks with head,
shoulders, arms, and hands, while his hesitance makes it the harder. Of
his theology I will say more some other time. He, also, has been
through the great distress, the "Conflict of Ages," but has come out at a
different end from Edward, and stands with John Foster, though with
more positiveness than he.
He laughed a good deal at many stories I told him of father, and
seemed delighted to hear about him. But he is, what I did not expect, a
zealous Churchman; insists that the Church of England is the finest
and broadest platform a man can stand on, and that the thirty-nine
articles are the only ones he could subscribe to. I told him you thought
them the best summary (of doctrine) you knew, which pleased him
greatly.
Well, I got your letter to-night in Paris, at No. 19 Rue de Clichy,
where you may as well direct your future letters.
We reached Paris about eleven o'clock last night and took a carriage
for 17 Rue de Clichy, but when we got there, no ringing or pounding
could rouse anybody. Finally, in despair, we remembered a card that
had been handed into the cars by some hotel-runner, and finding it was
of an English and French hotel, we drove there, and secured very
comfortable accommodations. We did not get to bed until after two
o'clock. The next morning I sent a messenger to find Mme. Borione,
and discovered that we had mistaken the number, and should have
gone to No. 19, which was the next door; so we took a carriage and
soon found ourselves established here, where we have a nice parlor
and two bedrooms.
There are twenty-one in the family, mostly Americans, like
ourselves, come to learn to speak French. One of them is a tall,
handsome, young English lady, Miss Durant, who is a sculptress,
studying with Baron de Triqueti. She took me to his studio, and he
immediately remarked that she ought to get me to sit. I said I would,

"only my French lessons." "Oh," said he, smiling, "we will give you
French lessons while you sit." So I go to-morrow morning.
As usual, my horrid pictures do me a service, and people seem
relieved when they see me; think me even handsome "in a manner."
Kingsley, in his relief, expressed as much to his wife, and as beauty
has never been one of my strong points I am open to flattery upon it.
We had a most agreeable call from Arthur Helps before we left
London. He, Kingsley, and all the good people are full of the deepest
anxiety for our American affairs. They really do feel very deeply,
seeing the peril so much plainer than we do in America.
Sunday night. I fear I have delayed your letter too long. The fact is,
that of the ten days I have been here I have been laid up three with
severe neuralgia, viz., toothache in the backbone, and since then have
sat all day to be modeled for my bust.
We spent the other evening with Baron de Triqueti, the sculptor. He
has an English wife, and a charming daughter about the age of our
girls. Life in Paris is altogether more simple and natural than in
England. They give you a plate of cake and a cup of tea in the most
informal, social way,—the tea-kettle sings at the fire, and the son and
daughter busy themselves gayly together making and handing tea.
When tea was over, M. de Triqueti showed us a manuscript copy of the
Gospels, written by his mother, to console herself in a season of great
ill-health, and which he had illustrated all along with exquisite pendrawings, resembling the most perfect line engravings. I can't describe
the beauty, grace, delicacy, and fullness of devotional feeling in these
people. He is one of the loveliest men I ever saw.
We have already three evenings in the week in which we can visit
and meet friends if we choose, namely, at Madame Mohl's, Madame
Lanziel's, and Madame Belloc's. All these salôns are informal, social
gatherings, with no fuss of refreshments, no nonsense of any kind. Just
the cheeriest, heartiest, kindest little receptions you ever saw.
A kiss to dear little Charley. If he could see all the things that I see
every day in the Tuileries and Champs Elysées, he would go wild. All

Paris is a general whirligig out of doors, but indoors people seem
steady, quiet, and sober as anybody.
November 30. This is Sunday evening, and a Sunday in Paris
always puts me in mind of your story about somebody who said,
"Bless you! they make such a noise that the Devil couldn't meditate."
All the extra work and odd jobs of life are put into Sunday. Your
washerwoman comes Sunday, with her innocent, good-humored face,
and would be infinitely at a loss to know why she shouldn't. Your
bonnet, cloak, shoes, and everything are sent home Sunday morning,
and all the way to church there is such whirligiging and pirouetting
along the boulevards as almost takes one's breath away. To-day we
went to the Oratoire to hear M. Grand Pierre. I could not understand
much; my French ear is not quick enough to follow. I could only
perceive that the subject was "La Charité," and that the speaker was
fluent, graceful, and earnest, the audience serious and attentive.
Last night we were at Baron de Triqueti's again, with a party invited
to celebrate the birthday of their eldest daughter, Blanche, a lovely girl
of nineteen. There were some good ladies there who had come eighty
leagues to meet me, and who were so delighted with my miserable
French that it was quite encouraging. I believe I am getting over the
sandbar at last, and conversation is beginning to come easy to me.
There were three French gentlemen who had just been reading
"Dred" in English, and who were as excited and full of it as could be,
and I talked with them to a degree that astonished myself. There is a
review of "Dred" in the "Revue des Deux Mondes" which has long
extracts from the book, and is written in a very appreciative and
favorable spirit. Generally speaking, French critics seem to have a
finer appreciation of my subtle shades of meaning than English. I am
curious to hear what Professor Park has to say about it. There has been
another review in "La Presse" equally favorable. All seem to see the
truth about American slavery much plainer than people can who are in
it. If American ministers and Christians could see through their
sophistical spider-webs, with what wonder, pity, and contempt they
would regard their own vacillating condition!

We visit once a week at Madame Mohl's, where we meet all sorts of
agreeable people. Lady Elgin doesn't go into society now, having been
struck with paralysis, but sits at home and receives her friends as
usual. This notion of sitting always in the open air is one of her
peculiarities.
I must say, life in Paris is arranged more sensibly than with us.
Visiting involves no trouble in the feeding line. People don't go to eat.
A cup of tea and plate of biscuit is all,—just enough to break up the
stiffness.
It is wonderful that the people here do not seem to have got over
"Uncle Tom" a bit. The impression seems fresh as if just published.
How often have they said, That book has revived the Gospel among
the poor of France; it has done more than all the books we have
published put together. It has gone among the les ouvriers, among the
poor of Faubourg St. Antoine, and nobody knows how many have
been led to Christ by it. Is not this blessed, my dear husband? Is it not
worth all the suffering of writing it?
I went the other evening to M. Grand Pierre's, where there were
three rooms full of people, all as eager and loving as ever we met in
England or Scotland. Oh, if Christians in Boston could only see the
earnestness of feeling with which Christians here regard slavery, and
their surprise and horror at the lukewarmness, to say the least, of our
American church! About eleven o'clock we all joined in singing a
hymn, then M. Grand Pierre made an address, in which I was named in
the most affectionate and cordial manner. Then followed a beautiful
prayer for our country, for America, on which hang so many of the
hopes of Protestantism. One and all then came up, and there was great
shaking of hands and much effusion.
Under date of December 28, Mrs. Perkins writes: "On Sunday we went
with Mr. and Mrs. (Jacob) Abbott to the Hôtel des Invalides, and I think I
was never more interested and affected. Three or four thousand old and
disabled soldiers have here a beautiful and comfortable home. We went to
the morning service. The church is very large, and the colors taken in battle
are hung on the walls. Some of them are so old as to be moth-eaten. The

service is performed, as near as possible, in imitation of the service before a
battle. The drum beats the call to assemble, and the common soldiers march
up and station themselves in the centre of the church, under the commander.
All the services are regulated by the beat of the drum. Only one priest
officiates, and soldiers are stationed around to protect him. The music is
from a brass band, and is very magnificent.
"In the afternoon I went to vespers in the Madeleine, where the music
was exquisite. They have two fine organs at opposite ends of the church.
The 'Adeste Fidelis' was sung by a single voice, accompanied by the organ,
and after every verse it was taken up by male voices and the other organ
and repeated. The effect was wonderfully fine. I have always found in our
small churches at home that the organ was too powerful and pained my
head, but in these large cathedrals the effect is different. The volume of
sound rolls over, full but soft, and I feel as though it must come from
another sphere.
"In the evening Mr. and Mrs. Bunsen called. He is a son of Chevalier
Bunsen, and she a niece of Elizabeth Fry,—very intelligent and agreeable
people."
Under date of January 25, Mrs. Stowe writes from Paris:—
"Here is a story for Charley. The boys in the Faubourg St. Antoine are
the children of ouvriers, and every day their mothers give them two sous to
buy a dinner. When they heard I was coming to the school, of their own
accord they subscribed half their dinner money to give to me for the poor
slaves. This five-franc piece I have now; I have bought it of the cause for
five dollars, and am going to make a hole in it and hang it round Charley's
neck as a medal.
"I have just completed arrangements for leaving the girls at a Protestant
boarding-school while I go to Rome.
"We expect to start the 1st of February, and my direction will be, E.
Bartholimeu, 108 Via Margaretta."

CHAPTER XIII
OLD SCENES REVISITED, 1856.
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A
leaving Paris Mrs. Stowe and her sister, Mrs. Perkins, traveled
leisurely through the South of France toward Italy, stopping at Amiens,
Lyons, and Marseilles. At this place they took steamer for Genoa, Leghorn,
and Civita Vecchia. During their last night on shipboard they met with an
accident, of which, and their subsequent trials in reaching Rome, Mrs.
Stowe writes as follows:—
About eleven o'clock, as I had just tranquilly laid down in my berth,
I was roused by a grating crash, accompanied by a shock that shook
the whole ship, and followed by the sound of a general rush on deck,
trampling, scuffling, and cries. I rushed to the door and saw all the
gentlemen hurrying on their clothes and getting confusedly towards the
stairway. I went back to Mary, and we put on our things in silence, and,
as soon as we could, got into the upper saloon. It was an hour before
we could learn anything certainly, except that we had run into another
vessel. The fate of the Arctic came to us both, but we did not mention
it to each other; indeed, a quieter, more silent company you would not
often see. Had I had any confidence in the administration of the boat, it
would have been better, but as I had not, I sat in momentary
uncertainty. Had we then known, as we have since, the fate of a boat
recently sunk in the Mediterranean by a similar carelessness, it would
have increased our fears. By a singular chance an officer, whose wife
and children were lost on board that boat, was on board ours, and
happened to be on the forward part of the boat when the accident
occurred. The captain and mate were both below; there was nobody
looking out, and had not this officer himself called out to stop the boat,
we should have struck her with such force as to have sunk us. As it
was, we turned aside and the shock came on a paddle-wheel, which
was broken by it, for when, after two hours' delay, we tried to start and
had gone a little way, there was another crash and the paddle-wheel
fell down. You may be sure we did little sleeping that night. It was an
inexpressible desolation to think that we might never again see those

we loved. No one knows how much one thinks, and how rapidly, in
such hours.
In the Naples boat that was sunk a short time ago, the women
perished in a dreadful way. The shock threw the chimney directly
across the egress from below, so that they could not get on deck, and
they were all drowned in the cabin.
We went limping along with one broken limb till the next day about
eleven, when we reached Civita Vecchia, where there were two hours
more of delay about passports. Then we, that is, Mary and I, and a Dr.
Edison from Philadelphia, with his son Alfred, took a carriage to
Rome, but they gave us a miserable thing that looked as if it had been
made soon after the deluge. About eight o'clock at night, on a lonely
stretch of road, the wheel came off. We got out, and our postilions
stood silently regarding matters. None of us could speak Italian, they
could not speak French; but the driver at last conveyed the idea that for
five francs he could get a man to come and mend the wheel. The five
francs were promised, and he untackled a horse and rode off. Mary and
I walked up and down the dark, desolate road, occasionally reminding
each other that we were on classic ground, and laughing at the oddity
of our lonely, starlight promenade. After a while our driver came back,
Tag, Rag, and Bobtail at his heels. I don't think I can do greater justice
to Italian costumes than by this respectable form of words.
Then there was another consultation. They put a bit of rotten timber
under to pry the carriage up. Fortunately, it did not break, as we all
expected it would, till after the wheel was on. Then a new train of
thought was suggested. How was it to be kept on? Evidently they had
not thought far in that direction, for they had brought neither hammer
nor nail, nor tool of any kind, and therefore they looked first at the
wheel, then at each other, and then at us. The doctor now produced a
little gimlet, with the help of which the broken fragments of the former
linchpin were pushed out, and the way was cleared for a new one.
Then they began knocking a fence to pieces to get out nails, but none
could be found to fit. At last another ambassador was sent back for
nails. While we were thus waiting, the diligence, in which many of our
ship's company were jogging on to Rome, came up. They had plenty of

room inside, and one of the party, seeing our distress, tried hard to
make the driver stop, but he doggedly persisted in going on, and
declared if anybody got down to help us he would leave him behind.
An interesting little episode here occurred. It was raining, and Mary
and I proposed, as the wheel was now on, to take our seats. We had no
sooner done so than the horses were taken with a sudden fit of
animation and ran off with us in the most vivacious manner, Tag, Rag,
and Co. shouting in the rear. Some heaps of stone a little in advance
presented an interesting prospect by way of a terminus. However, the
horses were lucidly captured before the wheel was off again; and our
ambassador being now returned, we were set right and again
proceeded.
I must not forget to remark that at every post where we changed
horses and drivers, we had a pitched battle with the driver for more
money than we had been told was the regular rate, and the carriage
was surrounded with a perfect mob of ragged, shock-headed, blackeyed people, whose words all ended in "ino," and who raved and
ranted at us till finally we paid much more than we ought, to get rid of
them.
At the gates of Rome the official, after looking at our passports,
coolly told the doctor that if he had a mind to pay him five francs he
could go in without further disturbance, but if not he would keep the
baggage till morning. This form of statement had the recommendation
of such precision and neatness of expression that we paid him
forthwith, and into Rome we dashed at two o'clock in the morning of
the 9th of February, 1857, in a drizzling rain.
We drove to the Hotel d'Angleterre,—it was full,—and ditto to four
or five others, and in the last effort our refractory wheel came off
again, and we all got out into the street. About a dozen lean, ragged
"corbies," who are called porters and who are always lying in wait for
travelers, pounced upon us. They took down our baggage in a
twinkling, and putting it all into the street surrounded it, and chattered
over it, while M. and I stood in the rain and received first lessons in
Italian. How we did try to say something! but they couldn't talk

anything but in "ino" as aforesaid. The doctor finally found a man who
could speak a word or two of French, and leaving Mary, Alfred, and
me to keep watch over our pile of trunks, he went off with him to
apply for lodgings. I have heard many flowery accounts of first
impressions of Rome. I must say ours was somewhat sombre.
A young man came by and addressed us in English. How cheering!
We almost flew upon him. We begged him, at least, to lend us his
Italian to call another carriage, and he did so. A carriage which was
passing was luckily secured, and Mary and I, with all our store of
boxes and little parcels, were placed in it out of the rain, at least. Here
we sat while the doctor from time to time returned from his
wanderings to tell us he could find no place. "Can it be," said I, "that
we are to be obliged to spend a night in the streets?" What made it
seem more odd was the knowledge that, could we only find them, we
had friends enough in Rome who would be glad to entertain us. We
began to speculate on lodgings. Who knows what we may get
entrapped into? Alfred suggested stories he had read of beds placed on
trap-doors,—of testers which screwed down on people and smothered
them; and so, when at last the doctor announced lodgings found, we
followed in rather an uncertain frame of mind.
We alighted at a dirty stone passage, smelling of cats and onions,
damp, cold, and earthy, we went up stone stairways, and at last were
ushered into two very decent chambers, where we might lay our heads.
The "corbies" all followed us,—black-haired, black-browed, ragged,
and clamorous as ever. They insisted that we should pay the pretty
little sum of twenty francs, or four dollars, for bringing our trunks
about twenty steps. The doctor modestly but firmly declined to be thus
imposed upon, and then ensued a general "chatteration;" one and all
fell into attitudes, and the "inos" and "issimos" rolled freely. "For pity's
sake get them off," we said; so we made a truce for ten francs, but still
they clamored, forced their way even into our bedroom, and were only
repulsed by a loud and combined volley of "No, no, noes!" which we
all set up at once, upon which they retreated.
Our hostess was a little French woman, and that reassured us. I
examined the room, and seeing no trace of treacherous testers, or trap-

doors, resolved to avail myself without fear of the invitation of a very
clean, white bed, where I slept till morning without dreaming.
The next day we sent our cards to M. Bartholimeu, and before we
had finished breakfast he was on the spot. We then learned that he had
been watching the diligence office for over a week, and that he had the
pleasant set of apartments we are now occupying all ready and waiting
for us.
March 1.
M
H
,—Every day is opening to me a new world of
wonders here in Italy. I have been in the Catacombs, where I was
shown many memorials of the primitive Christians, and to-day we are
going to the Vatican. The weather is sunny and beautiful beyond
measure, and flowers are springing in the fields on every side. Oh, my
dear, how I do long to have you here to enjoy what you are so much
better fitted to appreciate than I,—this wonderful combination of the
past and the present, of what has been and what is!
Think of strolling leisurely through the Forum, of seeing the very
stones that were laid in the time of the Republic, of rambling over the
ruined Palace of the Cæsars, of walking under the Arch of Titus, of
seeing the Dying Gladiator, and whole ranges of rooms filled with
wonders of art, all in one morning! All this I did on Saturday, and only
wanted you. You know so much more and could appreciate so much
better. At the Palace of the Cæsars, where the very dust is a mélange of
exquisite marbles, I saw for the first time an acanthus growing, and
picked my first leaf.
Our little ménage moves on prosperously; the doctor takes excellent
care of us and we of him. One sees everybody here at Rome, John
Bright, Mrs. Hemans' son, Mrs. Gaskell, etc., etc. Over five thousand
English travelers are said to be here. Jacob Abbot and wife are coming.
Rome is a world! Rome is an astonishment! Papal Rome is an
enchantress! Old as she is, she is like Niñon d'Enclos,—the young fall
in love with her.
You will hear next from us at Naples.

Affectionately yours,
H. B. S.
From Rome the travelers went to Naples, and after visiting Pompeii and
Herculaneum made the ascent of Vesuvius, a graphic account of which is
contained in a letter written at this time by Mrs. Stowe to her daughters in
Paris. After describing the preparations and start, she says:—
"Gradually the ascent became steeper and steeper, till at length it was all
our horses could do to pull us up. The treatment of horses in Naples is a
thing that takes away much from the pleasure and comfort of such travelers
as have the least feeling for animals. The people seem absolutely to have no
consideration for them. You often see vehicles drawn by one horse carrying
fourteen or fifteen great, stout men and women. This is the worse as the
streets are paved with flat stones which are exceedingly slippery. On going
up hill the drivers invariably race their horses, urging them on with a
constant storm of blows.
"As the ascent of the mountain became steeper, the horses panted and
trembled in a way that made us feel that we could not sit in the carriage, yet
the guide and driver never made the slightest motion to leave the box. At
last three of us got out and walked, and invited our guide to do the same,
yet with all this relief the last part of the ascent was terrible, and the rascally
fellows actually forced the horses to it by beating them with long poles on
the back of their legs. No Englishman or American would ever allow a
horse to be treated so.
"The Hermitage is a small cabin, where one can buy a little wine or any
other refreshment one may need. There is a species of wine made of the
grapes of Vesuvius, called 'Lachryma Christi,' that has a great reputation.
Here was a miscellaneous collection of beggars, ragged boys, men playing
guitars, bawling donkey drivers, and people wanting to sell sticks or
minerals, the former to assist in the ascent, and the latter as specimens of
the place. In the midst of the commotion we were placed on our donkeys,
and the serious, pensive brutes moved away. At last we reached the top of
the mountain, and I gladly sprang on firm land. The whole top of the
mountain was covered with wavering wreaths of smoke, from the shadows
of which emerged two English gentlemen, who congratulated us on our safe

arrival, and assured us that we were fortunate in our day, as the mountain
was very active. We could hear a hollow, roaring sound, like the burning of
a great furnace, but saw nothing. 'Is this all?' I said. 'Oh, no. Wait till the
guide comes up with the rest of the party,' and soon one after another came
up, and we then followed the guide up a cloudy, rocky path, the noise of the
fire constantly becoming nearer. Finally we stood on the verge of a vast,
circular pit about forty feet deep, the floor of which is of black, ropy waves
of congealed lava.
"The sides are sulphur cliffs, stained in every brilliant shade, from
lightest yellow to deepest orange and brown. In the midst of the lava floor
rises a black cone, the chimney of the great furnace. This was burning and
flaming like the furnace of a glass-house, and every few moments throwing
up showers of cinders and melted lava which fell with a rattling sound on
the black floor of the pit. One small bit of the lava came over and fell at our
feet, and a gentleman lighted his cigar at it.
"All around where we stood the smoke was issuing from every chance
rent and fissure of the rock, and the Neapolitans who crowded round us
were every moment soliciting us to let them cook us an egg in one of these
rifts, and, overcome by persuasion, I did so, and found it very nicely boiled,
or rather steamed, though the shell tasted of Glauber's salt and sulphur.
"The whole place recalled to my mind so vividly Milton's description of
the infernal regions, that I could not but believe that he had drawn the
imagery from this source. Milton, as we all know, was some time in Italy,
and, although I do not recollect any account of his visiting Vesuvius, I
cannot think how he should have shaped his language so coincidently to the
phenomena if he had not.
"On the way down the mountain our ladies astonished the natives by
making an express stipulation that our donkeys were not to be beaten,—
why, they could not conjecture. The idea of any feeling of compassion for
an animal is so foreign to a Neapolitan's thoughts that they supposed it must
be some want of courage on our part. When, once in a while, the old habit
so prevailed that the boy felt that he must strike the donkey, and when I
forbade him, he would say, 'Courage, signora, courage.'

"Time would fail me to tell the whole of our adventures in Southern
Italy. We left it with regret, and I will tell you some time by word of mouth
what else we saw.
"We went by water from Naples to Leghorn, and were gloriously
seasick, all of us. From Leghorn we went to Florence, where we abode two
weeks nearly. Two days ago we left Florence and started for Venice,
stopping one day and two nights en route at Bologna. Here we saw the great
university, now used as a library, the walls of which are literally covered
with the emblazoned names and coats of arms of distinguished men who
were educated there.
"Venice. The great trouble of traveling in Europe, or indeed of traveling
anywhere, is that you can never catch romance. No sooner are you in any
place than being there seems the most natural, matter-of-fact occurrence in
the world. Nothing looks foreign or strange to you. You take your tea and
your dinner, eat, drink, and sleep as aforetime, and scarcely realize where
you are or what you are seeing. But Venice is an exception to this state of
things; it is all romance from beginning to end, and never ceases to seem
strange and picturesque.
"It was a rainy evening when our cars rumbled over the long railroad
bridge across the lagoon that leads to the station. Nothing but flat, dreary
swamps, and then the wide expanse of sea on either side. The cars stopped,
and the train, being a long one, left us a little out of the station. We got out
in a driving rain, in company with flocks of Austrian soldiers, with whom
the third-class cars were filled. We went through a long passage, and
emerged into a room where all nations seemed commingling; Italians,
Germans, French, Austrians, Orientals, all in wet weather trim.
"Soon, however, the news was brought that our baggage was looked out
and our gondolas ready.
"The first plunge under the low, black hood of a gondola, especially of a
rainy night, has something funereal in it. Four of us sat cowering together,
and looked, out of the rain-dropped little windows at the sides, at the scene.
Gondolas of all sizes were gliding up and down, with their sharp, fishylooking prows of steel pushing their ways silently among each other, while
gondoliers shouted and jabbered, and made as much confusion in their way

as terrestrial hackmen on dry land. Soon, however, trunks and carpet-bags
being adjusted, we pushed off, and went gliding away up the Grand Canal,
with a motion so calm that we could scarce discern it except by the moving
of objects on shore. Venice, la belle, appeared to as much disadvantage as a
beautiful woman bedraggled in a thunder-storm."
"Lake Como. We stayed in Venice five days, and during that time saw all
the sights that it could enter the head of a valet-de-place to afflict us with. It
is an affliction, however, for which there is no remedy, because you want to
see the things, and would be very sorry if you went home without having
done so. From Venice we went to Milan to see the cathedral and Leonardo
da Vinci's 'Last Supper.' The former is superb, and of the latter I am
convinced, from the little that remains of it, that it was the greatest picture
the world ever saw. We shall run back to Rome for Holy Week, and then to
Paris.
"Rome. From Lake Como we came back here for Holy Week, and now it
is over.
"'What do you think of it?'
"Certainly no thoughtful or sensitive person, no person impressible
either through the senses or the religious feelings, can fail to feel it deeply.
"In the first place, the mere fact of the different nations of the earth
moving, so many of them, with one accord, to so old and venerable a city,
to celebrate the death and resurrection of Jesus, is something in itself
affecting. Whatever dispute there may be about the other commemorative
feasts of Christendom, the time of this epoch is fixed unerringly by the
Jews' Passover. That great and solemn feast, therefore, stands as an
historical monument to mark the date of the most important and thrilling
events which this world ever witnessed.
"When one sees the city filling with strangers, pilgrims arriving on foot,
the very shops decorating themselves in expectancy, every church arranging
its services, the prices even of temporal matters raised by the crowd and its
demands, he naturally thinks, Wherefore, why is all this? and he must be
very careless indeed if it do not bring to mind, in a more real way than

before, that at this very time, so many years ago, Christ and his apostles
were living actors in the scenes thus celebrated to-day."
As the spring was now well advanced, it was deemed advisable to bring
this pleasant journey to a close, and for Mrs. Stowe at least it was
imperative that she return to America. Therefore, leaving Rome with many
regrets and lingering, backward glances, the two sisters hurried to Paris,
where they found their brother-in-law, Mr. John Hooker, awaiting them.
Under date of May 3 Mrs. Stowe writes from Paris to her husband: "Here I
am once more, safe in Paris after a fatiguing journey. I found the girls well,
and greatly improved in their studies. As to bringing them home with me
now, I have come to the conclusion that it would not be expedient. A few
months more of study here will do them a world of good. I have, therefore,
arranged that they shall come in November in the Arago, with a party of
friends who are going at that time.
"John Hooker is here, so Mary is going with him and some others for a
few weeks into Switzerland. I have some business affairs to settle in
England, and shall sail from Liverpool in the Europa on the sixth of June. I
am so homesick to-day, and long with a great longing to be with you once
more. I am impatient to go, and yet dread the voyage. Still, to reach you I
must commit myself once more to the ocean, of which at times I have a
nervous horror, as to the arms of my Father. 'The sea is his, and He made it.'
It is a rude, noisy old servant, but it is always obedient to his will, and
cannot carry me beyond his power and love, wherever or to whatever it
bears me."
Having established her daughters in a Protestant boarding-school in
Paris, Mrs. Stowe proceeded to London. While there she received the
following letter from Harriet Martineau:—
A

, June 1.

D
M .S
,—I have been at my wits' end to learn how to
reach you, as your note bore no direction but "London." Arnolds,
Croppers, and others could give no light, and the newspapers tell only
where you had been. So I commit this to your publishers, trusting that
it will find you somewhere, and in time, perhaps, bring you here. Can't
you come? You are aware that we shall never meet if you don't come

soon. I see no strangers at all, but I hope to have breath and strength
enough for a little talk with you, if you could come. You could have
perfect freedom at the times when I am laid up, and we could seize my
"capability seasons" for our talk.
The weather and scenery are usually splendid just now. Did I see
you (in white frock and black silk apron) when I was in Ohio in 1835?
Your sister I knew well, and I have a clear recollection of your father. I
believe and hope you were the young lady in the black silk apron.
Do you know I rather dreaded reading your book! Sick people are
weak: and one of my chief weaknesses is dislike of novels,—(except
some old ones which I almost know by heart). I knew that with you I
should be safe from the cobweb-spinning of our modern subjective
novelists and the jaunty vulgarity of our "funny philosophers"—the
Dickens sort, who have tired us out. But I dreaded the alternative,—the
too strong interest. But oh! the delight I have had in "Dred!" The
genius carries all before it, and drowns everything in glorious pleasure.
So marked a work of genius claims exemption from every sort of
comparison; but, as you ask for my opinion of the book, you may like
to know that I think it far superior to "Uncle Tom." I have no doubt
that a multitude of people will say it is a falling off, because they made
up their minds that any new book of yours must be inferior to that, and
because it is so rare a thing for a prodigious fame to be sustained by a
second book; but, in my own mind I am entirely convinced that the
second book is by far the best. Such faults as you have are in the
artistic department, and there is less defect in "Dred" than in "Uncle
Tom," and the whole material and treatment seem to me richer and
more substantial. I have had critiques of "Dred" from the two very
wisest people I know—perfectly unlike each other (the critics, I mean),
and they delight me by thinking exactly like each other and like me.
They distinctly prefer it to "Uncle Tom." To say the plain truth, it
seems to me so splendid a work of genius that nothing that I can say
can give you an idea of the intensity of admiration with which I read it.
It seemed to me, as I told my nieces, that our English fiction writers
had better shut up altogether and have done with it, for one will have
no patience with any but didactic writing after yours. My nieces (and
you may have heard that Maria, my nurse, is very, very clever) are

thoroughly possessed with the book, and Maria says she feels as if a
fresh department of human life had been opened to her since this day
week. I feel the freshness no less, while, from my travels, I can be
even more assured of the truthfulness of your wonderful
representation. I see no limit to the good it may do by suddenly
splitting open Southern life, for everybody to look into. It is precisely
the thing that is most wanted,—just as "Uncle Tom" was wanted, three
years since, to show what negro slavery in your republic was like. It is
plantation-life, particularly in the present case, that I mean. As for your
exposure of the weakness and helplessness of the churches, I deeply
honor you for the courage with which you have made the exposure;
but I don't suppose that any amendment is to be looked for in that
direction. You have unburdened your own soul in that matter, and if
they had been corrigible, you would have helped a good many more.
But I don't expect that result. The Southern railing at you will be
something unequaled, I suppose. I hear that three of us have the honor
of being abused from day to day already, as most portentous and
shocking women, you, Mrs. Chapman, and myself (as the traveler of
twenty years ago). Not only newspapers, but pamphlets of such
denunciation are circulated, I'm told. I'm afraid now I, and even Mrs.
Chapman, must lose our fame, and all the railing will be engrossed by
you. My little function is to keep English people tolerably right, by
means of a London daily paper, while the danger of misinformation
and misreading from the "Times" continues. I can't conceive how such
a paper as the "Times" can fail to be better informed than it is. At times
it seems as if its New York correspondent was making game of it. The
able and excellent editor of the "Daily News" gives me complete
liberty on American subjects, and Mrs. Chapman's and other friends'
constant supply of information enables me to use this liberty for
making the cause better understood. I hope I shall hear that you are
coming. It is like a great impertinence—my having written so freely
about your book: but you asked my opinion,—that is all I can say.
Thank you much for sending the book to me. If you come you will
write our names in it, and this will make it a valuable legacy to a
nephew or niece.
Believe me gratefully and affectionately yours,

H

M

.

In London Mrs. Stowe also received the following letter from Prescott,
the historian, which after long wandering had finally rested quietly at her
English publishers awaiting her coming.
P

, October 4, 1856.

M
M .S
,—I am much obliged to you for the copy of
"Dred" which Mr. Phillips put into my hands. It has furnished us our
evening's amusement since we have been in the country, where we
spend the brilliant month of October.
The African race are much indebted to you for showing up the good
sides of their characters, their cheerfulness, and especially their powers
of humor, which are admirably set off by their peculiar patois, in the
same manner as the expression of the Scottish sentiment is by the
peculiar Scottish dialect. People differ; but I was most struck among
your characters with Uncle Tiff and Nina. The former a variation of
good old Uncle Tom, though conceived in a merrier vein than
belonged to that sedate personage; the difference of their tempers in
this respect being well suited to the difference of the circumstances in
which they were placed. But Nina, to my mind, is the true hero of the
book, which I should have named after her instead of "Dred." She is
indeed a charming conception, full of what is called character, and
what is masculine in her nature is toned down by such a delightful
sweetness and kindness of disposition as makes her perfectly
fascinating. I cannot forgive you for smothering her so prematurely.
No dramatis personæ could afford the loss of such a character. But I
will not bore you with criticism, of which you have had quite enough. I
must thank you, however, for giving Tom Gordon a guttapercha cane
to perform his flagellations with.
I congratulate you on the brilliant success of the work, unexampled
even in this age of authorship; and, as Mr. Phillips informs me, greater
even in the old country than in ours. I am glad you are likely to settle
the question and show that a Yankee writer can get a copyright in

England—little thanks to our own government, which compels him to
go there in order to get it.
With sincere regard, believe me, dear Mrs. Stowe,
Very truly yours,
W . H. P

.

From Liverpool, on the eve of her departure for America, Mrs. Stowe
wrote to her daughters in Paris:—
I spent the day before leaving London with Lady Byron. She is
lovelier than ever, and inquired kindly about you both. I left London to
go to Manchester, and reaching there found the Rev. Mr. Gaskell
waiting to welcome me in the station. Mrs. Gaskell seems lovely at
home, where besides being a writer she proves herself to be a firstclass housekeeper, and performs all the duties of a minister's wife.
After spending a delightful day with her I came here to the beautiful
"Dingle," which is more enchanting than ever. I am staying with Mrs.
Edward Cropper, Lord Denman's daughter.
I want you to tell Aunt Mary that Mr. Ruskin lives with his father at
a place called Denmark Hill, Camberwell. He has told me that the
gallery of Turner pictures there is open to me or my friends at any time
of the day or night. Both young and old Mr. Ruskin are fine fellows,
sociable and hearty, and will cordially welcome any of my friends who
desire to look at their pictures.
I write in haste, as I must be aboard the ship to-morrow at eight
o'clock. So good-by, my dear girls, from your ever affectionate mother.
Her last letter written before sailing was to Lady Byron, and serves to
show how warm an intimacy had sprung up between them. It was as
follows:—
June 5, 1857.
D
F
,—I left you with a strange sort of yearning, throbbing
feeling—you make me feel quite as I did years ago, a sort of

girlishness quite odd for me. I have felt a strange longing to send you
something. Don't smile when you see what it turns out to be. I have a
weakness for your pretty Parian things; it is one of my own home
peculiarities to have strong passions for pretty tea-cups and other little
matters for my own quiet meals, when, as often happens, I am too
unwell to join the family. So I send you a cup made of primroses, a
funny little pitcher, quite large enough for cream, and a little vase for
violets and primroses—which will be lovely together—and when you
use it think of me and that I love you more than I can say.
I often think how strange it is that I should know you—you who
were a sort of legend of my early days—that I should love you is only
a natural result. You seem to me to stand on the confines of that land
where the poor formalities which separate hearts here pass like mist
before the sun, and therefore it is that I feel the language of love must
not startle you as strange or unfamiliar. You are so nearly there in spirit
that I fear with every adieu that it may be the last; yet did you pass
within the veil I should not feel you lost.
I have got past the time when I feel that my heavenly friends are
lost by going there. I feel them nearer, rather than farther off.
So good-by, dear, dear friend, and if you see morning in our
Father's house before I do, carry my love to those that wait for me, and
if I pass first, you will find me there, and we shall love each other
forever.
Ever yours,
H. B. S

.

The homeward voyage proved a prosperous one, and it was followed by
a joyous welcome to the "Cabin" in Andover. The world seemed very
bright, and amid all her happiness came no intimation of the terrible blow
about to descend upon the head of the devoted mother.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE MINISTER'S WOOING, 1857-1859.
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after Mrs. Stowe's return from England in June, 1857, a
crushing sorrow came upon her in the death of her oldest son, Henry Ellis,
who was drowned while bathing in the Connecticut River at Hanover, N.
H., where he was pursuing his studies as a member of the Freshman class in
Dartmouth College. This melancholy event took place the 9th of July, 1857,
and the 3d of August Mrs. Stowe wrote to the Duchess of Sutherland:—
D
F
,—Before this reaches you you will have perhaps
learned from other sources of the sad blow which has fallen upon us,—
our darling, our good, beautiful boy, snatched away in the moment of
health and happiness. Alas! could I know that when I parted from my
Henry on English shores that I should never see him more? I returned
to my home, and, amid the jubilee of meeting the rest, was fain to be
satisfied with only a letter from him, saying that his college
examinations were coming on, and he must defer seeing me a week or
two till they were over. I thought then of taking his younger brother
and going up to visit him; but the health of the latter seeming
unfavorably affected by the seacoast air, I turned back with him to a
water-cure establishment. Before I had been two weeks absent a fatal
telegram hurried me home, and when I arrived there it was to find the
house filled with his weeping classmates, who had just come bringing
his remains. There he lay so calm, so placid, so peaceful, that I could

not believe that he would not smile upon me, and that my voice which
always had such power over him could not recall him. There had
always been such a peculiar union, such a tenderness between us. I had
had such power always to call up answering feelings to my own, that it
seemed impossible that he could be silent and unmoved at my grief.
But yet, dear friend, I am sensible that in this last sad scene I had an
alleviation that was not granted to you. I recollect, in the mournful
letter you wrote me about that time, you said that you mourned that
you had never told your own dear one how much you loved him. That
sentence touched me at the time. I laid it to heart, and from that time
lost no occasion of expressing to my children those feelings that we
too often defer to express to our dearest friends till it is forever too
late.
He did fully know how I loved him, and some of the last loving
words he spoke were of me. The very day that he was taken from us,
and when he was just rising from the table of his boarding-house to go
whence he never returned, some one noticed the seal ring, which you
may remember to have seen on his finger, and said, How beautiful that
ring is! Yes, he said, and best of all, it was my mother's gift to me. That
ring, taken from the lifeless hand a few hours later, was sent to me.
Singularly enough, it is broken right across the name from a fall a little
time previous. . . .
It is a great comfort to me, dear friend, that I took Henry with me to
Dunrobin. I hesitated about keeping him so long from his studies, but
still I thought a mind so observing and appreciative might learn from
such a tour more than through books, and so it was. He returned from
England full of high resolves and manly purposes. "I may not be what
the world calls a Christian," he wrote, "but I will live such a life as a
Christian ought to live, such a life as every true man ought to live."
Henceforth he became remarkable for a strict order and energy, and a
vigilant temperance and care of his bodily health, docility and
deference to his parents and teachers, and perseverance in every
duty. . . . Well, from the hard battle of this life he is excused, and the
will is taken for the deed, and whatever comes his heart will not be
pierced as mine is. But I am glad that I can connect him with all my
choicest remembrances of the Old World.

Dunrobin will always be dearer to me now, and I have felt towards
you and the duke a turning of spirit, because I remember how kindly
you always looked on and spoke to him. I knew then it was the angel
of your lost one that stirred your hearts with tenderness when you
looked on another so near his age. The plaid that the duke gave him,
and which he valued as one of the chief of his boyish treasures, will
hang in his room—for still we have a room that we call his.

You will understand, you will feel, this sorrow with us as few can.
My poor husband is much prostrated. I need not say more: you know

what this must be to a father's heart. But still I repeat what I said when
I saw you last. Our dead are ministering angels; they teach us to love,
they fill us with tenderness for all that can suffer. These weary hours
when sorrow makes us for the time blind and deaf and dumb, have
their promise. These hours come in answer to our prayers for nearness
to God. It is always our treasure that the lightning strikes. . . . I have
poured out my heart to you because you can understand. While I was
visiting in Hanover, where Henry died, a poor, deaf old slave woman,
who has still five children in bondage, came to comfort me. "Bear up,
dear soul, she said; you must bear it, for the Lord loves ye." She said
further, "Sunday is a heavy day to me, 'cause I can't work, and can't
hear preaching, and can't read, so I can't keep my mind off my poor
children. Some on 'em the blessed Master's got, and they's safe; but,
oh, there are five that I don't know where they are."
What are our mother sorrows to this! I shall try to search out and
redeem these children, though, from the ill success of efforts already
made, I fear it will be hopeless. Every sorrow I have, every lesson on
the sacredness of family love, makes me the more determined to resist
to the last this dreadful evil that makes so many mothers so much
deeper mourners than I ever can be. . . .
Affectionately yours,
H. B. S

.

About this same time she writes to her daughters in Paris: "Can anybody
tell what sorrows are locked up with our best affections, or what pain may
be associated with every pleasure? As I walk the house, the pictures he used
to love, the presents I brought him, and the photographs I meant to show
him, all pierce my heart. I have had a dreadful faintness of sorrow come
over me at times. I have felt so crushed, so bleeding, so helpless, that I
could only call on my Saviour with groanings that could not be uttered.
Your papa justly said, 'Every child that dies is for the time being an only
one; yes—his individuality no time, no change, can ever replace.'
"Two days after the funeral your father and I went to Hanover. We saw
Henry's friends, and his room, which was just as it was the day he left it.

"'There is not another such room in the college as his,' said one of his
classmates with tears. I could not help loving the dear boys as they would
come and look sadly in, and tell us one thing and another that they
remembered of him. 'He was always talking of his home and his sisters,'
said one. The very day he died he was so happy because I had returned, and
he was expecting soon to go home and meet me. He died with that dear
thought in his heart.
"There was a beautiful lane leading down through a charming glen to the
river. It had been for years the bathing-place of the students, and into the
pure, clear water he plunged, little dreaming that he was never to come out
alive.
"In the evening we went down to see the boating club of which he was a
member. He was so happy in this boating club. They had a beautiful boat
called the Una, and a uniform, and he enjoyed it so much.
"This evening all the different crews were out; but Henry's had their flag
furled, and tied with black crape. I felt such love to the dear boys, all of
them, because they loved Henry, that it did not pain me as it otherwise
would. They were glad to see us there, and I was glad that we could be
there. Yet right above where their boats were gliding in the evening light lay
the bend in the river, clear, still, beautiful, fringed with overhanging pines,
from whence our boy went upward to heaven. To heaven—if earnest, manly
purpose, if sincere, deliberate strife with besetting sin is accepted of God, as
I firmly believe it is. Our dear boy was but a beginner in the right way. Had
he lived, we had hoped to see all wrong gradually fall from his soul as the
worn-out calyx drops from the perfected flower. But Christ has taken him
into his own teaching.
"'And one view of Jesus as He is,
Will strike all sin forever dead.'
"Since I wrote to you last we have had anniversary meetings, and with
all the usual bustle and care, our house full of company. Tuesday we
received a beautiful portrait of our dear Henry, life-size, and as perfect
almost as life. It has just that half-roguish, half-loving expression with
which he would look at me sometimes, when I would come and brush back
his hair and look into his eyes. Every time I go in or out of the room, it

seems to give so bright a smile that I almost think that a spirit dwells within
it.
"When I am so heavy, so weary, and go about as if I were wearing an
arrow that had pierced my heart, I sometimes look up, and this smile seems
to say, 'Mother, patience, I am happy. In our Father's house are many
mansions.' Sometimes I think I am like a gardener who has planted the seed
of some rare exotic. He watches as the two little points of green leaf first
spring above the soil. He shifts it from soil to soil, from pot to pot. He
watches it, waters it, saves it through thousands of mischiefs and accidents.
He counts every leaf, and marks the strengthening of the stem, till at last the
blossom bud was fully formed. What curiosity, what eagerness,—what
expectation—what longing now to see the mystery unfold in the new
flower.
"Just as the calyx begins to divide and a faint streak of color becomes
visible,—lo! in one night the owner of the greenhouse sends and takes it
away. He does, not consult me, he gives me no warning; he silently takes it
and I look, but it is no more. What, then? Do I suppose he has destroyed the
flower? Far from it; I know that he has taken it to his own garden. What
Henry might have been I could guess better than any one. What Henry is, is
known to Jesus only."
Shortly after this time Mrs. Stowe wrote to her sister Catherine:—
If ever I was conscious of an attack of the Devil trying to separate
me from the love of Christ, it was for some days after the terrible news
came. I was in a state of great physical weakness, most agonizing, and
unable to control my thoughts. Distressing doubts as to Henry's
spiritual state were rudely thrust upon my soul. It was as if a voice had
said to me: "You trusted in God, did you? You believed that He loved
you! You had perfect confidence that he would never take your child
till the work of grace was mature! Now He has hurried him into
eternity without a moment's warning, without preparation, and where
is he?"
I saw at last that these thoughts were irrational, and contradicted the
calm, settled belief of my better moments, and that they were
dishonorable to God, and that it was my duty to resist them, and to

assume and steadily maintain that Jesus in love had taken my dear one
to his bosom. Since then the Enemy has left me in peace.
It is our duty to assume that a thing which would be in its very
nature unkind, ungenerous, and unfair has not been done. What should
we think of the crime of that human being who should take a young
mind from circumstances where it was progressing in virtue, and throw
it recklessly into corrupting and depraving society? Particularly if it
were the child of one who had trusted and confided in Him for years.
No! no such slander as this shall the Devil ever fix in my mind against
my Lord and my God! He who made me capable of such an absorbing,
unselfish devotion for my children, so that I would sacrifice my eternal
salvation for them, He certainly did not make me capable of more
love, more disinterestedness than He has himself. He invented mothers'
hearts, and He certainly has the pattern in his own, and my poor, weak
rush-light of love is enough to show me that some things can and some
things cannot be done. Mr. Stowe said in his sermon last Sunday that
the mysteries of God's ways with us must be swallowed up by the
greater mystery of the love of Christ, even as Aaron's rod swallowed
up the rods of the magicians.
Papa and mamma are here, and we have been reading over the
"Autobiography and Correspondence." It is glorious, beautiful; but
more of this anon.
Your affectionate sister,
H
A

.

, August 24, 1857.

D
C
,—Since anniversary papa and I have been living at
home; Grandpa and Grandma Beecher are here also, and we have had
much comfort in their society. . . . To-night the last sad duty is before
us. The body is to be removed from the receiving tomb in the Old
South Churchyard, and laid in the graveyard near by. Pearson has been
at work for a week on a lot that is to be thenceforth ours.
"Our just inheritance consecrated by his grave."

How little he thought, wandering there as he often has with us, that his
mortal form would so soon be resting there. Yet that was written for
him. It was as certain then as now, and the hour and place of our death
is equally certain, though we know it not.
It seems selfish that I should yearn to lie down by his side, but I
never knew how much I loved him till now.
The one lost piece of silver seems more than all the rest,—the one
lost sheep dearer than all the fold, and I so long for one word, one
look, one last embrace. . . .
A

, September 1, 1857.

M
C
,—I must not allow a week to pass without
sending a line to you. . . . Our home never looked lovelier. I never saw
Andover look so beautiful; the trees so green, the foliage so rich. Papa
and I are just starting to spend a week in Brunswick, for I am so
miserable;—so weak—the least exertion fatigues me, and much of my
time I feel a heavy languor, indifferent to everything. I know nothing is
so likely to bring me up as the air of the seaside. . . . I have set many
flowers around Henry's grave, which are blossoming; pansies, white
immortelle, white petunia, and verbenas. Papa walks there every day,
often twice or three times. The lot has been rolled and planted with
fine grass, which is already up and looks green and soft as velvet, and
the little birds gather about it. To-night as I sat there the sky was so
beautiful, all rosy, with the silver moon looking out of it. Papa said
with a deep sigh, "I am submissive, but not reconciled."
B

, September 6, 1857.

M
G
,—Papa and I have been here for four or five days
past. We both of us felt so unwell that we thought we would try the sea
air and the dear old scenes of Brunswick. Everything here is just as we
left it. We are staying with Mrs. Upham, whose house is as wide, cool,
and hospitable as ever. The trees in the yard have grown finely, and
Mrs. Upham has cultivated flowers so successfully that the house is all
surrounded by them. Everything about the town is the same, even to
Miss Gidding's old shop, which is as disorderly as ever, presenting the

same medley of tracts, sewing-silk, darning-cotton, and unimaginable
old bonnets, which existed there of yore. She has been heard to
complain that she can't find things as easily as once. Day before
yesterday papa, Charley, and I went down to Harpswell about seven
o'clock in the morning. The old spruces and firs look lovely as ever,
and I was delighted, as I always used to be, with every step of the way.
Old Getchell's mill stands as forlorn as ever in its sandy wastes, and
More Brook creeps on glassy and clear beyond. Arriving at Harpswell
a glorious hot day, with scarce a breeze to ruffle the water, papa and
Charley went to fish for cunners, who soon proved too cunning for
them, for they ate every morsel of bait off the hooks, so that out of
twenty bites they only secured two or three. What they did get were
fried for our dinner, reinforced by a fine clam-chowder. The evening
was one of the most glorious I ever saw—a calm sea and round, full
moon; Mrs. Upham and I sat out on the rocks between the mainland
and the island until ten o'clock. I never did see a more perfect and
glorious scene, and to add to it there was a splendid northern light
dancing like spirits in the sky. Had it not been for a terrible attack of
mosquitoes in our sleeping-rooms, that kept us up and fighting all
night, we should have called it a perfect success.
We went into the sea to bathe twice, once the day we came, and
about eight o'clock in the morning before we went back. Besides this
we have been to Middle Bay, where Charley, standing where you all
stood before him, actually caught a flounder with his own hand,
whereat he screamed loud enough to scare all the folks on Eagle
Island. We have also been to Maquoit. We have visited the old pond,
and, if I mistake not, the relics of your old raft yet float there; at all
events, one or two fragments of a raft are there, caught among rushes.
I do not realize that one of the busiest and happiest of the train who
once played there shall play there no more. "He shall return to his
house no more, neither shall his place know him any more." I think I
have felt the healing touch of Jesus of Nazareth on the deep wound in
my heart, for I have golden hours of calm when I say: "Even so,
Father, for so it seemed good in thy sight." So sure am I that the most
generous love has ordered all, that I can now take pleasure to give this
little proof of my unquestioning confidence in resigning one of my

dearest comforts to Him. I feel very near the spirit land, and the words,
"I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me," are very sweet.
Oh, if God would give to you, my dear children, a view of the
infinite beauty of Eternal Love,—if He would unite us in himself, then
even on earth all tears might be wiped away.
Papa has preached twice to-day, and is preaching again to-night. He
told me to be sure to write and send you his love. I hope his health is
getting better. Mrs. Upham sends you her best love, and hopes you will
make her a visit some time.
Good-by, my darlings. Come soon to your affectionate mother.
H. B. S.
The winter of 1857 was passed quietly and uneventfully at Andover. In
November Mrs. Stowe contributed to the "Atlantic Monthly" a touching
little allegory, "The Mourning Veil."
In December, 1858, the first chapter of "The Minister's Wooing"
appeared in the same magazine. Simultaneously with this story was written
"The Pearl of Orr's Island," published first as a serial in the "Independent."
She dictated a large part of "The Minister's Wooing" under a great
pressure of mental excitement, and it was a relief to her to turn to the quiet
story of the coast of Maine, which she loved so well.
In February, 1874, Mrs. Stowe received the following words from Mr.
Whittier, which are very interesting in this connection: "When I am in the
mood for thinking deeply I read 'The Minister's Wooing.' But 'The Pearl of
Orr's Island' is my favorite. It is the most charming New England idyl ever
written."
"The Minister's Wooing" was received with universal commendation
from the first, and called forth the following appreciative words from the
pen of Mr. James Russell Lowell:—
"It has always seemed to us that the anti-slavery element in the two
former novels by Mrs. Stowe stood in the way of a full appreciation of her

remarkable genius, at least in her own country. It was so easy to account for
the unexampled popularity of 'Uncle Tom' by attributing it to a cheap
sympathy with sentimental philanthropy! As people began to recover from
the first enchantment, they began also to resent it and to complain that a
dose of that insane Garrison-root which takes the reason prisoner had been
palmed upon them without their knowing it, and that their ordinary watergruel of fiction, thinned with sentiment and thickened with moral, had been
hocussed with the bewildering hasheesh of Abolition. We had the advantage
of reading that truly extraordinary book for the first time in Paris, long after
the whirl of excitement produced by its publication had subsided, in the
seclusion of distance, and with a judgment unbiased by those political
sympathies which it is impossible, perhaps unwise, to avoid at home. We
felt then, and we believe now, that the secret of Mrs. Stowe's power lay in
that same genius by which the great successes in creative literature have
always been achieved,—the genius that instinctively goes right to the
organic elements of human nature, whether under a white skin or a black,
and which disregards as trivial the conventional and factitious notions
which make so large a part both of our thinking and feeling. Works of
imagination written with an aim to immediate impression are commonly
ephemeral, like Miss Martineau's 'Tales,' and Elliott's 'Corn-law Rhymes;'
but the creative faculty of Mrs. Stowe, like that of Cervantes in 'Don
Quixote' and of Fielding in 'Joseph Andrews,' overpowered the narrow
specialty of her design, and expanded a local and temporary theme with the
cosmopolitanism of genius.
"It is a proverb that 'There is a great deal of human nature in men,' but it
is equally and sadly true that there is amazingly little of it in books. Fielding
is the only English novelist who deals with life in its broadest sense.
Thackeray, his disciple and congener, and Dickens, the congener of
Smollett, do not so much treat of life as of the strata of society; the one
studying nature from the club-room window, the other from the reporters'
box in the police court. It may be that the general obliteration of distinctions
of rank in this country, which is generally considered a detriment to the
novelist, will in the end turn to his advantage by compelling him to depend
for his effects on the contrasts and collisions of innate character, rather than
on those shallower traits superinduced by particular social arrangements, or
by hereditary associations. Shakespeare drew ideal, and Fielding natural

men and women; Thackeray draws either gentlemen or snobs, and Dickens
either unnatural men or the oddities natural only in the lowest grades of a
highly artificial system of society. The first two knew human nature; of the
two latter, one knows what is called the world, and the other the streets of
London. Is it possible that the very social democracy which here robs the
novelist of so much romance, so much costume, so much antithesis of caste,
so much in short that is purely external, will give him a set-off in making it
easier for him to get at that element of universal humanity which neither of
the two extremes of an aristocratic system, nor the salient and picturesque
points of contrast between the two, can alone lay open to him?
"We hope to see this problem solved by Mrs. Stowe. That kind of
romantic interest which Scott evolved from the relations of lord and vassal,
of thief and clansman, from the social more than the moral contrast of
Roundhead and Cavalier, of far-descended pauper and nouveau riche which
Cooper found in the clash of savagery with civilization, and the shaggy
virtue bred on the border-land between the two, Indian by habit, white by
tradition, Mrs. Stowe seems in her former novels to have sought in a form
of society alien to her sympathies, and too remote for exact study, or for the
acquirement of that local truth which is the slow result of unconscious
observation. There can be no stronger proof of the greatness of her genius,
of her possessing that conceptive faculty which belongs to the higher order
of imagination, than the avidity with which 'Uncle Tom' was read at the
South. It settled the point that this book was true to human nature, even if
not minutely so to plantation life.
"If capable of so great a triumph where success must so largely depend
on the sympathetic insight of her mere creative power, have we not a right
to expect something far more in keeping with the requirements of art, now
that her wonderful eye is to be the mirror of familiar scenes, and of a
society in which she was bred, of which she has seen so many varieties, and
that, too, in the country, where it is most naïve and original? It is a great
satisfaction to us that in 'The Minister's Wooing' she has chosen her time
and laid her scene amid New England habits and traditions. There is no
other writer who is so capable of perpetuating for us, in a work of art, a
style of thought and manners which railways and newspapers will soon
render as palæozoic as the mastodon or the megalosaurians. Thus far the
story has fully justified our hopes. The leading characters are all fresh and

individual creations. Mrs. Kate Scudder, the notable Yankee housewife;
Mary, in whom Cupid is to try conclusions with Calvin; James Marvyn, the
adventurous boy of the coast, in whose heart the wild religion of nature
swells till the strait swathings of Puritanism are burst; Dr. Hopkins, the
conscientious minister come upon a time when the social prestige of the
clergy is waning, and whose independence will test the voluntary system of
ministerial support; Simeon Brown, the man of theological dialectics, in
whom the utmost perfection of creed is shown to be not inconsistent with
the most contradictory imperfection of life,—all these are characters new to
literature. And the scene is laid just far enough away in point of time to give
proper tone and perspective.
"We think we find in the story, so far as it has proceeded, the promise of
an interest as unhackneyed as it will be intense. There is room for the play
of all the passions and interests that make up the great tragi-comedy of life,
while all the scenery and accessories will be those which familiarity has
made dear to us. We are a little afraid of Colonel Burr, to be sure, it is so
hard to make a historical personage fulfill the conditions demanded by the
novel of every-day life. He is almost sure either to fall below our traditional
conception of him, or to rise above the natural and easy level of character,
into the vague or the melodramatic. Moreover, we do not want a novel of
society from Mrs. Stowe; she is quite too good to be wasted in that way, and
her tread is much more firm on the turf of the "door-yard" or the pasture,
and the sanded floor of the farmhouse, than on the velvet of the salôn. We
have no notion how she is to develop her plot, but we think we foresee
chances for her best power in the struggle which seems foreshadowed
between Mary's conscientious admiration of the doctor and her halfconscious passion for James, before she discovers that one of these
conflicting feelings means simply moral liking and approval, and the other
that she is a woman and that she loves. And is not the value of dogmatic
theology as a rule of life to be thoroughly tested for the doctor by his slavetrading parishioners? Is he not to learn the bitter difference between
intellectual acceptance of a creed and that true partaking of the sacrament of
love and faith and sorrow that makes Christ the very life-blood of our being
and doing? And has not James Marvyn also his lesson to be taught? We
foresee him drawn gradually back by Mary from his recoil against Puritan
formalism to a perception of how every creed is pliant and plastic to a

beautiful nature, of how much charm there may be in an hereditary faith,
even if it have become almost conventional.
"In the materials of character already present in the story, there is scope
for Mrs. Stowe's humor, pathos, clear moral sense, and quick eye for the
scenery of life. We do not believe that there is any one who, by birth,
breeding, and natural capacity, has had the opportunity to know New
England so well as she, or who has the peculiar genius so to profit by the
knowledge. Already there have been scenes in 'The Minister's Wooing' that,
in their lowness of tone and quiet truth, contrast as charmingly with the
humid vagueness of the modern school of novel-writers as 'The Vicar of
Wakefield' itself, and we are greatly mistaken if it do not prove to be the
most characteristic of Mrs. Stowe's works, and therefore that on which her
fame will chiefly rest with posterity."
"The Minister's Wooing" was not completed as a serial till December,
1859. Long before its completion Mrs. Stowe received letters from many
interested readers, who were as much concerned for the future of her
"spiritual children," as George Eliot would call them, as if they had been
flesh and blood.
The following letter from Mr. Lowell is given as the most valuable
received by Mrs. Stowe at this time:—
C

, February 4, 1859.

M
M .S
,—I certainly did mean to write you about
your story, but only to cry bravissima! with the rest of the world. I
intended no kind of criticism; deeming it wholly out of place, and in
the nature of a wet-blanket, so long as a story is unfinished. When I
got the first number in MS., I said to Mr. Phillips that I thought it
would be the best thing you had done, and what followed has only
confirmed my first judgment. From long habit, and from the tendency
of my studies, I cannot help looking at things purely from an æsthetic
point of view, and what I valued in "Uncle Tom" was the genius, and
not the moral. That is saying a good deal, for I never use the word
genius at haphazard, and always (perhaps, too) sparingly. I am going to
be as frank as I ought to be with one whom I value so highly. What
especially charmed me in the new story was, that you had taken your

stand on New England ground. You are one of the few persons lucky
enough to be born with eyes in your head,—that is, with something
behind the eyes which makes them of value. To most people the seeing
apparatus is as useless as the great telescope at the observatory is to
me,—something to stare through with no intelligent result. Nothing
could be better than the conception of your plot (so far as I divine it),
and the painting-in of your figures. As for "theology," it is as much a
part of daily life in New England as in Scotland, and all I should have
to say about it is this: let it crop out when it naturally comes to the
surface, only don't dig down to it. A moral aim is a fine thing, but in
making a story an artist is a traitor who does not sacrifice everything to
art. Remember the lesson that Christ gave us twice over. First, he
preferred the useless Mary to the dish-washing Martha, and next, when
that exemplary moralist and friend of humanity, Judas, objected to the
sinful waste of the Magdalen's ointment, the great Teacher would
rather it should be wasted in an act of simple beauty than utilized for
the benefit of the poor. Cleopatra was an artist when she dissolved her
biggest pearl to captivate her Antony-public. May I, a critic by
profession, say the whole truth to a woman of genius? Yes? And never
be forgiven? I shall try, and try to be forgiven, too. In the first place,
pay no regard to the advice of anybody. In the second place, pay a
great deal to mine! A Kilkenny-cattish style of advice? Not at all. My
advice is to follow your own instincts,—to stick to nature, and to avoid
what people commonly call the "Ideal;" for that, and beauty, and
pathos, and success, all lie in the simply natural. We all preach it, from
Wordsworth down, and we all, from Wordsworth down, don't practice
it. Don't I feel it every day in this weary editorial mill of mine, that
there are ten thousand people who can write "ideal" things for one who
can see, and feel, and reproduce nature and character? Ten thousand,
did I say? Nay, ten million. What made Shakespeare so great? Nothing
but eyes and—faith in them. The same is true of Thackeray. I see
nowhere more often than in authors the truth that men love their
opposites. Dickens insists on being tragic and makes shipwreck.
I always thought (forgive me) that the Hebrew parts of "Dred" were
a mistake. Do not think me impertinent; I am only honestly anxious
that what I consider a very remarkable genius should have faith in

itself. Let your moral take care of itself, and remember that an author's
writing-desk is something infinitely higher than a pulpit. What I call
"care of itself" is shown in that noble passage in the February number
about the ladder up to heaven. That is grand preaching and in the right
way. I am sure that "The Minister's Wooing" is going to be the best of
your products hitherto, and I am sure of it because you show so
thorough a mastery of your material, so true a perception of realities,
without which the ideality is impossible.
As for "orthodoxy," be at ease. Whatever is well done the world
finds orthodox at last, in spite of all the Fakir journals, whose only
notion of orthodoxy seems to be the power of standing in one position
till you lose all the use of your limbs. If, with your heart and brain, you
are not orthodox, in Heaven's name who is? If you mean "Calvinistic,"
no woman could ever be such, for Calvinism is logic, and no woman
worth the name could ever live by syllogisms. Woman charms a higher
faculty in us than reason, God be praised, and nothing has delighted
me more in your new story than the happy instinct with which you
develop this incapacity of the lovers' logic in your female characters.
Go on just as you have begun, and make it appear in as many ways as
you like,—that, whatever creed may be true, it is not true and never
will be that man can be saved by machinery. I can speak with some
chance of being right, for I confess a strong sympathy with many parts
of Calvinistic theology, and, for one thing, believe in hell with all my
might, and in the goodness of God for all that.
I have not said anything. What could I say? One might almost as
well advise a mother about the child she still bears under her heart, and
say, give it these and those qualities, as an author about a work yet in
the brain.
Only this I will say, that I am honestly delighted with "The
Minister's Wooing;" that reading it has been one of my few editorial
pleasures; that no one appreciates your genius more highly than I, or
hopes more fervently that you will let yourself go without regard to
this, that, or t'other. Don't read any criticisms on your story: believe
that you know better than any of us, and be sure that everybody likes
it. That I know. There is not, and never was, anybody so competent to

write a true New England poem as yourself, and have no doubt that
you are doing it. The native sod sends up the best inspiration to the
brain, and you are as sure of immortality as we all are of dying,—if
you only go on with entire faith in yourself.
Faithfully and admiringly yours,
J. R. L

.

After the book was published in England, Mr. Ruskin wrote to Mrs.
Stowe:—
"Well, I have read the book now, and I think nothing can be nobler than
the noble parts of it (Mary's great speech to Colonel Burr, for instance),
nothing wiser than the wise parts of it (the author's parenthetical and underbreath remarks), nothing more delightful than the delightful parts (all that
Virginie says and does), nothing more edged than the edged parts
(Candace's sayings and doings, to wit); but I do not like the plan of the
whole, because the simplicity of the minister seems to diminish the
probability of Mary's reverence for him. I cannot fancy even so good a girl
who would not have laughed at him. Nor can I fancy a man of real intellect
reaching such a period of life without understanding his own feelings better,
or penetrating those of another more quickly.
"Then I am provoked at nothing happening to Mrs. Scudder, whom I
think as entirely unendurable a creature as ever defied poetical justice at the
end of a novel meant to irritate people. And finally, I think you are too
disdainful of what ordinary readers seek in a novel, under the name of
'interest,'—that gradually developing wonder, expectation, and curiosity
which makes people who have no self-command sit up till three in the
morning to get to the crisis, and people who have self-command lay the
book down with a resolute sigh, and think of it all the next day through till
the time comes for taking it up again. Still, I know well that in many
respects it was impossible for you to treat this story merely as a work of
literary art. There must have been many facts which you could not dwell
upon, and which no one may judge by common rules.
"It is also true, as you say once or twice in the course of the work, that
we have not among us here the peculiar religious earnestness you have
mainly to describe.

"We have little earnest formalism, and our formalists are for the most
part hollow, feeble, uninteresting, mere stumbling-blocks. We have the
Simeon Brown species, indeed; and among readers even of his kind the
book may do some good, and more among the weaker, truer people, whom
it will shake like mattresses,—making the dust fly, and perhaps with it some
of the sticks and quill-ends, which often make that kind of person an
objectionable mattress. I write too lightly of the book,—far too lightly,—but
your letter made me gay, and I have been lighter-hearted ever since; only I
kept this after beginning it, because I was ashamed to send it without a line
to Mrs. Browning as well. I do not understand why you should apprehend
(or rather anticipate without apprehension) any absurd criticism on it. It is
sure to be a popular book,—not as 'Uncle Tom' was, for that owed part of its
popularity to its dramatic effect (the flight on the ice, etc.), which I did not
like; but as a true picture of human life is always popular. Nor, I should
think, would any critics venture at all to carp at it.
"The Candace and Virginie bits appear to me, as far as I have yet seen,
the best. I am very glad there is this nice French lady in it: the French are
the least appreciated in general, of all nations, by other nations. . . . My
father says the book is worth its weight in gold, and he knows good work."

When we turn from these criticisms and commendations to the inner
history of this period, we find that the work was done in deep sadness of
heart, and the undertone of pathos that forms the dark background of the
brightest and most humorous parts of "The Minister's Wooing" was the
unconscious revelation of one of sorrowful spirit, who, weary of life, would
have been glad to lie down with her arms "round the wayside cross, and
sleep away into a brighter scene."
Just before beginning the writing of "The Minister's Wooing" she sent
the following letter to Lady Byron:—
A

, June 30, 1858.

M
F
,—I did long to hear from you at a time when few
knew how to speak, because I knew that you did know everything that

sorrow can teach,—you whose whole life has been a crucifixion, a
long ordeal. But I believe that the "Lamb," who stands forever in the
midst of the throne "as it had been slain," has everywhere his
followers, those who are sent into the world, as he was, to suffer for
the redemption of others, and like him they must look to the joy set
before them of redeeming others.
I often think that God called you to this beautiful and terrible
ministry when He suffered you to link your destiny with one so
strangely gifted, so fearfully tempted, and that the reward which is to
meet you, when you enter within the veil, where you must soon pass,
will be to see the angel, once chained and defiled within him, set free
from sin and glorified, and so know that to you it has been given, by
your life of love and faith, to accomplish this glorious change.
I think very much on the subject on which you conversed with me
once,—the future state of retribution. It is evident to me that the spirit
of Christianity has produced in the human spirit a tenderness of love
which wholly revolts from the old doctrine on the subject, and I
observe the more Christ-like any one becomes, the more impossible it
seems for him to accept it; and yet, on the contrary, it was Christ who
said, "Fear Him that is able to destroy soul and body in hell," and the
most appalling language on this subject is that of Christ himself.
Certain ideas once prevalent certainly must be thrown off. An endless
infliction for past sins was once the doctrine that we now generally
reject. The doctrine as now taught is that of an eternal persistence in
evil necessitating eternal punishment, since evil induces misery by an
eternal nature of things, and this, I fear, is inferable from the analogies
of nature, and confirmed by the whole implication of the Bible.
Is there any fair way of disposing of the current of assertion, and
the still deeper undercurrent of implication, on this subject, without
one which loosens all faith in revelation, and throws us on pure
naturalism? But of one thing I am sure,—probation does not end with
this life, and the number of the redeemed may therefore be infinitely
greater than the world's history leads us to suppose.

The views expressed in this letter certainly throw light on many passages
in "The Minister's Wooing."
The following letter, written to her daughter Georgiana, is introduced as
revealing the spirit in which much of "The Minister's Wooing" was written:
—
February 12, 1859.
M
G
,—Why haven't I written? Because, dear
Georgie, I am like the dry, dead, leafless tree, and have only cold,
dead, slumbering buds of hope on the end of stiff, hard, frozen twigs of
thought, but no leaves, no blossoms; nothing to send to a little girl who
doesn't know what to do with herself any more than a kitten. I am cold,
weary, dead; everything is a burden to me.
I let my plants die by inches before my eyes, and do not water
them, and I dread everything I do, and wish it was not to be done, and
so when I get a letter from my little girl I smile and say, "Dear little
puss, I will answer it;" and I sit hour after hour with folded hands,
looking at the inkstand and dreading to begin. The fact is, pussy,
mamma is tired. Life to you is gay and joyous, but to mamma it has
been a battle in which the spirit is willing but the flesh weak, and she
would be glad, like the woman in the St. Bernard, to lie down with her
arms around the wayside cross, and sleep away into a brighter scene.
Henry's fair, sweet face looks down upon me now and then from out a
cloud, and I feel again all the bitterness of the eternal "No" which says
I must never, never, in this life, see that face, lean on that arm, hear
that voice. Not that my faith in God in the least fails, and that I do not
believe that all this is for good. I do, and though not happy, I am
blessed. Weak, weary as I am, I rest on Jesus in the innermost depth of
my soul, and am quite sure that there is coming an inconceivable hour
of beauty and glory when I shall regain Jesus, and he will give me
back my beloved one, whom he is educating in a far higher sphere than
I proposed. So do not mistake me,—only know that mamma is sitting
weary by the wayside, feeling weak and worn, but in no sense
discouraged.

Your affectionate mother,
H. B. S.
So is it ever: when with bold step we press our way into the holy place
where genius hath wrought, we find it to be a place of sorrows. Art has its
Gethsemane and its Calvary as well as religion. Our best loved books and
sweetest songs are those "that tell of saddest thought."
The summer of 1859 found Mrs. Stowe again on her way to Europe, this
time accompanied by all her children except the youngest.

CHAPTER XV.
THE THIRD TRIP TO EUROPE, 1859.
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M . S
' third and last trip to Europe was undertaken in the
summer of 1859. In writing to Lady Byron in May of that year, she says: "I
am at present writing something that interests me greatly, and may interest
you, as an attempt to portray the heart and life of New England, its religion,
theology, and manners. Sampson Low & Son are issuing it in numbers, and
I should be glad to know how they strike you. It is to publish this work
complete that I intend to visit England this summer."
The story thus referred to was "The Minister's Wooing," and Lady
Byron's answer to the above, which is appended, leaves no room for doubt
as to her appreciation of it. She writes:—
L

, May 31, 1859.

D
F
,—I have found, particularly as to yourself, that if I
did not answer from the first impulse, all had evaporated. Your letter
came by the Niagara, which brought Fanny Kemble, to learn the loss
of her best friend, that Miss Fitzhugh whom you saw at my house.
I have an intense interest in your new novel. More power in these
few numbers than in any of your former writings, relatively, at least to
my own mind. More power than in "Adam Bede," which is the book of
the season, and well deserves a high place. Whether Mrs. Scudder will
rival Mrs. Poyser, we shall see.
It would amuse you to hear my granddaughter and myself
attempting to foresee the future of the "love story," being quite

persuaded for the moment that James is at sea, and the minister about
to ruin himself. We think that she will labor to be in love with the selfdevoting man, under her mother's influence, and from that hyperconscientiousness so common with good girls,—but we don't wish her
to succeed. Then what is to become of her older lover? He—Time will
show. I have just missed Dale Owen, with whom I wished to have
conversed about the "Spiritualism." Harris is lecturing here on religion.
I do not hear him praised. People are looking for helps to believe
everywhere but in life,—in music, in architecture, in antiquity, in
ceremony,—and upon all is written, "Thou shalt not believe." At least,
if this be faith, happier the unbeliever. I am willing to see through that
materialism, but if I am to rest there, I would rend the veil.
June 1. The day of the packet's sailing. I shall hope to be visited by
you here. The best flowers sent me have been placed in your little
vases, giving life, as it were, to the remembrance of you, though not to
pass away like them.
Ever yours,
A. T. N
B

.

The entire family, with the exception of the youngest son, was abroad at
this time. The two eldest daughters were in Paris, having previously sailed
for Havre in March, in company with their cousin, Miss Beecher. On their
arrival in Paris, they went directly to the house of their old friend, Madame
Borione, and soon afterwards entered a Protestant school. The rest of the
family, including Mrs. Stowe, her husband and youngest daughter, sailed
for Liverpool early in August. At about the same time, Fred Stowe, in
company with his friend Samuel Scoville, took passage for the same port in
a sailing vessel. A comprehensive outline of the earlier portion of this
foreign tour is given in the following letter written by Professor Stowe to
the sole member of the family remaining in America:
C

C

,S

, September 1, 1859.

D
C
,—We are all here except Fred, and all well.
We have had a most interesting journey, of which I must give a brief
account.

We sailed from New York in the steamer Asia, on the 3d of August
[1859], a very hot day, and for ten days it was the hottest weather I
ever knew at sea. We had a splendid ship's company, mostly
foreigners, Italians, Spaniards, with a sprinkling of Scotch and Irish.
We passed one big iceberg in the night close to, and as the iceberg
wouldn't turn out for us we turned out for the iceberg, and were very
glad to come off so. This was the night of the 9th of August, and after
that we had cooler weather, and on the morning of the 13th the wind
blew like all possessed, and so continued till afternoon. Sunday
morning, the 14th, we got safe into Liverpool, landed, and went to the
Adelphi Hotel. Mamma and Georgie were only a little sick on the way
over, and that was the morning of the 13th.
As it was court time, the high sheriff of Lancashire, Sir Robert
Gerauld, a fine, stout, old, gray-haired John Bull, came thundering up
to the hotel at noon in his grand coach with six beautiful horses with
outriders, and two trumpeters, and twelve men with javelins for a
guard, all dressed in the gayest manner, and rushing along like Time in
the primer, the trumpeters too-ti-toot-tooing like a house a-fire, and
how I wished my little Charley had been there to see it!
Monday we wanted to go and see the court, so we went over to St.
George's Hall, a most magnificent structure, that beats the Boston State
House all hollow, and Sir Robert Gerauld himself met us, and said he
would get us a good place. So he took us away round a narrow,
crooked passage, and opened a little door, where we saw nothing but a
great, crimson curtain, which he told us to put aside and go straight on;
and where do you think we all found ourselves?
Right on the platform with the judges in their big wigs and long
robes, and facing the whole crowded court! It was enough to frighten a
body into fits, but we took it quietly as we could, and your mamma
looked as meek as Moses in her little, battered straw hat and gray
cloak, seeming to say, "I didn't come here o' purpose."
That same night we arrived in London, and Tuesday (August 16th),
riding over the city, we called at Stafford House, and inquired if the
Duchess of Sutherland was there. A servant came out and said the

duchess was in and would be very glad to see us; so your mamma,
Georgie, and I went walking up the magnificent staircase in the
entrance hall, and the great, noble, brilliant duchess came sailing down
the stairs to meet us, in her white morning dress (for it was only four
o'clock in the afternoon, and she was not yet dressed for dinner), took
your mamma into her great bosom, and folded her up till the little
Yankee woman looked like a small gray kitten half covered in a
snowbank, and kissed and kissed her, and then she took up little
Georgie and kissed her, and then she took my hand, and didn't kiss me.
Next day we went to the duchess's villa, near Windsor Castle, and
had a grand time riding round the park, sailing on the Thames, and
eating the very best dinner that was ever set on a table.
We stayed in London till the 25th of August, and then went to Paris
and found H. and E. and H. B. all well and happy; and on the 30th of
August we all went to Geneva together, and to-day, the 1st of
September, we all took a sail up the beautiful Lake Leman here in the
midst of the Alps, close by the old castle of Chillon, about which Lord
Byron has written a poem. In a day or two we shall go to Chamouni,
and then Georgie and I will go back to Paris and London, and so home
at the time appointed. Until then I remain as ever,
Your loving father,
C. E. S

.

Mrs. Stowe accompanied her husband and daughter to England, where,
after traveling and visiting for two weeks, she bade them good-by and
returned to her daughters in Switzerland. From Lausanne she writes under
date of October 9th:—
M
H
,—Here we are at Lausanne, in the Hotel
Gibbon, occupying the very parlor that the Ruskins had when we were
here before. The day I left you I progressed prosperously to Paris.
Reached there about one o'clock at night; could get no carriage, and
finally had to turn in at a little hotel close by the station, where I slept
till morning. I could not but think what if anything should happen to
me there? Nobody knew me or where I was, but the bed was clean, the

room respectable; so I locked my door and slept, then took a carriage
in the morning, and found Madame Borione at breakfast. I write tonight, that you may get a letter from me at the earliest possible date
after your return.
Instead of coming to Geneva in one day, I stopped over one night at
Macon, got to Geneva the next day about four o'clock, and to
Lausanne at eight. Coming up-stairs and opening the door, I found the
whole party seated with their books and embroidery about a centretable, and looking as homelike and cosy as possible. You may imagine
the greetings, the kissing, laughing, and good times generally.
From Lausanne the merry party traveled toward Florence by easy stages,
stopping at Lake Como, Milan, Verona, Venice, Genoa, and Leghorn. At
Florence, where they arrived early in November, they met Fred Stowe and
his friend, Samuel Scoville, and here they were also joined by their
Brooklyn friends, the Howards. Thus it was a large and thoroughly
congenial party that settled down in the old Italian city to spend the winter.
From here Mrs. Stowe wrote weekly letters to her husband in Andover, and
among them are the following, that not only throw light upon their mode of
life, but illustrate a marked tendency of her mind:—
F

, Christmas Day, 1859.

M
H
,—I wish you all a Merry Christmas, hoping to
spend the next one with you.
For us, we are expecting to spend this evening with quite a circle of
American friends. With Scoville and Fred came L. Bacon (son of Dr.
Bacon); a Mr. Porter, who is to study theology at Andover, and is now
making the tour of Europe; Mr. Clarke, formerly minister at Cornwall;
Mr. Jenkyns, of Lowell; Mr. and Mrs. Howard, John and Annie
Howard, who came in most unexpectedly upon us last night. So we
shall have quite a New England party, and shall sing Millais' Christmas
hymn in great force. Hope you will all do the same in the old stone
cabin.
Our parlor is all trimmed with laurel and myrtle, looking like a
great bower, and our mantel and table are redolent with bouquets of

orange blossoms and pinks.
January 16, 1860.
M
H
,—Your letter received to-day has raised quite a
weight from my mind, for it shows that at last you have received all
mine, and that thus the chain of communication between us is
unbroken. What you said about your spiritual experiences in feeling
the presence of dear Henry with you, and, above all, the vibration of
that mysterious guitar, was very pleasant to me. Since I have been in
Florence, I have been distressed by inexpressible yearnings after him,
—such sighings and outreachings, with a sense of utter darkness and
separation, not only from him but from all spiritual communion with
my God. But I have become acquainted with a friend through whom I
receive consoling impressions of these things,—a Mrs. E., of Boston, a
very pious, accomplished, and interesting woman, who has had a
history much like yours in relation to spiritual manifestations.
Without doubt she is what the spiritualists would regard as a very
powerful medium, but being a very earnest Christian, and afraid of
getting led astray, she has kept carefully aloof from all circles and
things of that nature. She came and opened her mind to me in the first
place, to ask my advice as to what she had better do; relating
experiences very similar to many of yours.
My advice was substantially to try the spirits whether they were of
God,—to keep close to the Bible and prayer, and then accept whatever
came. But I have found that when I am with her I receive very strong
impressions from the spiritual world, so that I feel often sustained and
comforted, as if I had been near to my Henry and other departed
friends. This has been at times so strong as greatly to soothe and
support me. I told her your experiences, in which she was greatly
interested. She said it was so rare to hear of Christian and reliable
people with such peculiarities.
I cannot, however, think that Henry strikes the guitar,—that must be
Eliza. Her spirit has ever seemed to cling to that mode of
manifestation, and if you would keep it in your sleeping-room, no
doubt you would hear from it oftener. I have been reading lately a

curious work from an old German in Paris who has been making
experiments in spirit-writing. He purports to describe a series of
meetings held in the presence of fifty witnesses, whose names he
gives, in which writing has come on paper, without the apparition of
hands or any pen or pencil, from various historical people.
He seems a devout believer in inspiration, and the book is curious
for its mixture of all the phenomena, Pagan and Christian, going over
Hindoo, Chinese, Greek, and Italian literature for examples, and then
bringing similar ones from the Bible.
One thing I am convinced of,—that spiritualism is a reaction from
the intense materialism of the present age. Luther, when he recognized
a personal devil, was much nearer right. We ought to enter fully, at
least, into the spiritualism of the Bible. Circles and spiritual jugglery I
regard as the lying signs and wonders, with all deceivableness of
unrighteousness; but there is a real scriptural spiritualism which has
fallen into disuse, and must be revived, and there are, doubtless, people
who, from some constitutional formation, can more readily receive the
impressions of the surrounding spiritual world. Such were apostles,
prophets, and workers of miracles.
Sunday evening. To-day I went down to sit with Mrs. E. in her quiet
parlor. We read in Revelation together, and talked of the saints and
spirits of the just made perfect, till it seemed, as it always does when
with her, as if Henry were close by me. Then a curious thing happened.
She has a little Florentine guitar which hangs in her parlor, quite out of
reach. She and I were talking, and her sister, a very matter-of-fact,
practical body, who attends to temporals for her, was arranging a little
lunch for us, when suddenly the bass string of the guitar was struck
loudly and distinctly.
"Who struck that guitar?" said the sister. We both looked up and
saw that no body or thing was on that side of the room. After the sister
had gone out, Mrs. E. said, "Now, that is strange! I asked last night that
if any spirit was present with us after you came to-day, that it would
try to touch that guitar." A little while after her husband came in, and
as we were talking we were all stopped by a peculiar sound, as if

somebody had drawn a hand across all the strings at once. We
marveled, and I remembered the guitar at home.
What think you? Have you had any more manifestations, any truths
from the spirit world?
About the end of February the pleasant Florentine circle broke up, and
Mrs. Stowe and her party journeyed to Rome, where they remained until the
middle of April. We next find them in Naples, starting on a six days' trip to
Castellamare, Sorrento, Salerno, Pæstum, and Amalfi; then up Vesuvius,
and to the Blue Grotto of Capri, and afterwards back to Rome by diligence.
Leaving Rome on May 9th, they traveled leisurely towards Paris, which
they reached on the 27th. From there Mrs. Stowe wrote to her husband on
May 28th:—
Since my last letter a great change has taken place in our plans, in
consequence of which our passage for America is engaged by the
Europa, which sails the 16th of June; so, if all goes well, we are due in
Boston four weeks from this date. I long for home, for my husband and
children, for my room, my yard and garden, for the beautiful trees of
Andover. We will make a very happy home, and our children will help
us.
Affectionately yours,
H

.

This extended and pleasant tour was ended with an equally pleasant
homeward voyage, for on the Europa were found Nathaniel Hawthorne and
James T. Fields, who proved most delightful traveling companions.
While Mrs. Stowe fully enjoyed her foreign experiences, she was so
thoroughly American in every fibre of her being that she was always
thankful to return to her own land and people. She could not, therefore, in
any degree reciprocate the views of Mr. Ruskin on this subject, as expressed
in the following letter, received soon after her return to Andover:—
G

, June 18, 1860.

D
M .S
,—It takes a great deal, when I am at Geneva, to
make me wish myself anywhere else, and, of all places else, in
London; nevertheless, I very heartily wish at this moment that I were
looking out on the Norwood Hills, and were expecting you and the
children to breakfast to-morrow.
I had very serious thoughts, when I received your note, of running
home; but I expected that very day an American friend, Mr. S., who I
thought would miss me more here than you would in London; so I
stayed.
What a dreadful thing it is that people should have to go to America
again, after coming to Europe! It seems to me an inversion of the order
of nature. I think America is a sort of "United" States of Probation, out
of which all wise people, being once delivered, and having obtained
entrance into this better world, should never be expected to return
(sentence irremediably ungrammatical), particularly when they have
been making themselves cruelly pleasant to friends here. My friend
Norton, whom I met first on this very blue lake water, had no business
to go back to Boston again, any more than you.
I was waiting for S. at the railroad station on Thursday, and
thinking of you, naturally enough,—it seemed so short a while since
we were there together. I managed to get hold of Georgie as she was
crossing the rails, and packed her in opposite my mother and beside
me, and was thinking myself so clever, when you sent that rascally
courier for her! I never forgave him any of his behavior after his
imperativeness on that occasion.
And so she is getting nice and strong? Ask her, please, when you
write, with my love, whether, when she stands now behind the great
stick, one can see much of her on each side?
So you have been seeing the Pope and all his Easter performances?
I congratulate you, for I suppose it is something like "Positively the
last appearance on any stage." What was the use of thinking about
him? You should have had your own thoughts about what was to come
after him. I don't mean that Roman Catholicism will die out so quickly.
It will last pretty nearly as long as Protestantism, which keeps it up;

but I wonder what is to come next. That is the main question just now
for everybody.
So you are coming round to Venice, after all? We shall all have to
come to it, depend upon it, some way or another. There never has been
anything in any other part of the world like Venetian strength well
developed.
I've no heart to write about anything in Europe to you now. When
are you coming back again? Please send me a line as soon as you get
safe over, to say you are all—wrong, but not lost in the Atlantic.
I don't know if you will ever get this letter, but I hope you will think
it worth while to glance again at the Denmark Hill pictures; so I send
this to my father, who, I hope, will be able to give it you.
I really am very sorry you are going,—you and yours; and that is
absolute fact, and I shall not enjoy my Swiss journey at all so much as
I might. It was a shame of you not to give me warning before. I could
have stopped at Paris so easily for you! All good be with you!
Remember me devotedly to the young ladies, and believe me ever
affectionately yours,
J. R

.

In Rome Mrs. Stowe had formed a warm friendship with the Brownings,
with whom she afterwards maintained a correspondence. The following
letter from Mrs. Browning was written a year after their first meeting.
R
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, 14 March, 1861.

M
M . S
,—Let me say one word first. Your letter,
which would have given me pleasure if I had been in the midst of
pleasures, came to me when little beside could have pleased. Dear
friend, let me say it, I had had a great blow and loss in England, and
you wrote things in that letter which seemed meant for me, meant to
do me good, and which did me good,—the first good any letter or any
talk did me; and it struck me as strange, as more than a coincidence,
that your first word since we parted in Rome last spring should come

to me in Rome, and bear so directly on an experience which you did
not know of. I thank you very much.
The earnest stanzas I sent to England for one who wanted them
even more than I. I don't know how people can keep up their
prejudices against spiritualism with tears in their eyes,—how they are
not, at least, thrown on the "wish that it might be true," and the
investigation of the phenomena, by that abrupt shutting in their faces
of the door of death, which shuts them out from the sight of their
beloved. My tendency is to beat up against it like a crying child. Not
that this emotional impulse is the best for turning the key and
obtaining safe conclusions,—no. I did not write before because I
always do shrink from touching my own griefs, one feels at first so
sore that nothing but stillness is borne. It is only after, when one is
better, that one can express one's self at all. This is so with me, at least,
though perhaps it ought not to be so with a poet.
If you saw my "De Profundis" you must understand that it was
written nearly twenty years ago, and referred to what went before. Mr.
Howard's affliction made me think of the MS. (in reference to a
sermon of Dr. Beecher's in the "Independent"), and I pulled it out of a
secret place and sent it to America, not thinking that the publication
would fall in so nearly with a new grief of mine as to lead to
misconceptions. In fact the poem would have been an exaggeration in
that case, and unsuitable in other respects.
It refers to the greatest affliction of my life,—the only time when I
felt despair,—written a year after or more. Forgive all these reticences.
My husband calls me "peculiar" in some things,—peculiarly lâche,
perhaps. I can't articulate some names, or speak of certain afflictions;
—no, not to him,—not after all these years! It's a sort of dumbness of
the soul. Blessed are those who can speak, I say. But don't you see
from this how I must want "spiritualism" above most persons?
Now let me be ashamed of this egotism, together with the rest of
the weakness obtruded on you here, when I should rather have
congratulated you, my dear friend, on the great crisis you are passing
through in America. If the North is found noble enough to stand fast

on the moral question, whatever the loss or diminution of territory,
God and just men will see you greater and more glorious as a nation.
I had much anxiety for you after the Seward and Adams speeches,
but the danger seems averted by that fine madness of the South which
seems judicial. The tariff movement we should regret deeply (and do,
some of us), only I am told it was wanted in order to persuade those
who were less accessible to moral argument. It's eking out the holy
water with ditch water. If the Devil flees before it, even so, let us be
content. How you must feel, you who have done so much to set this
accursed slavery in the glare of the world, convicting it of
hideousness! They should raise a statue to you in America and
elsewhere.
Meanwhile I am reading you in the "Independent," sent to me by
Mr. Tilton, with the greatest interest. Your new novel opens
beautifully.[14]
Do write to me and tell me of yourself and the subjects which
interest us both. It seems to me that our Roman affairs may linger a
little (while the Papacy bleeds slowly to death in its finances) on
account of this violent clerical opposition in France. Otherwise we
were prepared for the fall of the house any morning. Prince Napoleon's
speech represents, with whatever slight discrepancy, the inner mind of
the emperor. It occupied seventeen columns of the "Moniteur" and was
magnificent. Victor Emmanuel wrote to thank him for it in the name of
Italy, and even the English papers praised it as "a masterly exposition
of the policy of France." It is settled that we shall wait for Venice. It
will not be for long. Hungary is only waiting, and even in the ashes of
Poland there are flickering sparks. Is it the beginning of the restitution
of all things?
Here in Rome there are fewer English than usual, and more empty
houses. There is a new story every morning, and nobody to cut off the
head of the Scheherazade. Yesterday the Pope was going to Venice
directly, and, the day before, fixed the hour for Victor Emmanuel's
coming, and the day before that brought a letter from Cavour to
Antonelli about sweeping the streets clean for the feet of the king. The

poor Romans live on these stories, while the Holy Father and king of
Naples meet holding one another's hands, and cannot speak for sobs.
The little queen, however, is a heroine in her way and from her point
of view, and when she drives about in a common fiacre, looking very
pretty under her only crown left of golden hair, one must feel sorry that
she was not born and married nearer to holy ground. My husband
prays you to remember him, and I ask your daughters to remember
both of us. Our boy rides his pony and studies under his abbé, and
keeps a pair of red cheeks, thank God.
I ought to send you more about the society in Rome, but I have
lived much alone this winter, and have little to tell you. Dr. Manning
and Mr. De Vere stay away, not bearing, perhaps, to see the Pope in his
agony.
Your ever affectionate friend,
E
B. B

.

Soon after her return to America Mrs. Stowe began a correspondence
with Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, which opened the way for the warm
friendship that has stood the test of years. Of this correspondence the two
following letters, written about this time, are of attention.
A

, September 9, 1860.

D
D . H
,—I have had an impulse upon me for a long
time to write you a line of recognition and sympathy, in response to
those that reached me monthly in your late story in the "Atlantic"
("Elsie Venner").
I know not what others may think of it, since I have seen nobody
since my return; but to me it is of deeper and broader interest than
anything you have done yet, and I feel an intense curiosity concerning
that underworld of thought from which like bubbles your incidents and
remarks often seem to burst up. The foundations of moral
responsibility, the interlacing laws of nature and spirit, and their
relations to us here and hereafter, are topics which I ponder more and
more, and on which only one medically educated can write well. I
think a course of medical study ought to be required of all ministers.

How I should like to talk with you upon the strange list of topics
suggested in the schoolmaster's letter! They are bound to agitate the
public mind more and more, and it is of the chiefest importance to
learn, if we can, to think soundly and wisely of them. Nobody can be a
sound theologian who has not had his mind drawn to think with
reverential fear on these topics.
Allow me to hint that the monthly numbers are not long enough.
Get us along a little faster. You must work this well out. Elaborate and
give us all the particulars. Old Sophie is a jewel; give us more of her. I
have seen her. Could you ever come out and spend a day with us? The
professor and I would so like to have a talk on some of these matters
with you!
Very truly yours,
H. B. S
A

.

, February 18, 1861.

D
D
,—I was quite indignant to hear yesterday of the very
unjust and stupid attack upon you in the ——. Mr. Stowe has written
to them a remonstrance which I hope they will allow to appear as he
wrote it, and over his name. He was well acquainted with your father
and feels the impropriety of the thing.
But, my dear friend, in being shocked, surprised, or displeased
personally with such things, we must consider other people's natures.
A man or woman may wound us to the quick without knowing it, or
meaning to do so, simply through difference of fibre. As Cowper hath
somewhere happily said:—
"Oh, why are farmers made so coarse,
Or clergy made so fine?
A kick that scarce might move a horse
Might kill a sound divine."
When once people get ticketed, and it is known that one is a
hammer, another a saw, and so on, if we happen to get a taste of their

quality we cannot help being hurt, to be sure, but we shall not take it ill
of them. There be pious, well-intending beetles, wedges, hammers,
saws, and all other kinds of implements, good—except where they
come in the way of our fingers—and from a beetle you can have only a
beetle's gospel.
I have suffered in my day from this sort of handling, which is worse
for us women, who must never answer, and once when I wrote to Lady
Byron, feeling just as you do about some very stupid and unkind things
that had invaded my personality, she answered me, "Words do not kill,
my dear, or I should have been dead long ago."
There is much true religion and kindness in the world, after all, and
as a general thing he who has struck a nerve would be very sorry for it
if he only knew what he had done.
I would say nothing, if I were you. There is eternal virtue in silence.
I must express my pleasure with the closing chapters of "Elsie."
They are nobly and beautifully done, and quite come up to what I
wanted to complete my idea of her character. I am quite satisfied with
it now. It is an artistic creation, original and beautiful.
Believe me to be your true friend,
H. B. S

.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE CIVIL WAR, 1860-1865.
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I
after Mrs. Stowe's return from Europe, it became only too
evident that the nation was rapidly and inevitably drifting into all the
horrors of civil war. To use her own words: "It was God's will that this
nation—the North as well as the South—should deeply and terribly suffer
for the sin of consenting to and encouraging the great oppressions of the
South; that the ill-gotten wealth, which had arisen from striking hands with
oppression and robbery, should be paid back in the taxes of war; that the
blood of the poor slave, that had cried so many years from the ground in
vain, should be answered by the blood of the sons from the best
hearthstones through all the free States; that the slave mothers, whose tears
nobody regarded, should have with them a great company of weepers,
North and South,—Rachels weeping for their children and refusing to be
comforted; that the free States, who refused to listen when they were told of
lingering starvation, cold, privation, and barbarous cruelty, as perpetrated
on the slave, should have lingering starvation, cold, hunger, and cruelty
doing its work among their own sons, at the hands of these slave-masters,
with whose sins our nation had connived."
Mrs. Stowe spoke from personal experience, having seen her own son go
forth in the ranks of those who first responded to the President's call for
volunteers. He was one of the first to place his name on the muster-roll of
Company A of the First Massachusetts Volunteers. While his regiment was
still at the camp in Cambridge, Mrs. Stowe was called to Brooklyn on
important business, from which place she writes to her husband under the
date June 11, 1861:—

"Yesterday noon Henry (Ward Beecher) came in, saying that the
Commonwealth, with the First (Massachusetts) Regiment on board, had just
sailed by. Immediately I was of course eager to get to Jersey City to see
Fred. Sister Eunice said she would go with me, and in a few minutes she,
Hatty, Sam Scoville, and I were in a carriage, driving towards the Fulton
Ferry. Upon reaching Jersey City we found that the boys were dining in the
depot, an immense building with many tracks and platforms. It has a great
cast-iron gallery just under the roof, apparently placed there with prophetic
instinct of these times. There was a crowd of people pressing against the
grated doors, which were locked, but through which we could see the
soldiers. It was with great difficulty that we were at last permitted to go
inside, and that object seemed to be greatly aided by a bit of printed satin
that some man gave Mr. Scoville.
"When we were in, a vast area of gray caps and blue overcoats was
presented. The boys were eating, drinking, smoking, talking, singing, and
laughing. Company A was reported to be here, there, and everywhere. At
last S. spied Fred in the distance, and went leaping across the tracks towards
him. Immediately afterwards a blue-overcoated figure bristling with
knapsack and haversack, and looking like an assortment of packages, came
rushing towards us.
"Fred was overjoyed, you may be sure, and my first impulse was to wipe
his face with my handkerchief before I kissed him. He was in high spirits,
in spite of the weight of blue overcoat, knapsack, etc., etc., that he would
formerly have declared intolerable for half an hour. I gave him my
handkerchief and Eunice gave him hers, with a sheer motherly instinct that
is so strong within her, and then we filled his haversack with oranges.
"We stayed with Fred about two hours, during which time the gallery
was filled with people, cheering and waving their handkerchiefs. Every now
and then the band played inspiriting airs, in which the soldiers joined with
hearty voices. While some of the companies sang, others were drilled, and
all seemed to be having a general jollification. The meal that had been
provided was plentiful, and consisted of coffee, lemonade, sandwiches, etc.
"On our way out we were introduced to the Rev. Mr. Cudworth, chaplain
of the regiment. He is a fine-looking man, with black eyes and hair, set off

by a white havelock. He wore a sword, and Fred, touching it, asked, 'Is this
for use or ornament, sir?'
"'Let me see you in danger,' answered the chaplain, 'and you'll find out.'
"I said to him I supposed he had had many an one confided to his kind
offices, but I could not forbear adding one more to the number. He
answered, 'You may rest assured, Mrs. Stowe, I will do all in my power.'
"We parted from Fred at the door. He said he felt lonesome enough
Saturday evening on the Common in Boston, where everybody was taking
leave of somebody, and he seemed to be the only one without a friend, but
that this interview made up for it all.
"I also saw young Henry. Like Fred he is mysteriously changed, and
wears an expression of gravity and care. So our boys come to manhood in a
day. Now I am watching anxiously for the evening paper to tell me that the
regiment has reached Washington in safety."
In November, 1862, Mrs. Stowe was invited to visit Washington, to be
present at a great thanksgiving dinner provided for the thousands of fugitive
slaves who had flocked to the city. She accepted the invitation the more
gladly because her son's regiment was encamped near the city, and she
should once more see him. He was now Lieutenant Stowe, having honestly
won his promotion by bravery on more than one hard-fought field. She
writes of this visit:—
Imagine a quiet little parlor with a bright coal fire, and the gaslight
burning above a centre-table, about which Hatty, Fred, and I are
seated. Fred is as happy as happy can be to be with mother and sister
once more. All day yesterday we spent in getting him. First we had to
procure a permit to go to camp, then we went to the fort where the
colonel is, and then to another where the brigadier-general is stationed.
I was so afraid they would not let him come with us, and was never
happier than when at last he sprang into the carriage free to go with us
for forty-eight hours. "Oh!" he exclaimed in a sort of rapture, "this
pays for a year and a half of fighting and hard work!"

We tried hard to get the five o'clock train out to Laurel, where J.'s
regiment is stationed, as we wanted to spend Sunday all together; but
could not catch it, and so had to content ourselves with what we could
have. I have managed to secure a room for Fred next ours, and feel as
though I had my boy at home once more. He is looking very well, has
grown in thickness, and is as loving and affectionate as a boy can be.
I have just been writing a pathetic appeal to the brigadier-general to
let him stay with us a week. I have also written to General
Buckingham in regard to changing him from the infantry, in which
there seems to be no prospect of anything but garrison duty, to the
cavalry, which is full of constant activity.
General B. called on us last evening. He seemed to think the
prospect before us was, at best, of a long war. He was the officer
deputed to carry the order to General McClellan relieving him of
command of the army. He carried it to him in his tent about twelve
o'clock at night. Burnside was there. McClellan said it was very
unexpected, but immediately turned over the command. I said I
thought he ought to have expected it after having so disregarded the
President's order. General B. smiled and said he supposed McClellan
had done that so often before that he had no idea any notice would be
taken of it this time.
Now, as I am very tired, I must close, and remain as always,
lovingly yours,
H

.

During the darkest and most bitter period of the Civil War, Mrs. Stowe
penned the following letter to the Duchess of Argyll:—
A

, July 31, 1863.

M
F
,—Your lovely, generous letter was a real comfort
to me, and reminded me that a year—and, alas! a whole year—had
passed since I wrote to your dear mother, of whom I think so often as
one of God's noblest creatures, and one whom it comforts me to think
is still in our world.

So many, good and noble, have passed away whose friendship was
such a pride, such a comfort to me! Your noble father, Lady Byron,
Mrs. Browning,—their spirits are as perfect as ever passed to the world
of light. I grieve about your dear mother's eyes. I have thought about
you all, many a sad, long, quiet hour, as I have lain on my bed and
looked at the pictures on my wall; one, in particular, of the moment
before the Crucifixion, which is the first thing I look at when I wake in
the morning. I think how suffering is, and must be, the portion of noble
spirits, and no lot so brilliant that must not first or last dip into the
shadow of that eclipse. Prince Albert, too, the ideal knight, the Prince
Arthur of our times, the good, wise, steady head and heart we—that is,
our world, we Anglo-Saxons—need so much. And the Queen! yes, I
have thought of and prayed for her, too. But could a woman hope to
have always such a heart, and yet ever be weaned from earth "all this
and heaven, too"?
Under my picture I have inscribed, "Forasmuch as Christ also hath
suffered for us in the flesh, arm yourselves with the same mind."
This year has been one long sigh, one smothering sob, to me. And I
thank God that we have as yet one or two generous friends in England
who understand and feel for our cause.
The utter failure of Christian, anti-slavery England, in those
instincts of a right heart which always can see where the cause of
liberty lies, has been as bitter a grief to me as was the similar
prostration of all our American religious people in the day of the
Fugitive Slave Law. Exeter Hall is a humbug, a pious humbug, like the
rest. Lord Shaftesbury. Well, let him go; he is a Tory, and has, after all,
the instincts of his class. But I saw your duke's speech to his tenants!
That was grand! If he can see these things, they are to be seen, and
why cannot Exeter Hall see them? It is simply the want of the honest
heart.
Why do the horrible barbarities of Southern soldiers cause no
comment? Why is the sympathy of the British Parliament reserved for
the poor women of New Orleans, deprived of their elegant amusement
of throwing vitriol into soldiers' faces, and practicing indecencies

inconceivable in any other state of society? Why is all expression of
sympathy on the Southern side? There is a class of women in New
Orleans whom Butler protects from horrible barbarities, that up to his
day have been practiced on them by these so-called New Orleans
ladies, but British sympathy has ceased to notice them. You see I am
bitter. I am. You wonder at my brother. He is a man, and feels a
thousand times more than I can, and deeper than all he ever has
expressed, the spirit of these things. You must not wonder, therefore.
Remember it is the moment when every nerve is vital; it is our agony;
we tread the winepress alone, and they whose cheap rhetoric has been
for years pushing us into it now desert en masse. I thank my God I
always loved and trusted most those who now do stand true,—your
family, your duke, yourself, your noble mother. I have lost Lady
Byron. Her great heart, her eloquent letters, would have been such a
joy to me! And Mrs. Browning, oh such a heroic woman! None of her
poems can express what she was,—so grand, so comprehending, so
strong, with such inspired insight! She stood by Italy through its crisis.
Her heart was with all good through the world. Your prophecy that we
shall come out better, truer, stronger, will, I am confident, be true, and
it was worthy of yourself and your good lineage.
Slavery will be sent out by this agony. We are only in the throes and
ravings of the exorcism. The roots of the cancer have gone
everywhere, but they must die—will. Already the Confiscation Bill is
its natural destruction. Lincoln has been too slow. He should have done
it sooner, and with an impulse, but come it must, come it will. Your
mother will live to see slavery abolished, unless England forms an
alliance to hold it up. England is the great reliance of the slave-power
to-day, and next to England the faltering weakness of the North, which
palters and dare not fire the great broadside for fear of hitting friends.
These things must be done, and sudden, sharp remedies are mercy. Just
now we are in a dark hour; but whether God be with us or not, I know
He is with the slave, and with his redemption will come the solution of
our question. I have long known what and who we had to deal with in
this, for when I wrote "Uncle Tom's Cabin" I had letters addressed to
me showing a state of society perfectly inconceivable. That they
violate graves, make drinking-cups of skulls, that ladies wear cameos

cut from bones, and treasure scalps, is no surprise to me. If I had
written what I knew of the obscenity, brutality, and cruelty of that
society down there, society would have cast out the books; and it is for
their interest, the interest of the whole race in the South, that we should
succeed. I wish them no ill, feel no bitterness; they have had a
Dahomian education which makes them savage. We don't expect any
more of them, but if slavery is destroyed, one generation of education
and liberty will efface these stains. They will come to themselves,
these States, and be glad it is over.
I am using up my paper to little purpose. Please give my best love
to your dear mother. I am going to write to her. If I only could have
written the things I have often thought! I am going to put on her
bracelet, with the other dates, that of the abolition of slavery in the
District of Columbia. Remember me to the duke and to your dear
children. My husband desires his best regards, my daughters also.
I am lovingly ever yours,
H. B. S

.

Later in the year we hear again from her son in the army, and this time
the news comes in a chaplain's letter from the terrible field of Gettysburg.
He writes:—
G
M . H. B. S

, P ., Saturday, July 11, 9.30 P. M.

:

Dear Madam,—Among the thousands of wounded and dying men
on this war-scarred field, I have just met with your son, Captain Stowe.
If you have not already heard from him, it may cheer your heart to
know that he is in the hands of good, kind friends. He was struck by a
fragment of a shell, which entered his right ear. He is quiet and
cheerful, longs to see some member of his family, and is, above all,
anxious that they should hear from him as soon as possible. I assured
him I would write at once, and though I am wearied by a week's labor
here among scenes of terrible suffering, I know that, to a mother's
anxious heart, even a hasty scrawl about her boy will be more than
welcome.

May God bless and sustain you in this troubled time!
Yours with sincere sympathy,
J. M. C

.

The wound in the head was not fatal, and after weary months of intense
suffering it imperfectly healed; but the cruel iron had too nearly touched the
brain of the young officer, and never again was he what he had been. Soon
after the war his mother bought a plantation in Florida, largely in the hope
that the out-of-door life connected with its management might be beneficial
to her afflicted son. He remained on it for several years, and then, being
possessed with the idea that a long sea voyage would do him more good
than anything else, sailed from New York to San Francisco around the
Horn. That he reached the latter city in safety is known; but that is all. No
word from him or concerning him has ever reached the loving hearts that
have waited so anxiously for it, and of his ultimate fate nothing is known.
Meantime, the year 1863 was proving eventful in many other ways to
Mrs. Stowe. In the first place, the long and pleasant Andover connection of
Professor Stowe was about to be severed, and the family were to remove to
Hartford, Conn. They were to occupy a house that Mrs. Stowe was building
on the bank of Park River. It was erected in a grove of oaks that had in her
girlhood been one of Mrs. Stowe's favorite resorts. Here, with her friend
Georgiana May, she had passed many happy hours, and had often declared
that if she were ever able to build a house, it should stand in that very place.
Here, then, it was built in 1863, and as the location was at that time beyond
the city limits, it formed, with its extensive, beautiful groves, a particularly
charming place of residence. Beautiful as it was, however, it was occupied
by the family for only a few years. The needs of the growing city caused
factories to spring up in the neighborhood, and to escape their
encroachments the Stowes in 1873 bought and moved into the house on
Forest Street that has ever since been their Northern home. Thus the only
house Mrs. Stowe ever planned and built for herself has been appropriated
to the use of factory hands, and is now a tenement occupied by several
families.
Another important event of 1863 was the publishing of that charming
story of Italy, "Agnes of Sorrento," which had been begun nearly four years

before. This story suggested itself to Mrs. Stowe while she was abroad
during the winter of 1859-60. The origin of the story is as follows: One
evening, at a hotel in Florence, it was proposed that the various members of
the party should write short stories and read them for the amusement of the
company. Mrs. Stowe took part in this literary contest, and the result was
the first rough sketch of "Agnes of Sorrento." From this beginning was
afterwards elaborated "Agnes of Sorrento," with a dedication to Annie
Howard, who was one of the party.

THE OLD HOME AT HARTFORD

Not the least important event of the year to Mrs. Stowe, and the world at
large through her instrumentality, was the publication in the "Atlantic
Monthly" of her reply to the address of the women of England. The "reply"
is substantially as follows:—
January, 1863.
A REPLY
To "The affectionate and Christian Address of many thousands of
Women of Great Britain and Ireland to their Sisters, the Women
of the United States of America," (signed by)
A
O
C
H
E
E
E
M

M
C

B

(Duchess of Bedford).
C
(Countess Cowley).
G
(Countess Grosvenor).
S
(Duchess of Sutherland).
A
(Duchess of Argyll).
F
(Countess Fortescue).
S
(Countess of Shaftesbury).
R
(Baroness Ruthven).

M. A. M
(wife of Dean of St. Paul).
R. B
(daughter of Sir Thomas Fowell
Buxton).
C
A
O
(wife of Professor Owen).
M .C
W
.
C. A. HATHERTON (Baroness Hatherton).
E
D
(Countess Dowager of Ducie).
C
P
(wife of Baron Parke).
M
A C
(wife of the Lord Mayor of
London).
E. G
(Duchess Dowager of Gordon).
A
M. L. M
(daughter of Earl of Leven
and Melville).
G
E
(Lady Ebrington).
A. H (Viscountess Hill).
M .G
(wife of Bishop Gobat of Jerusalem).
E. P
(Viscountess Palmerston).
(And others).
S
,—More than eight years ago you sent to us in America a
document with the above heading. It is as follows:—
"A common origin, a common faith, and, we sincerely believe, a
common cause, urge us, at the present moment, to address you on the
subject of that system of negro slavery which still prevails so
extensively, and, even under kindly disposed masters, with such
frightful results, in many of the vast regions of the Western world.
"We will not dwell on the ordinary topics,—on the progress of
civilization, on the advance of freedom everywhere, on the rights and
requirements of the nineteenth century; but we appeal to you very
seriously to reflect, and to ask counsel of God, how far such a state of
things is in accordance with his Holy Word, the inalienable rights of
immortal souls, and the pure and merciful spirit of the Christian
religion. We do not shut our eyes to the difficulties, nay, the dangers,
that might beset the immediate abolition of that long-established
system. We see and admit the necessity of preparation for so great an
event; but, in speaking of indispensable preliminaries, we cannot be

silent on those laws of your country which, in direct contravention of
God's own law, 'instituted in the time of man's innocency,' deny in
effect to the slave the sanctity of marriage, with all its joys, rights, and
obligations; which separate, at the will of the master, the wife from the
husband, and the children from the parents. Nor can we be silent on
that awful system which, either by statute or by custom, interdicts to
any race of men, or any portion of the human family, education in the
truths of the gospel and the ordinances of Christianity. A remedy
applied to these two evils alone would commence the amelioration of
their sad condition. We appeal to you then, as sisters, as wives, and as
mothers, to raise your voices to your fellow-citizens, and your prayers
to God, for the removal of this affliction and disgrace from the
Christian world.
"We do not say these things in a spirit of self-complacency, as
though our nation were free from the guilt it perceives in others.
"We acknowledge with grief and shame our heavy share in this
great sin. We acknowledge that our forefathers introduced, nay
compelled the adoption, of slavery in those mighty colonies. We
humbly confess it before Almighty God; and it is because we so deeply
feel and unfeignedly avow our own complicity, that we now venture to
implore your aid to wipe away our common crime and our common
dishonor."

This address, splendidly illuminated on vellum, was sent to our
shores at the head of twenty-six folio volumes, containing considerably
more than half a million of signatures of British women. It was
forwarded to me with a letter from a British nobleman, now occupying
one of the highest official positions in England, with a request on
behalf of these ladies that it should be in any possible way presented to
the attention of my countrywomen.
This memorial, as it now stands in its solid oaken case, with its
heavy folios, each bearing on its back the imprint of the American
eagle, forms a most unique library, a singular monument of an

international expression of a moral idea. No right-thinking person can
find aught to be objected against the substance or form of this
memorial. It is temperate, just, and kindly; and on the high ground of
Christian equality, where it places itself, may be regarded as a perfectly
proper expression of sentiment, as between blood relations and equals
in two different nations. The signatures to this appeal are not the least
remarkable part of it; for, beginning at the very steps of the throne, they
go down to the names of women in the very humblest conditions in
life, and represent all that Great Britain possesses, not only of highest
and wisest, but of plain, homely common sense and good feeling.
Names of wives of cabinet ministers appear on the same page with the
names of wives of humble labourers,—names of duchesses and
countesses, of wives of generals, ambassadors, savants, and men of
letters, mingled with names traced in trembling characters by hands
evidently unused to hold the pen, and stiffened by lowly toil. Nay, so
deep and expansive was the feeling, that British subjects in foreign
lands had their representation. Among the signatures are those of
foreign residents, from Paris to Jerusalem. Autographs so diverse, and
collected from sources so various, have seldom been found in
juxtaposition. They remain at this day a silent witness of a most
singular tide of feeling which at that time swept over the British
community and made for itself an expression, even at the risk of
offending the sensibilities of an equal and powerful nation.
No reply to that address, in any such tangible and monumental
form, has ever been possible. It was impossible to canvass our vast
territories with the zealous and indefatigable industry with which
England was canvassed for signatures. In America, those possessed of
the spirit which led to this efficient action had no leisure for it. All their
time and energies were already absorbed in direct efforts to remove the
great evil, concerning which the minds of their English sisters had been
newly aroused, and their only answer was the silent continuance of
these efforts.
From the slaveholding States, however, as was to be expected, came
a flood of indignant recrimination and rebuke. No one act, perhaps,
ever produced more frantic irritation, or called out more unsparing
abuse. It came with the whole united weight of the British aristocracy

and commonalty on the most diseased and sensitive part of our national
life; and it stimulated that fierce excitement which was working before,
and has worked since, till it has broken out into open war.
The time has come, however, when such an astonishing page has
been turned, in the anti-slavery history of America, that the women of
our country, feeling that the great anti-slavery work to which their
English sisters exhorted them is almost done, may properly and
naturally feel moved to reply to their appeal, and lay before them the
history of what has occurred since the receipt of their affectionate and
Christian address.
Your address reached us just as a great moral conflict was coming to
its intensest point. The agitation kept up by the anti-slavery portion of
America, by England, and by the general sentiment of humanity in
Europe, had made the situation of the slaveholding aristocracy
intolerable. As one of them at the time expressed it, they felt
themselves under the ban of the civilized world. Two courses only
were open to them: to abandon slave institutions, the sources of their
wealth and political power, or to assert them with such an
overwhelming national force as to compel the respect and assent of
mankind. They chose the latter.
To this end they determined to seize on and control all the resources
of the Federal Government, and to spread their institutions through
new States and Territories until the balance of power should fall into
their hands and they should be able to force slavery into all the free
States.
A leading Southern senator boasted that he would yet call the roll of
his slaves on Bunker Hill; and for a while the political successes of the
slave-power were such as to suggest to New England that this was no
impossible event.
They repealed the Missouri Compromise, which had hitherto stood
like the Chinese wall, between our Northwestern Territories and the
irruptions of slaveholding barbarians.

Then came the struggle between freedom and slavery in the new
territory; the battle for Kansas and Nebraska, fought with fire and
sword and blood, where a race of men, of whom John Brown was the
immortal type, acted over again the courage, the perseverance, and the
military-religious ardor of the old Covenanters of Scotland, and like
them redeemed the ark of liberty at the price of their own blood, and
blood dearer than their own.
The time of the Presidential canvass which elected Mr. Lincoln was
the crisis of this great battle. The conflict had become narrowed down
to the one point of the extension of slave territory. If the slaveholders
could get States enough, they could control and rule; if they were
outnumbered by free States, their institutions, by the very law of their
nature, would die of suffocation. Therefore Fugitive Slave Law,
District of Columbia, Inter-State Slave-trade, and what not, were all
thrown out of sight for a grand rally on this vital point. A President was
elected pledged to opposition to this one thing alone,—a man known to
be in favor of the Fugitive Slave Law and other so-called compromises
of the Constitution, but honest and faithful in his determination on this
one subject. That this was indeed the vital point was shown by the
result. The moment Lincoln's election was ascertained, the slaveholders
resolved to destroy the Union they could no longer control.
They met and organized a Confederacy which they openly declared
to be the first republic founded on the right and determination of the
white man to enslave the black man, and, spreading their banners,
declared themselves to the Christian world of the nineteenth century as
a nation organized with the full purpose and intent of perpetuating
slavery.
But in the course of the struggle that followed, it became important
for the new confederation to secure the assistance of foreign powers,
and infinite pains were then taken to blind and bewilder the mind of
England as to the real issues of the conflict in America.
It has been often and earnestly asserted that slavery had nothing to
do with this conflict; that it was a mere struggle for power; that the
only object was to restore the Union as it was, with all its abuses. It is
to be admitted that expressions have proceeded from the national

administration which naturally gave rise to misapprehension, and
therefore we beg to speak to you on this subject more fully.
And first the declaration of the Confederate States themselves is
proof enough, that, whatever may be declared on the other side, the
maintenance of slavery is regarded by them as the vital object of their
movement.
We ask your attention under this head to the declaration of their
Vice-President, Stephens, in that remarkable speech delivered on the
21st of March, 1861, at Savannah, Georgia, wherein he declares the
object and purposes of the new Confederacy. It is one of the most
extraordinary papers which our century has produced. I quote from the
verbatim report in the "Savannah Republican" of the address as it was
delivered in the Athenæum of that city, on which occasion, says the
newspaper from which I copy, "Mr. Stephens took his seat amid a burst
of enthusiasm and applause such as the Athenæum has never had
displayed within its walls within the recollection 'of the oldest
inhabitant.'"
Last, not least, the new Constitution has put at rest forever all the
agitating questions relating to our peculiar institution,—African slavery
as it exists among us, the proper status of the negro in our form of
civilization. This was the immediate cause of the late rupture and
present revolution. Jefferson, in his forecast, had anticipated this as the
"rock upon which the old Union would split." He was right. What was
a conjecture with him is now a realized fact. But whether he fully
comprehended the great truth upon which that rock stood and stands
may be doubted.
The prevailing ideas entertained by him and most of the leading
statesmen at the time of the formation of the old Constitution were, that
the enslavement of the African was in violation of the laws of nature;
that it was wrong in principle, socially, morally, and politically.
In the mean while, during the past year, the Republican
administration, with all the unwonted care of organizing an army and
navy, and conducting military operations on an immense scale, have
proceeded to demonstrate the feasibility of overthrowing slavery by

purely constitutional measures. To this end they have instituted a series
of movements which have made this year more fruitful in anti-slavery
triumphs than any other since the emancipation of the British West
Indies. The District of Columbia, as belonging strictly to the national
government and to no separate State, has furnished a fruitful subject of
remonstrance from British Christians with America. We have abolished
slavery there, and thus wiped out the only blot of territorial
responsibility on our escutcheon.
By another act, equally grand in principle, and far more important in
its results, slavery is forever excluded from the Territories of the
United States.
By another act, America has consummated the long-delayed treaty
with Great Britain for the suppression of the slave-trade. In ports
whence slave vessels formerly sailed with the connivance of the port
officers, the administration has placed men who stand up to their duty,
and for the first time in our history the slave-trader is convicted and
hung as a pirate. This abominable secret traffic has been wholly
demolished by the energy of the Federal Government.
Lastly, and more significant still, the United States government has
in its highest official capacity taken distinct anti-slavery ground, and
presented to the country a plan of peaceable emancipation with suitable
compensation. This noble-spirited and generous offer has been urged
on the slaveholding States by the chief executive with earnestness and
sincerity. But this is but half the story of the anti-slavery triumphs of
this year. We have shown you what has been done for freedom by the
simple use of the ordinary constitutional forces of the Union. We are
now to show you what has been done to the same end by the
constitutional war-power of the nation.
By this power it has been this year decreed that every slave of a
rebel who reaches the lines of our army becomes a free man; that all
slaves found deserted by their masters become free men; that every
slave employed in any service for the United States thereby obtains his
liberty; and that every slave employed against the United States in any
capacity obtains his liberty; and lest the army should contain officers
disposed to remand slaves to their masters, the power of judging and

delivering up slaves is denied to army officers, and all such acts are
made penal.
By this act the Fugitive Slave Law is for all present purposes
practically repealed. With this understanding and provision, wherever
our armies march they carry liberty with them. For be it remembered
that our army is almost entirely a volunteer one, and that the most
zealous and ardent volunteers are those who have been for years
fighting, with tongue and pen, the abolition battle. So marked is the
character of our soldiers in this respect, that they are now familiarly
designated in the official military dispatches of the Confederate States
as "the Abolitionists." Conceive the results when an army so
empowered by national law marches through a slave territory. One
regiment alone has to our certain knowledge liberated two thousand
slaves during the past year, and this regiment is but one out of
hundreds.
Lastly, the great decisive measure of the war has appeared,—the
President's Proclamation of Emancipation.
This also has been much misunderstood and misrepresented in
England. It has been said to mean virtually this: Be loyal and you shall
keep your slaves; rebel and they shall be free. But let us remember
what we have just seen of the purpose and meaning of the Union to
which the rebellious States are invited back. It is to a Union which has
abolished slavery in the District of Columbia, and interdicted slavery in
the Territories; which vigorously represses the slave-trade, and hangs
the convicted slaver as a pirate; which necessitates emancipation by
denying expansion to slavery, and facilitates it by the offer of
compensation. Any slaveholding States which should return to such a
Union might fairly be supposed to return with the purpose of peaceable
emancipation. The President's Proclamation simply means this: Come
in and emancipate peaceably with compensation; stay out and I
emancipate, nor will I protect you from the consequences.
Will our sisters in England feel no heartbeat at that event? Is it not
one of the predicted voices of the latter day, saying under the whole
heavens, "It is done; the kingdoms of this world are become the
kingdoms of our Lord and of His Christ"?

And now, sisters of England, in this solemn, expectant hour, let us
speak to you of one thing which fills our hearts with pain and
solicitude. It is an unaccountable fact, and one which we entreat you
seriously to ponder, that the party which has brought the cause of
freedom thus far on its way, during the past eventful year, has found
little or no support in England. Sadder than this, the party which makes
slavery the chief corner-stone of its edifice finds in England its
strongest defenders.
The voices that have spoken for us who contend for liberty have
been few and scattering. God forbid that we should forget those few
noble voices, so sadly exceptional in the general outcry against us!
They are, alas! too few to be easily forgotten. False statements have
blinded the minds of your community, and turned the most generous
sentiments of the British heart against us. The North are fighting for
supremacy and the South for independence, has been the voice.
Independence? for what? to do what? To prove the doctrine that all
men are not equal; to establish the doctrine that the white may enslave
the negro!
In the beginning of our struggle, the voices that reached us across
the water said: "If we were only sure you were fighting for the
abolition of slavery, we should not dare to say whither our sympathies
for your cause might not carry us." Such, as we heard, were the words
of the honored and religious nobleman who draughted this very letter
which you signed and sent us, and to which we are now replying.
When these words reached us we said: "We can wait; our friends in
England will soon see whither this conflict is tending." A year and a
half have passed; step after step has been taken for liberty; chain after
chain has fallen, till the march of our armies is choked and clogged by
the glad flocking of emancipated slaves; the day of final emancipation
is set; the border States begin to move in voluntary consent; universal
freedom for all dawns like the sun in the distant horizon, and still no
voice from England. No voice? Yes, we have heard on the high seas the
voice of a war-steamer, built for a man-stealing Confederacy, with
English gold, in an English dockyard, going out of an English harbor,
manned by English sailors, with the full knowledge of English

government officers, in defiance of the Queen's proclamation of
neutrality! So far has English sympathy overflowed. We have heard of
other steamers, iron-clad, designed to furnish to a slavery-defending
Confederacy their only lack,—a navy for the high seas. We have heard
that the British Evangelical Alliance refuses to express sympathy with
the liberating party, when requested to do so by the French Evangelical
Alliance. We find in English religious newspapers all those sad degrees
in the downward-sliding scale of defending and apologizing for
slaveholders and slaveholding, with which we have so many years
contended in our own country. We find the President's Proclamation of
Emancipation spoken of in those papers only as an incitement to
servile insurrection. Nay, more,—we find in your papers, from
thoughtful men, the admission of the rapid decline of anti-slavery
sentiments in England.
This very day the writer of this has been present at a solemn
religious festival in the national capital, given at the home of a portion
of those fugitive slaves who have fled to our lines for protection,—
who, under the shadow of our flag, find sympathy and succor. The
national day of thanksgiving was there kept by over a thousand
redeemed slaves, and for whom Christian charity had spread an ample
repast. Our sisters, we wish you could have witnessed the scene. We
wish you could have heard the prayer of a blind old negro, called
among his fellows John the Baptist, when in touching broken English
he poured forth his thanksgivings. We wish you could have heard the
sound of that strange rhythmical chant which is now forbidden to be
sung on Southern plantations,—the psalm of this modern exodus,—
which combines the barbaric fire of the Marseillaise with the religious
fervor of the old Hebrew prophet:—
"Oh, go down, Moses,
Way down into Egypt's land!
Tell King Pharaoh
To let my people go!
Stand away dere,
Stand away dere,
And let my people go!"

As we were leaving, an aged woman came and lifted up her hands in
blessing. "Bressed be de Lord dat brought me to see dis first happy day
of my life! Bressed be de Lord!" In all England is there no Amen?
We have been shocked and saddened by the question asked in an
association of Congregational ministers in England, the very blood
relations of the liberty-loving Puritans,—"Why does not the North let
the South go?"
What! give up the point of emancipation for these four million
slaves? Turn our backs on them, and leave them to their fate? What!
leave our white brothers to run a career of oppression and robbery, that,
as sure as there is a God that ruleth in the armies of heaven, will bring
down a day of wrath and doom? Remember that wishing success to this
slavery-establishing effort is only wishing to the sons and daughters of
the South all the curses that God has written against oppression. Mark
our words! If we succeed, the children of these very men who are now
fighting us will rise up to call us blessed. Just as surely as there is a
God who governs in the world, so surely all the laws of national
prosperity follow in the train of equity; and if we succeed, we shall
have delivered the children's children of our misguided brethren from
the wages of sin, which is always and everywhere death.
And now, sisters of England, think it not strange if we bring back
the words of your letter, not in bitterness, but in deepest sadness, and
lay them down at your door. We say to you, Sisters, you have spoken
well; we have heard you; we have heeded; we have striven in the
cause, even unto death. We have sealed our devotion by desolate hearth
and darkened homestead,—by the blood of sons, husbands, and
brothers. In many of our dwellings the very light of our lives has gone
out; and yet we accept the life-long darkness as our own part in this
great and awful expiation, by which the bonds of wickedness shall be
loosed, and abiding peace established on the foundation of
righteousness. Sisters, what have you done, and what do you mean to
do?
We appeal to you as sisters, as wives, and as mothers, to raise your
voices to your fellow-citizens, and your prayers to God for the removal
of this affliction and disgrace from the Christian world.

In behalf of many thousands of American women.
H
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, November 27, 1862.

The publication of this reply elicited the following interesting letter from
John Bright:—
R

, March 9, 1863.

D
M .S
,—I received your kind note with real pleasure,
and felt it very good of you to send me a copy of the "Atlantic
Monthly" with your noble letter to the women of England. I read every
word of it with an intense interest, and I am quite sure that its effect
upon opinion here has been marked and beneficial. It has covered some
with shame, and it has compelled many to think, and it has stimulated
not a few to act. Before this reaches you, you will have seen what large
and earnest meetings have been held in all our towns in favor of
abolition and the North. No town has a building large enough to
contain those who come to listen, to applaud, and to vote in favor of
freedom and the Union. The effect of this is evident on our newspapers
and on the tone of Parliament, where now nobody says a word in favor
of recognition, or mediation, or any such thing.
The need and duty of England is admitted to be a strict neutrality,
but the feeling of the millions of her people is one of friendliness to the
United States and its government. It would cause universal rejoicing,
among all but a limited circle of aristocracy and commercially rich and
corrupt, to hear that the Northern forces had taken Vicksburg on the
great river, and Charleston on the Atlantic, and that the neck of the
conspiracy was utterly broken.
I hope your people may have strength and virtue to win the great
cause intrusted to them, but it is fearful to contemplate the amount of
the depravity in the North engendered by the long power of slavery.
New England is far ahead of the States as a whole,—too instructed and
too moral; but still I will hope that she will bear the nation through this
appalling danger.

I well remember the evening at Rome and our conversation. You
lamented the election of Buchanan. You judged him with a more
unfriendly but a more correct eye than mine. He turned out more
incapable and less honest than I hoped for. And I think I was right in
saying that your party was not then sufficiently consolidated to enable
it to maintain its policy in the execution, even had Frémont been
elected. As it is now, six years later, the North but falteringly supports
the policy of the government, though impelled by the force of events
which then you did not dream of. President Lincoln has lived half his
troubled reign. In the coming half I hope he may see land; surely
slavery will be so broken up that nothing can restore and renew it; and,
slavery once fairly gone, I know not how all your States can long be
kept asunder.
Believe me very sincerely yours,
J
B

.

It also called forth from Archbishop Whately the following letter:—
P

,D

, January, 1863.

D
M
,—In acknowledging your letter and pamphlet, I take
the opportunity of laying before you what I collect to be the prevailing
sentiments here on American affairs. Of course there is a great variety
of opinion, as may be expected in a country like ours. Some few
sympathize with the Northerns, and some few with the Southerns, but
far the greater portion sympathize with neither completely, but lament
that each party should be making so much greater an expenditure of
life and property than can be compensated for by any advantage they
can dream of obtaining.
Those who are the least favorable to the Northerns are not so from
any approbation of slavery, but from not understanding that the war is
waged in the cause of abolition. "It was waged," they say, "ostensibly
for the restoration of the Union," and in attestation of this, they refer to
the proclamation which announced the confiscation of slaves that were
the property of secessionists, while those who adhered to the Federal
cause should be exempt from such confiscation, which, they say, did
not savor much of zeal for abolition. And if the other object—the

restoration of the Union—could be accomplished, which they all
regard as hopeless, they do not understand how it will tend to the
abolition of slavery. On the contrary, "if," say they, "the separation had
been allowed to take place peaceably, the Northerns might, as we do,
have proclaimed freedom to every slave who set foot on their territory;
which would have been a great check to slavery, and especially to any
cruel treatment of slaves." Many who have a great dislike to slavery yet
hold that the Southerns had at least as much right to secede as the
Americans had originally to revolt from Great Britain. And there are
many who think that, considering the dreadful distress we have
suffered from the cotton famine, we have shown great forbearance in
withstanding the temptation of recognizing the Southern States and to
break the blockade.
Then, again, there are some who are provoked at the incessant
railing at England, and threats of an invasion of Canada, which are
poured forth in some of the American papers.
There are many, also, who consider that the present state of things
cannot continue much longer if the Confederates continue to hold their
own, as they have done hitherto; and that a people who shall have
maintained their independence for two or three years will be
recognized by the principal European powers. Such appears to have
been the procedure of the European powers in all similar cases, such as
the revolt of the Anglo-American and Spanish-American colonies, of
the Haytians and the Belgians. In these and other like cases, the rule
practically adopted seems to have been to recognize the revolters, not
at once, but after a reasonable time had been allowed to see whether
they could maintain their independence; and this without being
understood to have pronounced any decision either way as to the
justice of the cause.
Moreover, there are many who say that the negroes and people of
color are far from being kindly or justly treated in the Northern States.
An emancipated slave, at any rate, has not received good training for
earning his bread by the wages of labor; and if, in addition to this and
his being treated as an outcast, he is excluded, as it is said, from many

employments, by the refusal of white laborers to work along with him,
he will have gained little by taking refuge in the Northern States.
I have now laid before you the views which I conceive to be most
prevalent among us, and for which I am not myself responsible.
For the safe and effectual emancipation of slaves, I myself consider
there is no plan so good as the gradual one which was long ago
suggested by Bishop Hinds. What he recommended was an ad valorem
tax upon slaves,—the value to be fixed by the owner, with an option to
government to purchase at that price. Thus the slaves would be a
burden to the master, and those the most so who should be the most
valuable, as being the most intelligent and steady, and therefore the
best qualified for freedom; and it would be his interest to train his
slaves to be free laborers, and to emancipate them, one by one, as
speedily as he could with safety. I fear, however, that the time is gone
by for trying this experiment in America.
With best wishes for the new year, believe me
Yours faithfully,
R .W

.

Among the many letters written from this side of the Atlantic regarding
the reply, was one from Nathaniel Hawthorne, in which he says:—
I read with great pleasure your article in the last "Atlantic." If
anything could make John Bull blush, I should think it might be that;
but he is a hardened and villainous hypocrite. I always felt that he
cared nothing for or against slavery, except as it gave him a vantageground on which to parade his own virtue and sneer at our iniquity.
With best regards from Mrs. Hawthorne and myself to yourself and
family, sincerely yours,
N

' H
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CHAPTER XVII.
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I 1866, the terrible conflict between the North and South having ended,
Mrs. Stowe wrote the following letter to the Duchess of Argyll:—
H

, February 19, 1866.

M
F
,—Your letter was a real spring of comfort to me,
bringing refreshingly the pleasant library at Inverary and the lovely
days I spent there.
I am grieved at what you say of your dear mother's health. I showed
your letter to Mrs. Perkins, and we both agreed in saying that we
should like for a time to fill the place of maid to her, as doubtless you
all feel, too. I should so love to be with her, to read to her, and talk to
her! and oh, there is so much that would cheer and comfort a noble
heart like hers that we could talk about. Oh, my friend, when I think of
what has been done these last few years, and of what is now doing, I
am lost in amazement. I have just, by way of realizing it to myself,
been reading "Uncle Tom's Cabin" again, and when I read that book,
scarred and seared and burned into with the memories of an anguish
and horror that can never be forgotten, and think it is all over now, all
past, and that now the questions debated are simply of more or less
time before granting legal suffrage to those who so lately were held
only as articles of merchandise,—when this comes over me I think no
private or individual sorrow can ever make me wholly without

comfort. If my faith in God's presence and real, living power in the
affairs of men ever grows dim, this makes it impossible to doubt.
I have just had a sweet and lovely Christian letter from Garrison,
whose beautiful composure and thankfulness in his hour of victory are
as remarkable as his wonderful courage in the day of moral battle. His
note ends with the words, "And who but God is to be glorified?"
Garrison's attitude is far more exalted than that of Wendell Phillips. He
acknowledges the great deed done. He suspends his "Liberator" with
words of devout thanksgiving, and devotes himself unobtrusively to the
work yet to be accomplished for the freedmen; while Phillips seems
resolved to ignore the mighty work that has been done, because of the
inevitable shortcomings and imperfections that beset it still. We have a
Congress of splendid men,—men of stalwart principle and
determination. We have a President[15] honestly seeking to do right;
and if he fails in knowing just what right is, it is because he is a man
born and reared in a slave State, and acted on by many influences
which we cannot rightly estimate unless we were in his place. My
brother Henry has talked with him earnestly and confidentially, and has
faith in him as an earnest, good man seeking to do right. Henry takes
the ground that it is unwise and impolitic to endeavor to force negro
suffrage on the South at the point of the bayonet. His policy would be,
to hold over the negro the protection of our Freedman's Bureau until
the great laws of free labor shall begin to draw the master and servant
together; to endeavor to soothe and conciliate, and win to act with us, a
party composed of the really good men at the South.
For this reason he has always advocated lenity of measures towards
them. He wants to get them into a state in which the moral influence of
the North can act upon them beneficially, and to get such a state of
things that there will be a party at the South to protect the negro.
Charles Sumner is looking simply at the abstract right of the thing.
Henry looks at actual probabilities. We all know that the state of
society at the South is such that laws are a very inadequate protection
even to white men. Southern elections always have been scenes of mob
violence when only white men voted.

Multitudes of lives have been lost at the polls in this way, and if
against their will negro suffrage was forced upon them, I do not see
how any one in their senses can expect anything less than an immediate
war of races.
If negro suffrage were required as a condition of acquiring political
position, there is no doubt the slave States would grant it; grant it
nominally, because they would know that the grant never could or
would become an actual realization. And what would then be gained
for the negro?
I am sorry that people cannot differ on such great and perplexing
public questions without impugning each other's motives. Henry has
been called a back-slider because of the lenity of his counsels, but I
cannot but think it is the Spirit of Christ that influences him. Garrison
has been in the same way spoken of as a deserter, because he says that
a work that is done shall be called done, and because he would not
keep up an anti-slavery society when slavery is abolished; and I think
our President is much injured by the abuse that is heaped on him, and
the selfish and unworthy motives that are ascribed to him by those who
seem determined to allow to nobody an honest, unselfish difference in
judgment from their own.
Henry has often spoken of you and your duke as pleasant memories
in a scene of almost superhuman labor and excitement. He often said to
me: "When this is all over,—when we have won the victory,—then I
will write to the duchess." But when it was over and the flag raised
again at Sumter his arm was smitten down with the news of our
President's death! We all appreciate your noble and true sympathy
through the dark hour of our national trial. You and yours are almost
the only friends we now have left in England. You cannot know what it
was, unless you could imagine your own country to be in danger of
death, extinction of nationality. That, dear friend, is an experience
which shows us what we are and what we can feel. I am glad to hear
that we may hope to see your son in this country. I fear so many
pleasant calls will beset his path that we cannot hope for a moment, but
it would give us all the greatest pleasure to see him here. Our dull,
prosy, commonplace, though good old Hartford could offer few

attractions compared with Boston or New York, and yet I hope he will
not leave us out altogether if he comes among us. God bless him! You
are very happy indeed in being permitted to keep all your dear ones and
see them growing up.
I want to ask a favor. Do you have, as we do, cartes de visite? If you
have, and could send me one of yourself and the duke and of Lady
Edith and your eldest son, I should be so very glad to see how you are
looking now; and the dear mother, too, I should so like to see how she
looks. It seems almost like a dream to look back to those pleasant days.
I am glad to see you still keep some memories of our goings on.
Georgie's marriage is a very happy one to us. They live in Stockbridge,
the loveliest part of Massachusetts, and her husband is a most devoted
pastor, and gives all his time and property to the great work which he
has embraced, purely for the love of it. My other daughters are with
me, and my son, Captain Stowe, who has come with weakened health
through our struggle, suffering constantly from the effects of a wound
in his head received at Gettysburg, which makes his returning to his
studies a hard struggle. My husband is in better health since he
resigned his professorship, and desires his most sincere regards to
yourself and the duke, and his profound veneration to your mother.
Sister Mary also desires to be remembered to you, as do also my
daughters. Please tell me a little in your next of Lady Edith; she must
be very lovely now.
I am, with sincerest affection, ever yours,
H. B. S

.

Soon after the close of the war Mrs. Stowe conceived the idea of making
for herself and her family a winter home in the South, where she might
escape the rigors of Northern winters, and where her afflicted son Frederick
might enjoy an out-of-door life throughout the year. She was also most
anxious to do her share towards educating and leading to a higher life those
colored people whom she had helped so largely to set free, and who were
still in the state of profound ignorance imposed by slavery. In writing of her
hopes and plans to her brother Charles Beecher, in 1866, she says:—

"My plan of going to Florida, as it lies in my mind, is not in any sense a
mere worldly enterprise. I have for many years had a longing to be more
immediately doing Christ's work on earth. My heart is with that poor people
whose cause in words I have tried to plead, and who now, ignorant and
docile, are just in that formative stage in which whoever seizes has them.
"Corrupt politicians are already beginning to speculate on them as
possible capital for their schemes, and to fill their poor heads with all sorts
of vagaries. Florida is the State into which they have, more than anywhere
else, been pouring. Emigration is positively and decidedly setting that way;
but as yet it is mere worldly emigration, with the hope of making money,
nothing more.
"The Episcopal Church is, however, undertaking, under direction of the
future Bishop of Florida, a wide-embracing scheme of Christian activity for
the whole State. In this work I desire to be associated, and my plan is to
locate at some salient point on the St. John's River, where I can form the
nucleus of a Christian neighborhood, whose influence shall be felt far
beyond its own limits."
During this year Mrs. Stowe partially carried her plan into execution by
hiring an old plantation called "Laurel Grove," on the west side of the St.
John's River, near the present village of Orange Park. Here she established
her son Frederick as a cotton planter, and here he remained for two years.
This location did not, however, prove entirely satisfactory, nor did the
raising of cotton prove to be, under the circumstances, a profitable business.
After visiting Florida during the winter of 1866-67, at which time her
attention was drawn to the beauties and superior advantages of Mandarin on
the east side of the river, Mrs. Stowe writes from Hartford, May 29, 1867, to
Rev. Charles Beecher:—
M
B
,—We are now thinking seriously of a place in
Mandarin much more beautiful than any other in the vicinity. It has on
it five large date palms, an olive tree in full bearing, besides a fine
orange grove which this year will yield about seventy-five thousand
oranges. If we get that, then I want you to consider the expediency of
buying the one next to it. It contains about two hundred acres of land,
on which is a fine orange grove, the fruit from which last year brought

in two thousand dollars as sold at the wharf. It is right on the river, and
four steamboats pass it each week, on their way to Savannah and
Charleston. There is on the place a very comfortable cottage, as houses
go out there, where they do not need to be built as substantially as with
us.

THE HOME AT MANDARIN, FLORIDA.

I am now in correspondence with the Bishop of Florida, with a view
to establishing a line of churches along the St. John's River, and if I
settle at Mandarin, it will be one of my stations. Will you consent to
enter the Episcopal Church and be our clergyman? You are just the
man we want. If my tasks and feelings did not incline me toward the
Church, I should still choose it as the best system for training immature
minds such as those of our negroes. The system was composed with
reference to the wants of the laboring class of England, at a time when
they were as ignorant as our negroes now are.
I long to be at this work, and cannot think of it without my heart
burning within me. Still I leave all with my God, and only hope He will
open the way for me to do all that I want to for this poor people.

Affectionately yours,
H. B. S

.

Mrs. Stowe had some years before this joined the Episcopal Church, for
the sake of attending the same communion as her daughters, who were
Episcopalians. Her brother Charles did not, however, see fit to change his
creed, and though he went to Florida he settled a hundred and sixty miles
west from the St. John's River, at Newport, near St. Marks, on the Gulf
coast, and about twenty miles from Tallahassee. Here he lived every winter
and several summers for fifteen years, and here he left the impress of his
own remarkably sweet and lovely character upon the scattered population of
the entire region.
Mrs. Stowe in the mean time purchased the property, with its orange
grove and comfortable cottage, that she had recommended to him, and thus
Mandarin became her winter home. No one who has ever seen it can forget
the peaceful beauty of this Florida home and its surroundings. The house, a
story and a half cottage of many gables, stands on a bluff overlooking the
broad St. John's, which is five miles wide at this point. It nestles in the shade
of a grove of superb, moss-hung live-oaks, around one of which the front
piazza is built. Several fine old orange trees also stand near the cottage,
scenting the air with the sweet perfume of their blossoms in the early spring,
and offering their golden fruit to whoever may choose to pluck it during the
winter months. Back of the house stretches the well-tended orange grove in
which Mrs. Stowe took such genuine pride and pleasure. Everywhere about
the dwelling and within it were flowers and singing birds, while the rose
garden in front, at the foot of the bluff, was the admiration of all who saw it.
Here, on the front piazza, beneath the grand oaks, looking out on the
calm sunlit river, Professor Stowe enjoyed that absolute peace and restful
quiet for which his scholarly nature had always longed, but which had been
forbidden to the greater part of his active life. At almost any hour of the day
the well-known figure, with snow-white, patriarchal beard and kindly face,
might be seen sitting there, with a basket of books, many of them in dead
and nearly forgotten languages, close at hand. An amusing incident of
family life was as follows: Some Northern visitors seemed to think that the
family had no rights which were worthy of a a moment's consideration.
They would land at the wharf, roam about the place, pick flowers, peer into

the house through the windows and doors, and act with that disregard of all
the proprieties of life which characterizes ill-bred people when on a journey.
The professor had been driven well-nigh distracted by these migratory
bipeds. One day, when one of them broke a branch from an orange tree
directly before his eyes, and was bearing it off in triumph with all its load of
golden fruit, he leaped from his chair, and addressed the astonished
individual on those fundamental principles of common honesty, which he
deemed outraged by this act. The address was vigorous and truthful, but of a
kind which will not bear repeating. "Why," said the horror-stricken culprit,
"I thought that this was Mrs. Stowe's place!" "You thought it was Mrs.
Stowe's place!" Then, in a voice of thunder, "I would have you understand,
sir, that I am the proprietor and protector of Mrs. Stowe and of this place,
and if you commit any more such shameful depredations I will have you
punished as you deserve!" Thus this predatory Yankee was taught to realize
that there is a God in Israel.
In April, 1869, Mrs. Stowe was obliged to hurry North in order to visit
Canada in time to protect her English rights in "Oldtown Folks," which she
had just finished.
About this time she secured a plot of land, and made arrangements for
the erection on it of a building that should be used as a schoolhouse through
the week, and as a church on Sunday. For several years Professor Stowe
preached during the winter in this little schoolhouse, and Mrs. Stowe
conducted Sunday-school, sewing classes, singing classes, and various other
gatherings for instruction and amusement, all of which were well attended
and highly appreciated by both the white and colored residents of the
neighborhood.
Upon one occasion, having just arrived at her Mandarin home, Mrs.
Stowe writes:—
"At last, after waiting a day and a half in Charleston, we arrived here
about ten o'clock Saturday morning, just a week from the day we sailed. The
house looked so pretty, and quiet, and restful, the day was so calm and
lovely, it seemed as though I had passed away from all trouble, and was
looking back upon you all from a secure resting-place. Mr. Stowe is very
happy here, and is constantly saying how pleasant it is, and how glad he is

that he is here. He is so much improved in health that already he is able to
take a considerable walk every day.
"We are all well, contented, and happy, and we have six birds, two dogs,
and a pony. Do write more and oftener. Tell me all the little nothings and
nowheres. You can't imagine how they are magnified by the time they have
reached into this remote corner."
In 1872 she wrote a series of Florida sketches, which were published in
book form, the following year, by J. R. Osgood & Co., under the title of
"Palmetto Leaves." May 19, 1873, she writes to her brother Charles at
Newport, Fla.:—
"Although you have not answered my last letter, I cannot leave Florida
without saying good-by. I send you the 'Palmetto Leaves' and my parting
love. If I could either have brought or left my husband, I should have come
to see you this winter. The account of your roses fills me with envy.
"We leave on the San Jacinto next Saturday, and I am making the most of
the few charming hours yet left; for never did we have so delicious a spring.
I never knew such altogether perfect weather. It is enough to make a saint
out of the toughest old Calvinist that ever set his face as a flint. How do you
think New England theology would have fared if our fathers had been
landed here instead of on Plymouth Rock?
"The next you hear of me will be at the North, where our address is
Forest Street, Hartford. We have bought a pretty cottage there, near to Belle,
and shall spend the summer there."
In a letter written in May of the following year to her son Charles, at
Harvard, Mrs. Stowe says: "I can hardly realize that this long, flowery
summer, with its procession of blooms and fruit, has been running on at the
same time with the snowbanks and sleet storms of the North. But so it is. It
is now the first of May. Strawberries and blackberries are over with us;
oranges are in a waning condition, few and far between. Now we are going
North to begin another summer, and have roses, strawberries, blackberries,
and green peas come again.
"I am glad to hear of your reading. The effect produced on you by
Jonathan Edwards is very similar to that produced on me when I took the

same mental bath. His was a mind whose grasp and intensity you cannot
help feeling. He was a poet in the intensity of his conceptions, and some of
his sermons are more terrible than Dante's 'Inferno.'"
In November, 1874, upon their return to Mandarin, she writes: "We have
had heavenly weather, and we needed it; for our house was a cave of spiderwebs, cockroaches, dirt, and all abominations, but less than a week has
brought it into beautiful order. It now begins to put on that quaint, lively,
pretty air that so fascinates me. Our weather is, as I said, heavenly, neither
hot nor cold; cool, calm, bright, serene, and so tranquillizing. There is
something indescribable about the best weather we have down here. It does
not debilitate me like the soft October air in Hartford."
During the following February, she writes in reply to an invitation to visit
a Northern watering place later in the season: "I shall be most happy to
come, and know of nothing to prevent. I have, thank goodness, no serial
story on hand for this summer, to hang like an Old Man of the Sea about my
neck, and hope to enjoy a little season of being like other folks. It is a most
lovely day to-day, most unfallen Eden-like."
In a letter written later in the same season, March 28, 1875, Mrs. Stowe
gives us a pleasant glimpse at their preparations for the proper observance
of Easter Sunday in the little Mandarin schoolhouse. She says: "It was the
week before Easter, and we had on our minds the dressing of the church.
There my two Gothic fireboards were to be turned into a pulpit for the
occasion. I went to Jacksonville and got a five-inch moulding for a base, and
then had one fireboard sawed in two, so that there was an arched panel for
each end. Then came a rummage for something for a top, and to make a
desk of, until it suddenly occurred to me that our old black walnut extension
table had a set of leaves. They were exactly the thing. The whole was
trimmed with a beading of yellow pine, and rubbed, and pumice-stoned, and
oiled, and I got out my tubes of paint and painted the nail-holes with
Vandyke brown. By Saturday morning it was a lovely little Gothic pulpit,
and Anthony carried it over to the schoolhouse and took away the old desk
which I gave him for his meeting-house. That afternoon we drove out into
the woods and gathered a quantity of superb Easter lilies, papaw,
sparkleberry, great fern-leaves, and cedar. In the evening the girls went over
to the Meads to practice Easter hymns; but I sat at home and made a cross,

eighteen inches long, of cedar and white lilies. This Southern cedar is the
most exquisite thing; it is so feathery and delicate.
"Sunday morning was cool and bright, a most perfect Easter. Our little
church was full, and everybody seemed delighted with the decorations. Mr.
Stowe preached a sermon to show that Christ is going to put everything
right at last, which is comforting. So the day was one of real pleasure, and
also I trust of real benefit, to the poor souls who learned from it that Christ
is indeed risen for them."
During this winter the following characteristic letters passed between
Mrs. Stowe and her valued friend, Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, called forth
by the sending to the latter of a volume of Mrs. Stowe's latest stories:—
B

, January 8, 1876.

M
M .S
,—I would not write to thank you for your
most welcome "Christmas Box,"
"A box whose sweets compacted lie,"
before I had read it, and every word of it. I have been very much taken
up with antics of one kind and another, and have only finished it this
afternoon. The last of the papers was of less comparative value to me
than to a great fraction of your immense parish of readers, because I
am so familiar with every movement of the Pilgrims in their own
chronicles.
"Deacon Pitkin's Farm" is full of those thoroughly truthful touches
of New England in which, if you are not unrivaled, I do not know who
your rival may be. I wiped the tears from one eye in reading "Deacon
Pitkin's Farm."
I wiped the tears, and plenty of them, from both eyes, in reading
"Betty's Bright Idea." It is a most charming and touching story, and
nobody can read who has not a heart like a pebble, without being
melted into tenderness.
How much you have done and are doing to make our New England
life wholesome and happy! If there is any one who can look back over

a literary life which has pictured our old and helped our new
civilization, it is yourself. Of course your later books have harder work
cut out for them than those of any other writer. They have had "Uncle
Tom's Cabin" for a rival. The brightest torch casts a shadow in the
blaze of a light, and any transcendent success affords the easiest handle
for that class of critics whose method is the one that Dogberry held to
be "odious."
I think it grows pleasanter to us to be remembered by the friends we
still have, as with each year they grow fewer. We have lost Agassiz and
Sumner from our circle, and I found Motley stricken with threatening
illness (which I hope is gradually yielding to treatment), in the
profoundest grief at the loss of his wife, another old and dear friend of
mine. So you may be assured that I feel most sensibly your kind
attention, and send you my heartfelt thanks for remembering me.
Always, dear Mrs. Stowe, faithfully yours,
O. W. H

.

To this letter Mrs. Stowe replied as follows:—
M

, February 23, 1876.

D
D
,—How kind it was of you to write me that very
beautiful note! and how I wish you were just where I am, to see the
trees laden at the same time with golden oranges and white blossoms! I
should so like to cut off a golden cluster, leaves and all, for you. Well,
Boston seems very far away and dreamy, like some previous state of
existence, as I sit on the veranda and gaze on the receding shores of the
St. John's, which at this point is five miles wide.
Dear doctor, how time slips by! I remember when Sumner seemed
to me a young man, and now he has gone. And Wilson has gone, and
Chase, whom I knew as a young man in society in Cincinnati, has
gone, and Stanton has gone, and Seward has gone, and yet how lively
the world races on! A few air-bubbles of praise or lamentation, and
away sails the great ship of life, no matter over whose grave!

Well, one cannot but feel it! To me, also, a whole generation of
friends has gone from the other side of the water since I was there and
broke kindly bread with them. The Duchess of Sutherland, the good
old duke, Lansdowne, Ellesmere, Lady Byron, Lord and Lady
Amberly, Charles Kingsley, the good Quaker, Joseph Sturge, all are
with the shadowy train that has moved on. Among them were as dear
and true friends as I ever had, and as pure and noble specimens of
human beings as God ever made. They are living somewhere in intense
vitality, I must believe, and you, dear doctor, must not doubt.
I think about your writings a great deal, and one element in them
always attracts me. It is their pitiful and sympathetic vein, the pity for
poor, struggling human nature. In this I feel that you must be very near
and dear to Him whose name is Love.
You wrote some verses once that have got into the hymn-books, and
have often occurred to me in my most sacred hours as descriptive of
the feelings with which I bear the sorrows and carry the cares of life.
They begin,—
"Love Divine, that stooped to share."
I have not all your books down here, and am haunted by gaps in the
verses that memory cannot make good; but it is that "Love Divine"
which is my stay and comfort and hope, as one friend after another
passes beyond sight and hearing. Please let me have it in your
handwriting.
I remember a remark you once made on spiritualism. I cannot recall
the words, but you spoke of it as modifying the sharp angles of
Calvinistic belief, as a fog does those of a landscape. I would like to
talk with you some time on spiritualism, and show you a collection of
very curious facts that I have acquired through mediums not
professional. Mr. Stowe has just been wading through eight volumes of
"La Mystique," by Goerres, professor for forty years past in the
University of Munich, first of physiology and latterly of philosophy.
He examines the whole cycle of abnormal psychic, spiritual facts,
trances, ecstasy, clairvoyance, witchcraft, spiritualism, etc., etc., as
shown in the Romish miracles and the history of Europe.

I have long since come to the conclusion that the marvels of
spiritualism are natural, and not supernatural, phenomena,—an
uncommon working of natural laws. I believe that the door between
those in the body and those out has never in any age been entirely
closed, and that occasional perceptions within the veil are a part of the
course of nature, and therefore not miraculous. Of course such a phase
of human experience is very substantial ground for every kind of
imposture and superstition, and I have no faith whatever in mediums
who practice for money. In their case I think the law of Moses, that
forbade consulting those who dealt with "familiar spirits," a very wise
one.
Do write some more, dear doctor. You are too well off in your
palace down there on the new land. Your Centennial Ballad was a
charming little peep; now give us a full-fledged story. Mr. Stowe sends
his best regards, and wishes you would read "Goerres."[16] It is in
French also, and he thinks the French translation better than the
German.
Yours ever truly,
H. B. S

.

Writing in the autumn of 1876 to her son Charles, who was at that time
abroad, studying at Bonn, Mrs. Stowe describes a most tempestuous passage
between New York and Charleston, during which she and her husband and
daughters suffered so much that they were ready to forswear the sea forever.
The great waves as they rushed, boiling and seething, past would peer in at
the little bull's-eye window of the state-room, as if eager to swallow up ship
and passengers. From Charleston, however, they had a most delightful run
to their journey's end. She writes: "We had a triumphal entrance into the St.
John's, and a glorious sail up the river. Arriving at Mandarin, at four o'clock,
we found all the neighbors, black as well as white, on the wharf to receive
us. There was a great waving of handkerchiefs and flags, clapping of hands
and cheering, as we drew near. The house was open and all ready for us, and
we are delighted to be once more in our beautiful Florida home."
In the following December she writes to her son: "I am again entangled
in writing a serial, a thing I never mean to do again, but the story, begun for

a mere Christmas brochure, grew so under my hands that I thought I might
as well fill it out and make a book of it. It is the last thing of the kind I ever
expect to do. In it I condense my recollections of a bygone era, that in which
I was brought up, the ways and manners of which are now as nearly
obsolete as the Old England of Dickens's stories is.'
"I am so hampered by the necessity of writing this story, that I am
obliged to give up company and visiting of all kinds and keep my strength
for it. I hope I may be able to finish it, as I greatly desire to do so, but I
begin to feel that I am not so strong as I used to be. Your mother is an old
woman, Charley mine, and it is best she should give up writing before
people are tired of reading her.
"I would much rather have written another such a book as 'Footsteps of
the Master,' but all, even the religious papers, are gone mad on serials.
Serials they demand and will have, and I thought, since this generation will
listen to nothing but stories, why not tell them?"
The book thus referred to was "Poganuc People," that series of delightful
reminiscences of the New England life of nearly a century ago, that has
proved so fascinating to many thousands of readers. It was published in
1878, and, as Mrs. Stowe foresaw, was her last literary undertaking of any
length, though for several years afterwards she wrote occasional short
stories and articles.
In January, 1879, she wrote from Mandarin to Dr. Holmes:—
D
D
,—I wish I could give to you and Mrs. Holmes the
exquisite charm of this morning. My window is wide open; it is a
lovely, fresh, sunny day, and a great orange tree hung with golden balls
closes the prospect from my window. The tree is about thirty feet high,
and its leaves fairly glisten in the sunshine.
I sent "Poganuc People" to you and Mrs. Holmes as being among
the few who know those old days. It is an extremely quiet story for
these sensational days, when heaven and earth seem to be racked for a
thrill; but as I get old I do love to think of those quiet, simple times
when there was not a poor person in the parish, and the changing
glories of the year were the only spectacle. We, that is the professor

and myself, have been reading with much interest Motley's Memoir.
That was a man to be proud of, a beauty, too (by your engraving). I
never had the pleasure of a personal acquaintance.
I feel with you that we have come into the land of leave-taking.
Hardly a paper but records the death of some of Mr. Stowe's associates.
But the river is not so black as it seems, and there are clear days when
the opposite shore is plainly visible, and now and then we catch a strain
of music, perhaps even a gesture of recognition. They are thinking of
us, without doubt, on the other side. My daughters and I have been
reading "Elsie Venner" again. Elsie is one of my especial friends,—
poor, dear child!—and all your theology in that book I subscribe to
with both hands.
Does not the Bible plainly tell us of a time when there shall be no
more pain? That is to be the end and crown of the Messiah's mission,
when God shall wipe all tears away. My face is set that way, and yours,
too, I trust and believe.
Mr. Stowe sends hearty and affectionate remembrance both to you
and Mrs. Holmes, and I am, as ever, truly yours,
H. B. S

.

About this time Mrs. Stowe paid a visit to her brother Charles, at
Newport, Fla., and, continuing her journey to New Orleans, was made to
feel how little of bitterness towards her was felt by the best class of
Southerners. In both New Orleans and Tallahassee she was warmly
welcomed, and tendered public receptions that gave equal pleasure to her
and to the throngs of cultivated people who attended them. She was also
greeted everywhere with intense enthusiasm by the colored people, who,
whenever they knew of her coming, thronged the railway stations in order to
obtain a glimpse of her whom they venerated above all women.
The return to her Mandarin home each succeeding winter was always a
source of intense pleasure to this true lover of nature in its brightest and
tenderest moods. Each recurring season was filled with new delights. In
December, 1879, she writes to her son, now married and settled as a
minister in Saco, Me.:—

D
C
,—Well, we have stepped from December to June,
and this morning is sunny and dewy, with a fresh sea-breeze giving life
to the air. I have just been out to cut a great bunch of roses and lilies,
though the garden is grown into such a jungle that I could hardly get
about in it. The cannas, and dwarf bananas, and roses are all tangled
together, so that I can hardly thread my way among them. I never in my
life saw anything range and run rampant over the ground as cannas do.
The ground is littered with fallen oranges, and the place looks
shockingly untidy, but so beautiful that I am quite willing to forgive its
disorder.
We got here Wednesday evening about nine o'clock, and found all
the neighbors waiting to welcome us on the wharf. The Meads, and
Cranes, and Webbs, and all the rest were there, while the black
population was in a frenzy of joy. Your father is quite well. The sea had
its usual exhilarating effect upon him. Before we left New York he was
quite meek, and exhibited such signs of grace and submission that I
had great hopes of him. He promised to do exactly as I told him, and
stated that he had entire confidence in my guidance. What woman
couldn't call such a spirit evidence of being prepared for speedy
translation? I was almost afraid he could not be long for this world. But
on the second day at sea his spirits rose, and his appetite reasserted
itself. He declared in loud tones how well he felt, and quite resented
my efforts to take care of him. I reminded him of his gracious vows
and promises in the days of his low spirits, but to no effect. The fact is,
his self-will has not left him yet, and I have now no fear of his
immediate translation. He is going to preach for us this morning.
The last winter passed in this well-loved Southern home was that of
1883-84, for the following season Professor Stowe's health was in too
precarious a state to permit him to undertake the long journey from
Hartford. By this time one of Mrs. Stowe's fondest hopes had been realized;
and, largely through her efforts, Mandarin had been provided with a pretty
little Episcopal church, to which was attached a comfortable rectory, and
over which was installed a regular clergyman.
In January, 1884, Mrs. Stowe writes:—

"Mandarin looks very gay and airy now with its new villas, and our new
church and rectory. Our minister is perfect. I wish you could know him. He
wants only physical strength. In everything else he is all one could ask.
"It is a bright, lovely morning, and four orange-pickers are busy
gathering our fruit. Our trees on the bluff have done better than any in
Florida.
"This winter I study nothing but Christ's life. First I read Farrar's account
and went over it carefully. Now I am reading Geikie. It keeps my mind
steady, and helps me to bear the languor and pain, of which I have more
than usual this winter."

CHAPTER XVIII.
OLDTOWN FOLKS, 1869.
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biography would be signally incomplete without some mention of
the birth, childhood, early associations, and very peculiar and abnormal
psychological experiences of Professor Stowe. Aside from the fact of Dr.
Stowe's being Mrs. Stowe's husband, and for this reason entitled to notice in
any sketch of her life, however meagre, he is the original of the "visionary
boy" in "Oldtown Folks;" and "Oldtown Fireside Stories" embody the
experiences of his childhood and youth among the grotesque and original
characters of his native town.
March 26, 1882, Professor Stowe wrote the following characteristic
letter to Mrs. Lewes:—
M . L
,—I fully sympathize with you in your disgust with
Hume and the professing mediums generally.
Hume spent his boyhood in my father's native town, among my
relatives and acquaintances, and he was a disagreeable, nasty boy. But
he certainly has qualities which science has not yet explained, and
some of his doings are as real as they are strange. My interest in the
subject of spiritualism arises from the fact of my own experience,
more than sixty years ago, in my early childhood. I then never thought
of questioning the objective reality of all I saw, and supposed that
everybody else had the same experience. Of what this experience was
you may gain some idea from certain passages in "Oldtown Folks."

The same experiences continue yet, but with serious doubts as to
the objectivity of the scenes exhibited. I have noticed that people who
have remarkable and minute answers to prayer, such as Stilling,
Franke, Lavater, are for the most part of this peculiar temperament. Is
it absurd to suppose that some peculiarity in the nervous system, in the
connecting link between soul and body, may bring some, more than
others, into an almost abnormal contact with the spirit-world (for
example, Jacob Boehme and Swedenborg), and that, too, without
correcting their faults, or making them morally better than others?
Allow me to say that I have always admired the working of your mind,
there is about it such a perfect uprightness and uncalculating honesty. I
think you are a better Christian without church or theology than most
people are with both, though I am, and always have been in the main, a
Calvinist of the Jonathan Edwards school. God bless you! I have a
warm side for Mr. Lewes on account of his Goethe labors.
Goethe has been my admiration for more than forty years. In 1830 I
got hold of his "Faust," and for two gloomy, dreary November days,
while riding through the woods of New Hampshire in an old-fashioned
stagecoach, to enter upon a professorship in Dartmouth College, I was
perfectly dissolved by it.
Sincerely yours,
C. E. S

.

In a letter to Mrs. Stowe, written June 24, 1872, Mrs. Lewes alludes to
Professor Stowe's letter as follows: "Pray give my special thanks to the
professor for his letter. His handwriting, which does really look like Arabic,
—a very graceful character, surely,—happens to be remarkably legible to
me, and I did not hesitate over a single word. Some of the words, as
expressions of fellowship, were very precious to me, and I hold it very good
of him to write to me that best sort of encouragement. I was much
impressed with the fact—which you have told me—that he was the original
of the "visionary boy" in "Oldtown Folks;" and it must be deeply interesting
to talk with him on his experience. Perhaps I am inclined, under the
influence of the facts, physiological and psychological, which have been
gathered of late years, to give larger place to the interpretation of visionseeing as subjective than the professor would approve. It seems difficult to

limit—at least to limit with any precision—the possibility of confounding
sense by impressions derived from inward conditions with those which are
directly dependent on external stimulus. In fact, the division between within
and without in this sense seems to become every year a more subtle and
bewildering problem."
In 1834, while Mr. Stowe was a professor in Lane Theological Seminary
at Cincinnati, Ohio, he wrote out a history of his youthful adventures in the
spirit-world, from which the following extracts are taken:—

"I have often thought I would communicate to some scientific physician
a particular account of a most singular delusion under which I lived from
my earliest infancy till the fifteenth or sixteenth year of my age, and the
effects of which remain very distinctly now that I am past thirty.
"The facts are of such a nature as to be indelibly impressed upon my
mind they appear to me to be curious, and well worth the attention of the
psychologist. I regard the occurrences in question as the more remarkable
because I cannot discover that I possess either taste or talent for fiction or
poetry. I have barely imagination enough to enjoy, with a high degree of
relish, the works of others in this department of literature, but have never
felt able or disposed to engage in that sort of writing myself. On the
contrary, my style has always been remarkable for its dry, matter-of-fact
plainness; my mind has been distinguished for its quickness and
adaptedness to historical and literary investigations, for ardor and
perseverance in pursuit of the knowledge of facts,—eine verständige
Richtung, as the Germans would say,—rather than for any other quality; and
the only talent of a higher kind which I am conscious of possessing is a turn
for accurate observation of men and things, and a certain broad humor and
drollery.
"From the hour of my birth I have been constitutionally feeble, as were
my parents before me, and my nervous system easily excitable. With care,
however, I have kept myself in tolerable health, and my life has been an
industrious one, for my parents were poor and I have always been obliged
to labor for my livelihood.
"With these preliminary remarks, I proceed to the curious details of my
psychological history. As early as I can remember anything, I can remember
observing a multitude of animated and active objects, which I could see
with perfect distinctness, moving about me, and could sometimes, though
seldom, hear them make a rustling noise, or other articulate sounds; but I
could never touch them. They were in all respects independent of the sense
of touch, and incapable of being obstructed in any way by the intervention
of material objects; I could see them at any distance, and through any
intervening object, with as much ease and distinctness as if they were in the
room with me, and directly before my eyes. I could see them passing
through the floors, and the ceilings, and the walls of the house, from one

apartment to another, in all directions, without a door, or a keyhole, or
crevice being open to admit them. I could follow them with my eyes to any
distance, or directly through or just beneath the surface, or up and down, in
the midst of boards and timbers and bricks, or whatever else would stop the
motion or intercept the visibleness of all other objects. These appearances
occasioned neither surprise nor alarm, except when they assumed some
hideous and frightful form, or exhibited some menacing gesture, for I
became acquainted with them as soon as with any of the objects of sense.
As to the reality of their existence and the harmlessness of their character, I
knew no difference between them and any other of the objects which met
my eye. They were as familiar to me as the forms of my parents and my
brother; they made up a part of my daily existence, and were as really the
subjects of my consciousness as the little bench on which I sat in the corner
by my mother's knee, or the wheels and sticks and strings with which I
amused myself upon the floor. I indeed recognized a striking difference
between them and the things which I could feel and handle, but to me this
difference was no more a matter of surprise than that which I observed
between my mother and the black woman who so often came to work for
her; or between my infant brother and the little spotted dog Brutus of which
I was so fond. There was no time, or place, or circumstance, in which they
did not occasionally make their appearance. Solitude and silence, however,
were more favorable to their appearance than company and conversation.
They were more pleased with candle-light than the daylight. They were
most numerous, distinct, and active when I was alone and in the dark,
especially when my mother had laid me in bed and returned to her own
room with the candle. At such times, I always expected the company of my
ærial visitors, and counted upon it to amuse me till I dropped asleep.
Whenever they failed to make their appearance, as was sometimes the case,
I felt lonely and discontented. I kept up a lively conversation with them,—
not by language or by signs, for the attempt on my part to speak or move
would at once break the charm and drive them away in a fret, but by a
peculiar sort of spiritual intercommunion.
"When their attention was directed towards me, I could feel and respond
to all their thoughts and feelings, and was conscious that they could in the
same manner feel and respond to mine. Sometimes they would take no
notice of me, but carry on a brisk conversation among themselves,

principally by looks and gestures, with now and then an audible word. In
fact, there were but few with whom I was very familiar. These few were
much more constant and uniform in their visits than the great multitude,
who were frequently changing, and too much absorbed in their own
concerns to think much of me. I scarcely know how I can give an idea of
their form and general appearance, for there are no objects in the material
world with which I can compare them, and no language adapted to an
accurate description of their peculiarities. They exhibited all possible
combinations of size, shape, proportion, and color, but their most usual
appearance was with the human form and proportion, but under a shadowy
outline that seemed just ready to melt into the invisible air, and sometimes
liable to the most sudden and grotesque changes, and with a uniform darkly
bluish color spotted with brown, or brownish white. This was the general
appearance of the multitude; but there were many exceptions to this
description, particularly among my more welcome and familiar visitors, as
will be seen in the sequel.
"Besides these rational and generally harmless beings, there was another
set of objects which never varied in their form or qualities, and were always
mischievous and terrible. The fact of their appearance depended very much
on the state of my health and feelings. If I was well and cheerful they
seldom troubled me; but when sick or depressed they were sure to obtrude
their hateful presence upon me. These were a sort of heavy clouds floating
about overhead, of a black color, spotted with brown, in the shape of a very
flaring inverted tunnel without a nozzle, and from ten to thirty or forty feet
in diameter. They floated from place to place in great numbers, and in all
directions, with a strong and steady progress, but with a tremulous,
quivering, internal motion that agitated them in every part.
"Whenever they approached, the rational phantoms were thrown into
great consternation; and well it might be, for if a cloud touched any part of
one of the rational phantoms it immediately communicated its own color
and tremulous motion to the part it touched.
"In spite of all the efforts and convulsive struggles of the unhappy
victim, this color and motion slowly, but steadily and uninteruptedly,
proceeded to diffuse itself over every part of the body, and as fast as it did
so the body was drawn into the cloud and became a part of its substance. It

was indeed a fearful sight to see the contortions, the agonizing efforts, of
the poor creatures who had been touched by one of these awful clouds, and
were dissolving and melting into it by inches without the possibility of
escape or resistance.
"This was the only visible object that had the least power over the
phantoms, and this was evidently composed of the same material as
themselves. The forms and actions of all these phantoms varied very much
with the state of my health and animal spirits, but I never could discover
that the surrounding material objects had any influence upon them, except
in this one particular, namely, if I saw them in a neat, well furnished room,
there was a neatness and polish in their form and motions; and, on the
contrary, if I was in an unfinished, rough apartment, there was a
corresponding rudeness and roughness in my ærial visitors. A
corresponding difference was visible when I saw them in the woods or in
the meadows, upon the water or upon the ground, in the air or among the
stars.
"Every different apartment which I occupied had a different set of
phantoms, and they always had a degree of correspondence to the
circumstances in which they were seen. (It should be noted, however, that it
was not so much the place where the phantoms themselves appeared to me
to be, that affected their forms and movements, as the place in which I
myself actually was while observing them. The apparent locality of the
phantoms, it is true, had some influence, but my own actual locality had
much more.)
"Thus far I have attempted only a general outline of these curious
experiences. I will now proceed to a detailed account of several particular
incidents, for the sake of illustrating the general statements already made. I
select a few from manifestations without number. I am able to ascertain
dates from the following circumstances:—
"I was born in April, 1802, and my father died in July, 1808, after
suffering for more than a year from a lingering organic disease. Between
two and three years before his death he removed from the house in which I
was born to another at a little distance from it. What occurred, therefore,
before my father's last sickness, must have taken place during the first five

years of my life, and whatever took place before the removal of the family
must have taken place during the first three years of my life. Before the
removal of the family I slept in a small upper chamber in the front part of
the house, where I was generally alone for several hours in the evening and
morning. Adjoining this room, and opening into it by a very small door, was
a low, dark, narrow, unfinished closet, which was open on the other side
into a ruinous, old chaise-house. This closet was a famous place for the
gambols of the phantoms, but of their forms and actions I do not now retain
any very distinct recollection. I only remember that I was very careful not
to do anything that I thought would be likely to offend them; yet otherwise
their presence caused me no uneasiness, and was not at all disagreeable to
me.
"The first incident of which I have a distinct recollection was the
following:—
"One night, as I was lying alone in my chamber with my little dog
Brutus snoring beside my bed, there came out of the closet a very large
Indian woman and a very small Indian man, with a huge bass-viol between
them. The woman was dressed in a large, loose, black gown, secured
around her waist by a belt of the same material, and on her head she wore a
high, dark gray fur cap, shaped somewhat like a lady's muff, ornamented
with a row of covered buttons in front, and open towards the bottom,
showing a red lining. The man was dressed in a shabby, black-colored
overcoat and a little round, black hat that fitted closely to his head. They
took no notice of me, but were rather ill-natured towards each other, and
seemed to be disputing for the possession of the bass-viol. The man
snatched it away and struck upon it a few harsh, hollow notes, which I
distinctly heard, and which seemed to vibrate through my whole body, with
a strange, stinging sensation. The woman then took it and appeared to play
very intently and much to her own satisfaction, but without producing any
sound that was perceptible by me. They soon left the chamber, and I saw
them go down into the back kitchen, where they sat and played and talked
with my mother. It was only when the man took the bow that I could hear
the harsh, abrupt, disagreeable sounds of the instrument. At length they
arose, went out of the back door, and sprang upon a large heap of straw and
unthreshed beans, and disappeared with a strange, rumbling sound. This
vision was repeated night after night with scarcely any variation while we

lived in that house, and once, and once only, after the family had removed
to the other house. The only thing that seemed to me unaccountable and that
excited my curiosity was that there should be such a large heap of straw and
beans before the door every night, when I could see nothing of it in the
daytime. I frequently crept out of bed and stole softly down into the kitchen,
and peeped out of the door to see if it was there very early in the morning.
"I attempted to make some inquiries of my mother, but as I was not as
yet very skillful in the use of language, I could get no satisfaction out of her
answers, and could see that my questions seemed to distress her. At first she
took little notice of what I said, regarding it no doubt as the meaningless
prattle of a thoughtless child. My persistence, however, seemed to alarm
her, and I suppose that she feared for my sanity. I soon desisted from asking
anything further, and shut myself more and more within myself. One night,
very soon after the removal, when the house was still, and all the family
were in bed, these unearthly musicians once made their appearance in the
kitchen of the new house, and after looking around peevishly, and sitting
with a discontented frown and in silence, they arose and went out of the
back door, and sprang on a pile of cornstalks, and I saw them no more.
"Our new dwelling was a low-studded house of only one story, and,
instead of an upper chamber, I now occupied a bedroom that opened into
the kitchen. Within this bedroom, directly on the left hand of the door as
you entered from the kitchen, was the staircase which led to the garret; and,
as the room was unfinished, some of the boards which inclosed the staircase
were too short, and left a considerable space between them and the ceiling.
One of these open spaces was directly in front of my bed, so that when I lay
upon my pillow my face was opposite to it. Every night, after I had gone to
bed and the candle was removed, a very pleasant-looking human face
would peer at me over the top of that board, and gradually press forward his
head, neck, shoulders, and finally his whole body as far as the waist,
through the opening, and then, smiling upon me with great good-nature,
would withdraw in the same manner in which he had entered. He was a
great favorite of mine; for though we neither of us spoke, we perfectly
understood, and were entirely devoted to, each other. It is a singular fact
that the features of this favorite phantom bore a very close resemblance to
those of a boy older than myself whom I feared and hated: still the
resemblance was so strong that I called him by the same name, Harvey.

"Harvey's visits were always expected and always pleasant; but
sometimes there were visitations of another sort, odious and frightful. One
of these I will relate as a specimen of the rest.
"One night, after I had retired to bed and was looking for Harvey, I
observed an unusual number of the tunnel-shaped tremulous clouds already
described, and they seemed intensely black and strongly agitated. This
alarmed me exceedingly, and I had a terrible feeling that something awful
was going to happen. It was not long before I saw Harvey at his accustomed
place, cautiously peeping at me through the aperture, with an expression of
pain and terror on his countenance. He seemed to warn me to be on my
guard, but was afraid to put his head into the room lest he should be
touched by one of the clouds, which were every moment growing thicker
and more numerous. Harvey soon withdrew and left me alone. On turning
my eyes towards the left-hand wall of the room, I thought I saw at an
immense distance below me the regions of the damned, as I had heard them
pictured in sermons. From this awful world of horror the tunnel-shaped
clouds were ascending, and I perceived that they were the principal
instruments of torture in these gloomy abodes. These regions were at such
an immense distance below me that I could obtain but a very indistinct view
of the inhabitants, who were very numerous and exceedingly active. Near
the surface of the earth, and as it seemed to me but a little distance from my
bed, I saw four or five sturdy, resolute devils endeavoring to carry off an
unprincipled and dissipated man in the neighborhood, by the name of
Brown, of whom I had stood in terror for years. These devils I saw were
very different from the common representations. They had neither red faces,
nor horns, nor hoofs, nor tails. They were in all respects stoutly built and
well-dressed gentlemen. The only peculiarity that I noted in their
appearance was as to their heads. Their faces and necks were perfectly bare,
without hair or flesh, and of a uniform sky-blue color, like the ashes of
burnt paper before it falls to pieces, and of a certain glossy smoothness.
"As I looked on, full of eagerness, the devils struggled to force Brown
down with them, and Brown struggled with the energy of desperation to
save himself from their grip, and it seemed that the human was likely to
prove too strong for the infernal. In this emergency one of the devils,
panting for breath and covered with perspiration, beckoned to a strong,
thick cloud that seemed to understand him perfectly, and, whirling up to

Brown, touched his hand. Brown resisted stoutly, and struck out right and
left at the cloud most furiously, but the usual effect was produced,—the
hand grew black, quivered, and seemed to be melting into the cloud; then
the arm, by slow degrees, and then the head and shoulders. At this instant
Brown, collecting all his energies for one desperate effort, sprang at once
into the centre of the cloud, tore it asunder, and descended to the ground,
exclaiming, with a hoarse, furious voice that grated on my ear, 'There, I've
got out; dam'me if I haven't!' This was the first word that had been spoken
through the whole horrible scene. It was the first time I had ever seen a
cloud fail to produce its appropriate result, and it terrified me so that I
trembled from head to foot. The devils, however, did not seem to be in the
least discouraged. One of them, who seemed to be the leader, went away
and quickly returned bringing with him an enormous pair of rollers fixed in
an iron frame, such as are used in iron-mills for the purpose of rolling out
and slitting bars of iron, except instead of being turned by machinery, each
roller was turned by an immense crank. Three of the devils now seized
Brown and put his feet to the rollers, while two others stood, one at each
crank, and began to roll him in with a steady strain that was entirely
irresistible. Not a word was spoken, not a sound was heard; but the fearful
struggles and terrified, agonizing looks of Brown were more than I could
endure. I sprang from my bed and ran through the kitchen into the room
where my parents slept, and entreated that they would permit me to spend
the remainder of the night with them. After considerable parleying they
assured me that nothing could hurt me, and advised me to go back to bed. I
replied that I was not afraid of their hurting me, but I couldn't bear to see
them acting so with C. Brown. 'Poh! poh! you foolish boy,' replied my
father, sternly. 'You've only been dreaming; go right back to bed, or I shall
have to whip you.' Knowing that there was no other alternative, I trudged
back through the kitchen with all the courage I could muster, cautiously
entered my room, where I found everything quiet, there being neither cloud,
nor devil, nor anything of the kind to be seen, and getting into bed I slept
quietly till morning. The next day I was rather sad and melancholy, but kept
all my troubles to myself, through fear of Brown. This happened before my
father's sickness, and consequently between the four and six years of my
age.

"During my father's sickness and after his death I lived with my
grandmother; and when I had removed to her house I forever lost sight of
Harvey. I still continued to sleep alone for the most part, but in a neatly
furnished upper chamber. Across the corner of the chamber, opposite to and
at a little distance from the head of my bed, there was a closet in the form of
an old-fashioned buffet. After going to bed, on looking at the door of this
closet, I could see at a great distance from it a pleasant meadow, terminated
by a beautiful little grove. Out of this grove, and across this meadow, a
charming little female figure would advance, about eight inches high and
exquisitely proportioned, dressed in a loose black silk robe, with long,
smooth black hair parted up her head and hanging loose over her shoulders.
She would come forward with a slow and regular step, becoming more
distinctly visible as she approached nearer, till she came even with the
surface of the closet door, when she would smile upon me, raise her hands
to her head and draw them down on each side of her face, suddenly turn
round, and go off at a rapid trot. The moment she turned I could see a goodlooking mulatto man, rather smaller than herself, following directly in her
wake and trotting off after her. This was generally repeated two or three
times before I went to sleep. The features of the mulatto bore some
resemblance to those of the Indian man with the bass-viol, but were much
more mild and agreeable.

"I awoke one bright, moonlight night, and found a large, full-length
human skeleton of an ashy-blue color in bed with me! I screamed out with
fright, and soon summoned the family around me. I refused to tell the cause
of my alarm, but begged permission to occupy another bed, which was
granted.
"For the remainder of the night I slept but little; but I saw upon the
window-stools companies of little fairies, about six inches high, in white
robes, gamboling and dancing with incessant merriment. Two of them, a
male and female, rather taller than the rest, were dignified with a crown and
sceptre. They took the kindest notice of me, smiled upon me with great
benignity, and seemed to assure me of their protection. I was soothed and
cheered by their presence, though after all there was a sort of sinister and

selfish expression in their countenances which prevented my placing
implicit confidence in them.
"Up to this time I had never doubted the real existence of these
phantoms, nor had I ever suspected that other people had not seen them as
distinctly as myself. I now, however, began to discover with no little anxiety
that my friends had little or no knowledge of the ærial beings among whom
I have spent my whole life; that my allusions to them were not understood,
and all complaints respecting them were laughed at. I had never been
disposed to say much about them, and this discovery confirmed me in my
silence. It did not, however, affect my own belief, or lead me to suspect that
my imaginations were not realities.
"During the whole of this period I took great pleasure in walking out
alone, particularly in the evening. The most lonely fields, the woods, and
the banks of the river, and other places most completely secluded, were my
favorite resorts, for there I could enjoy the sight of innumerable ærial
beings of all sorts, without interruption. Every object, even every shaking
leaf, seemed to me to be animated by some living soul, whose nature in
some degree corresponded to its habitation. I spent much of my life in these
solitary rambles; there were particular places to which I gave names, and
visited them at regular intervals. Moonlight was particularly agreeable to
me, but most of all I enjoyed a thick, foggy night. At times, during these
walks, I would be excessively oppressed by an indefinite and deep feeling
of melancholy. Without knowing why, I would be so unhappy as to wish
myself annihilated, and suddenly it would occur to me that my friends at
home were suffering some dreadful calamity, and so vivid would be the
impression, that I would hasten home with all speed to see what had taken
place. At such seasons I felt a morbid love for my friends that would almost
burn up my soul, and yet, at the least provocation from them, I would fly
into an uncontrollable passion and foam like a little fury. I was called a
dreadful-tempered boy; but the Lord knows that I never occasioned pain to
any animal, whether human or brutal, without suffering untold agonies in
consequence of it. I cannot, even now, without feelings of deep sorrow, call
to mind the alternate fits of corroding melancholy, irritation, and bitter
remorse which I then endured. These fits of melancholy were most constant
and oppressive during the autumnal months.

"I very early learned to read, and soon became immoderately attached to
books. In the Bible I read the first chapters of Job, and parts of Ezekiel,
Daniel, and Revelation, with most intense delight, and with such frequency
that I could repeat large portions from memory long before the age at which
boys in the country are usually able to read plain sentences. The first large
book besides the Bible that I remember reading was Morse's 'History of
New England,' which I devoured with insatiable greediness, particularly
those parts which relate to Indian wars and witchcraft. I was in the habit of
applying to my grandmother for explanations, and she would relate to me,
while I listened with breathless attention, long stories from Mather's
'Magnalia' or (Mag-nilly, as she used to call it), a work which I earnestly
longed to read, but of which I never got sight till after my twentieth year.
Very early there fell into my hands an old school-book, called 'The Art of
Speaking,' containing numerous extracts from Milton and Shakespeare.
There was little else in the book that interested me, but these extracts from
the two great English poets, though there were many things in them that I
did not well understand, I read again and again, with increasing pleasure at
every perusal, till I had nearly committed them to memory, and almost
thumbed the old book into nonentity. But of all the books that I read at this
period, there was none that went to my heart like Bunyan's 'Pilgrim's
Progress.' I read it and re-read it night and day; I took it to bed with me and
hugged it to my bosom while I slept; every different edition that I could find
I seized upon and read with as eager a curiosity as if it had been a new story
throughout; and I read with the unspeakable satisfaction of most devoutly
believing that everything which 'Honest John' related was a real verity, an
actual occurrence. Oh that I could read that most inimitable book once more
with the same solemn conviction of its literal truth, that I might once more
enjoy the same untold ecstacy!
"One other remark it seems proper to make before I proceed further to
details. The appearance, and especially the motions, of my ærial visitors
were intimately connected, either as cause or effect, I cannot determine
which, with certain sensations of my own. Their countenances generally
expressed pleasure or pain, complaisance or anger, according to the mood
of my own mind: if they moved from place to place without moving their
limbs, with that gliding motion appropriate to spirits, I felt in my stomach
that peculiar tickling sensation which accompanies a rapid, progressive

movement through the air; and if they went off with an uneasy trot, I felt an
unpleasant jarring through my frame. Their appearance was always
attended with considerable effort and fatigue on my part: the more distinct
and vivid they were, the more would my fatigue be increased; and at such
times my face was always pale, and my eyes unusually sparkling and wild.
This continued to be the case after I became satisfied that it was all a
delusion of the imagination, and it so continues to the present day."
It is not surprising that Mrs. Stowe should have felt herself impelled to
give literary form to an experience so exceptional. Still more must this be
the case when the early associations of this exceptional character were as
amusing and interesting as they are shown forth in "Oldtown Fireside
Stories."
None of the incidents or characters embodied in those sketches are ideal.
The stories are told as they came from Mr. Stowe's lips, with little or no
alteration. Sam Lawson was a real character. In 1874 Mr. Whittier wrote to
Mrs. Stowe: "I am not able to write or study much, or read books that
require thought, without suffering, but I have Sam Lawson lying at hand,
and, as Corporal Trim said of Yorick's sermon, 'I like it hugely.'"
The power and literary value of these stories lie in the fact that they are
true to nature. Professor Stowe was himself an inimitable mimic and storyteller. No small proportion of Mrs. Stowe's success as a literary woman is to
be attributed to him. Not only was he possessed of a bright, quick mind, but
wonderful retentiveness of memory. Mrs. Stowe was never at a loss for
reliable information on any subject as long as the professor lived. He
belonged to that extinct species, the "general scholar." His scholarship was
not critical in the modern sense of the word, but in the main accurate, in
spite of his love for the marvelous.
It is not out of place to give a little idea of his power in characterpainting, as it shows how suggestive his conversation and letters must have
been to a mind like that of Mrs. Stowe:—
N

, July 14, 1839.

I have had a real good time this week writing my oration. I have
strolled over my old walking places, and found the same old stone

walls, the same old foot-paths through the rye-fields, the same bends in
the river, the same old bullfrogs with their green spectacles on, the
same old terrapins sticking up their heads and bowing as I go by; and
nothing was wanting but my wife to talk with to make all
complete. . . . I have had some rare talks with old uncle "Jaw" Bacon,
and other old characters, which you ought to have heard. The Curtises
have been flooding Uncle "Jaw's" meadows, and he is in a great stew
about it. He says: "I took and tell'd your Uncle Izic to tell them 'ere
Curtises that if the Devil didn't git 'em far flowing my medder arter
that sort, I didn't see no use o' havin' any Devil." "Have you talked
with the Curtises yourself?" "Yes, hang the sarcy dogs! and they took
and tell'd me that they'd take and flow clean up to my front door, and
make me go out and in in a boat." "Why don't you go to law?" "Oh,
they keep alterin' and er tinkerin'-up the laws so here in Massachusetts
that a body can't git no damage fur flowing; they think cold water can't
hurt nobody."
Mother and Aunt Nabby each keep separate establishments. First
Aunt Nabby gets up in the morning and examines the sink, to see
whether it leaks and rots the beam. She then makes a little fire, gets her
little teapot of bright shining tin, and puts into it a teaspoonful of black
tea, and so prepares her breakfast.
By this time mother comes creeping down-stairs, like an old tabbycat out of the ash-hole; and she kind o' doubts and reckons whether or
no she had better try to git any breakfast, bein' as she's not much
appetite this mornin'; but she goes to the leg of bacon and cuts off a
little slice, reckons sh'll broil it; then goes and looks at the coffee-pot
and reckons sh'll have a little coffee; don't exactly know whether it's
good for her, but she don't drink much. So while Aunt Nabby is sitting
sipping her tea and munching her bread and butter with a matter-offact certainty and marvelous satisfaction, mother goes doubting and
reckoning round, like Mrs. Diffidence in Doubting Castle, till you see
rising up another little table in another corner of the room, with a good
substantial structure of broiled ham and coffee, and a boiled egg or
two, with various et ceteras, which Mrs. Diffidence, after many
desponding ejaculations, finally sits down to, and in spite of all
presentiments makes them fly as nimbly as Mr. Ready-to-Halt did

Miss Much-afraid when he footed it so well with her on his crutches in
the dance on the occasion of Giant Despair's overthrow.
I have thus far dined alternately with mother and Aunt Susan, not
having yet been admitted to Aunt Nabby's establishment. There are
now great talkings, and congresses and consultations of the allied
powers, and already rumors are afloat that perhaps all will unite their
forces and dine at one table, especially as Harriet and little Hattie are
coming, and there is no knowing what might come out in the papers if
there should be anything a little odd.
Mother is very well, thin as a hatchet and smart as a steel trap; Aunt
Nabby, fat and easy as usual; for since the sink is mended, and no
longer leaks and rots the beam, and she has nothing to do but watch it,
and Uncle Bill has joined the Washingtonians and no longer drinks
rum, she is quite at a loss for topics of worriment.
Uncle Ike has had a little touch of palsy and is rather feeble. He
says that his legs and arms have rather gi'n out, but his head and pluck
are as good as they ever were. I told him that our sister Kate was very
much in the same fix, whereat he was considerably affected, and
opened the crack in his great pumpkin of a face, displaying the same
two rows of great white ivories which have been my admiration from
my youth up. He is sixty-five years of age, and has never lost a tooth,
and was never in his life more than fifteen miles from the spot where
he was born, except once, in the ever-memorable year 1819, when I
was at Bradford Academy.
In a sudden glow of adventurous rashness he undertook to go after
me and bring me home for vacation; and he actually performed the
whole journey of thirty miles with his horse and wagon, and slept at a
tavern a whole night, a feat of bravery on which he has never since
ceased to plume himself. I well remember that awful night in the
tavern in the remote region of North Andover. We occupied a chamber
in which were two beds. In the unsuspecting innocence of youth I
undressed myself and got into bed as usual; but my brave and
thoughtful uncle, merely divesting himself of his coat, put it under his
pillow, and then threw himself on to the bed with his boots on his feet,

and his two hands resting on the rim of his hat, which he had prudently
placed on the apex of his stomach as he lay on his back. He wouldn't
allow me to blow out the candle, but he lay there with his great white
eyes fixed on the ceiling, in the cool, determined manner of a bold man
who had made up his mind to face danger and meet whatever might
befall him. We escaped, however, without injury, the doughty landlord
and his relentless sons merely demanding pay for supper, lodging,
horse-feed, and breakfast, which my valiant uncle, betraying no signs
of fear, resolutely paid.
Mrs. Stowe has woven this incident into chapter thirty-two of "Oldtown
Folks," where Uncle Ike figures as Uncle Jacob.
Mrs. Stowe had misgivings as to the reception which "Oldtown Folks"
would meet in England, owing to its distinctively New England character.
Shortly after the publication of the book she received the following words
of encouragement from Mrs. Lewes (George Eliot), July 11, 1869:—
"I have received and read 'Oldtown Folks.' I think that few of your
readers can have felt more interest than I have felt in that picture of an elder
generation; for my interest in it has a double root,—one in my own love for
our old-fashioned provincial life, which had its affinities with a
contemporary life, even all across the Atlantic, and of which I have
gathered glimpses in different phases from my father and mother, with their
relations; the other is my experimental acquaintance with some shades of
Calvinistic orthodoxy. I think your way of presenting the religious
convictions which are not your own, except by the way of indirect
fellowship, is a triumph of insight and true tolerance. . . . Both Mr. Lewes
and I are deeply interested in the indications which the professor gives of
his peculiar psychological experience, and we should feel it a great
privilege to learn much more of it from his lips. It is a rare thing to have
such an opportunity of studying exceptional experience in the testimony of
a truthful and in every way distinguished mind."
"Oldtown Folks" is of interest as being undoubtedly the last of Mrs.
Stowe's works which will outlive the generation for which it was written.
Besides its intrinsic merit as a work of fiction, it has a certain historic value

as being a faithful study of "New England life and character in that
particular time of its history which may be called the seminal period."
Whether Mrs. Stowe was far enough away from the time and people she
attempts to describe to "make (her) mind as still and passive as a lookingglass or a mountain lake, and to give merely the images reflected there," is
something that will in great part determine the permanent value of this
work. Its interest as a story merely is of course ephemeral.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE BYRON CONTROVERSY, 1869-1870.
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I seems impossible to avoid the unpleasant episode in Mrs. Stowe's life
known as the "Byron Controversy." It will be our effort to deal with the
matter as colorlessly as is consistent with an adequate setting forth of the
motives which moved Mrs. Stowe to awaken this unsavory discussion. In
justification of her action in this matter, Mrs. Stowe says:—
"What interest have you and I, my brother and my sister, in this short life
of ours, to utter anything but the truth? Is not truth between man and man,
and between man and woman, the foundation on which all things rest?
Have you not, every individual of you, who must hereafter give an account
yourself alone to God, an interest to know the exact truth in this matter, and
a duty to perform as respects that truth? Hear me, then, while I tell you the
position in which I stood, and what was my course in relation to it.
"A shameless attack on my friend's memory had appeared in the
'Blackwood' of July, 1869, branding Lady Byron as the vilest of criminals,
and recommending the Guiccioli book to a Christian public as interesting
from the very fact that it was the avowed production of Lord Byron's
mistress. No efficient protest was made against this outrage in England, and
Littell's 'Living Age' reprinted the 'Blackwood' article, and the Harpers, the
largest publishing house in America, perhaps in the world, republished the
book.
"Its statements—with those of the 'Blackwood,' 'Pall Mall Gazette,' and
other English periodicals—were being propagated through all the young
reading and writing world of America. I was meeting them advertised in

dailies, and made up into articles in magazines, and thus the generation of
to-day, who had no means of judging Lady Byron but by these fables of her
slanderers, were being foully deceived. The friends who knew her
personally were a small, select circle in England, whom death is every day
reducing. They were few in number compared with the great world, and
were silent. I saw these foul slanders crystallizing into history,
uncontradicted by friends who knew her personally, who, firm in their own
knowledge of her virtues, and limited in view as aristocratic circles
generally are, had no idea of the width of the world they were living in, and
the exigency of the crisis. When time passed on and no voice was raised, I
spoke."
It is hardly necessary to recapitulate, at any great length, facts already so
familiar to the reading public; it may be sufficient simply to say that after
the appearance in 1868 of the Countess Guiccioli's "Recollections of Lord
Byron," Mrs. Stowe felt herself called upon to defend the memory of her
friend from what she esteemed to be falsehoods and slanders. To
accomplish this object, she prepared for the "Atlantic Monthly" of
September, 1869, an article, "The True Story of Lady Byron's Life."
Speaking of her first impressions of Lady Byron, Mrs. Stowe says:—
"I formed her acquaintance in the year 1853, during my first visit to
England. I met her at a lunch party in the house of one of her friends. When
I was introduced to her, I felt in a moment the words of her husband:—
"'There was awe in the homage that she drew;
Her spirit seemed as seated on a throne.'"
It was in the fall of 1856, on the occasion of Mrs. Stowe's second visit to
England, as she and her sister were on their way to Eversley to visit the
Rev. C. Kingsley, that they stopped by invitation to lunch with Lady Byron
at her summer residence at Ham Common, near Richmond. At that time
Lady Byron informed Mrs. Stowe that it was her earnest desire to receive a
visit from her on her return, as there was a subject of great importance
concerning which she desired her advice. Mrs. Stowe has thus described
this interview with Lady Byron:—
"After lunch, I retired with Lady Byron, and my sister remained with her
friends. I should here remark that the chief subject of the conversation

which ensued was not entirely new to me.
"In the interval between my first and second visits to England, a lady
who for many years had enjoyed Lady Byron's friendship and confidence
had, with her consent, stated the case generally to me, giving some of the
incidents, so that I was in a manner prepared for what followed.
"Those who accuse Lady Byron of being a person fond of talking upon
this subject, and apt to make unconsidered confidences, can have known
very little of her, of her reserve, and of the apparent difficulty she had in
speaking on subjects nearest her heart. Her habitual calmness and
composure of manner, her collected dignity on all occasions, are often
mentioned by her husband, sometimes with bitterness, sometimes with
admiration. He says: 'Though I accuse Lady Byron of an excess of selfrespect, I must in candor admit that, if ever a person had excuse for an
extraordinary portion of it, she has, as in all her thoughts, words, and deeds
she is the most decorous woman that ever existed, and must appear, what
few I fancy could, a perfectly refined gentlewoman, even to her femme de
chambre.'
"This calmness and dignity were never more manifested than in this
interview. In recalling the conversation at this distance of time, I cannot
remember all the language used. Some particular words and forms of
expression I do remember, and those I give; and in other cases I give my
recollection of the substance of what was said.
"There was something awful to me in the intensity of repressed emotion
which she showed as she proceeded. The great fact upon which all turned
was stated in words that were unmistakable."
Mrs. Stowe goes on to give minutely Lady Byron's conversation, and
concludes by saying:—
Of course I did not listen to this story as one who was investigating
its worth. I received it as truth, and the purpose for which it was
communicated was not to enable me to prove it to the world, but to ask
my opinion whether she should show it to the world before leaving it.
The whole consultation was upon the assumption that she had at her
command such proofs as could not be questioned. Concerning what

they were I did not minutely inquire, only, in answer to a general
question, she said that she had letters and documents in proof of her
story. Knowing Lady Byron's strength of mind, her clear-headedness,
her accurate habits, and her perfect knowledge of the matter, I
considered her judgment on this point decisive. I told her that I would
take the subject into consideration and give my opinion in a few days.
That night, after my sister and myself had retired to our own
apartment, I related to her the whole history, and we spent the night in
talking it over. I was powerfully impressed with the justice and
propriety of an immediate disclosure; while she, on the contrary,
represented the fatal consequences that would probably come upon
Lady Byron from taking such a step.
Before we parted the next day, I requested Lady Byron to give me
some memoranda of such dates and outlines of the general story as
would enable me better to keep it in its connection, which she did. On
giving me the paper, Lady Byron requested me to return it to her when
it had ceased to be of use to me for the purpose intended. Accordingly,
a day or two after, I inclosed it to her in a hasty note, as I was then
leaving London for Paris, and had not yet had time fully to consider
the subject. On reviewing my note I can recall that then the whole
history appeared to me like one of those singular cases where
unnatural impulses to vice are the result of a taint of constitutional
insanity. This has always seemed to me the only way of accounting for
instances of utterly motiveless and abnormal wickedness and cruelty.
These, my first impressions, were expressed in the hasty note written
at the time:
L

, November 5, 1856.

D
F
,—I return these. They have held mine eyes
waking. How strange! How unaccountable! Have you ever subjected
the facts to the judgment of a medical man, learned in nervous
pathology? Is it not insanity?
"Great wits to madness nearly are allied,
And thin partitions do their bounds divide."

But my purpose to-night is not to write to you fully what I think of
this matter. I am going to write to you from Paris more at leisure.
(The rest of the letter was taken up in the final details of a charity in
which Lady Byron had been engaged with me in assisting an
unfortunate artist. It concludes thus:)
I write now in all haste, en route for Paris. As to America, all is not
lost yet. Farewell. I love you, my dear friend, as never before, with an
intense feeling that I cannot easily express. God bless you.
H. B. S.
The next letter is as follows:—
P

, December 17, 1856.

D
L
B
,—The Kansas Committee have written me a
letter desiring me to express to Miss —— their gratitude for the five
pounds she sent them. I am not personally acquainted with her, and
must return these acknowledgments through you.
I wrote you a day or two since, inclosing the reply of the Kansas
Committee to you.
On that subject on which you spoke to me the last time we were
together, I have thought often and deeply. I have changed my mind
somewhat. Considering the peculiar circumstances of the case, I could
wish that the sacred veil of silence, so bravely thrown over the past,
should never be withdrawn during the time that you remain with us. I
would say then, leave all with some discreet friends, who, after both
have passed from earth, shall say what was due to justice. I am led to
think this by seeing how low, how unworthy, the judgments of this
world are; and I would not that what I so much respect, love, and
revere should be placed within reach of its harpy claw, which pollutes
what it touches. The day will yet come which will bring to light every
hidden thing. "There is nothing covered that shall not be revealed,
neither hid that shall not be known;" and so justice will not fail.

Such, my dear friend, are my thoughts; different from what they
were since first I heard that strange, sad history. Meanwhile I love you
forever, whether we meet again on earth or not.
Affectionately yours,
H. B. S.
Before her article appeared in print, Mrs. Stowe addressed the following
letter to Dr. Holmes in Boston:—
H

, June 26, 1869.

D
D
,—I am going to ask help of you, and I feel that
confidence in your friendship that leads me to be glad that I have a
friend like you to ask advice of. In order that you may understand fully
what it is, I must go back some years and tell you about it.
When I went to England the first time, I formed a friendship with
Lady Byron which led to a somewhat interesting correspondence.
When there the second time, after the publication of "Dred" in 1856,
Lady Byron wrote to me that she wished to have some private
confidential conversation with me, and invited me to come spend a day
with her at her country-seat near London. I went, met her alone, and
spent an afternoon with her. The object of the visit she then explained
to me. She was in such a state of health that she considered she had
very little time to live, and was engaged in those duties and reviews
which every thoughtful person finds who is coming deliberately, and
with their eyes open, to the boundaries of this mortal life.
Lady Byron, as you must perceive, has all her life lived under a
weight of slanders and false imputations laid upon her by her husband.
Her own side of the story has been told only to that small circle of
confidential friends who needed to know it in order to assist her in
meeting the exigencies which it imposed on her. Of course it has
thrown the sympathy mostly on his side, since the world generally has
more sympathy with impulsive incorrectness than with strict justice.
At that time there was a cheap edition of Byron's works in
contemplation, meant to bring them into circulation among the masses,

and the pathos arising from the story of his domestic misfortunes was
one great means relied on for giving it currency.
Under these circumstances some of Lady Byron's friends had
proposed the question to her whether she had not a responsibility to
society for the truth; whether she did right to allow these persons to
gain influence over the popular mind by a silent consent to an utter
falsehood. As her whole life had been passed in the most heroic selfabnegation and self sacrifice, the question was now proposed to her
whether one more act of self-denial was not required of her, namely, to
declare the truth, no matter at what expense to her own feelings.
For this purpose she told me she wished to recount the whole story
to a person in whom she had confidence,—a person of another country,
and out of the whole sphere of personal and local feelings which might
be supposed to influence those in the country and station in life where
the events really happened,—in order that I might judge whether
anything more was required of her in relation to this history.
The interview had almost the solemnity of a death-bed confession,
and Lady Byron told me the history which I have embodied in an
article to appear in the "Atlantic Monthly." I have been induced to
prepare it by the run which the Guiccioli book is having, which is from
first to last an unsparing attack on Lady Byron's memory by Lord
Byron's mistress.
When you have read my article, I want, not your advice as to
whether the main facts shall be told, for on this point I am so resolved
that I frankly say advice would do me no good. But you might help
me, with your delicacy and insight, to make the manner of telling more
perfect, and I want to do it as wisely and well as such story can be told.
My post-office address after July 1st will be Westport Point, Bristol
Co., Mass., care of Mrs. I. M. Soule. The proof-sheets will be sent you
by the publisher.
Very truly yours,
H. B. S

.

In reply to the storm of controversy aroused by the publication of this
article, Mrs. Stowe made a more extended effort to justify the charges
which she had brought against Lord Byron, in a work published in 1869,
"Lady Byron Vindicated." Immediately after the publication of this work,
she mailed a copy to Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, accompanied by the
following note:—
B

, May 19, 1869.

D
D
,— . . . In writing this book, which I now take the
liberty of sending to you, I have been in . . . a "critical place." It has
been a strange, weird sort of experience, and I have had not a word to
say to anybody, though often thinking of you and wishing I could have
a little of your help and sympathy in getting out what I saw. I think of
you very much, and rejoice to see the hold your works get on England
as well as this country, and I would give more for your opinion than
that of most folks. How often I have pondered your last letter to me,
and sent it to many (friends)! God bless you. Please accept for yourself
and your good wife, this copy.
From yours truly,
H. B. S

.

Mrs. Stowe also published in 1870, through Sampson Low & Son, of
London, a volume for English readers, "The History of the Byron
Controversy." These additional volumes, however, do not seem to have
satisfied the public as a whole, and perhaps the expediency of the
publication of Mrs. Stowe's first article is doubtful, even to her most ardent
admirers. The most that can be hoped for, through the mention of the
subject in this biography, is the vindication of Mrs. Stowe's purity of motive
and nobility of intention in bringing this painful matter into notice.
While she was being on all hands effectively, and evidently in some
quarters with rare satisfaction, roundly abused for the article, and her
consequent responsibility in bringing this unsavory discussion so
prominently before the public mind, she received the following letter from
Dr. O. W. Holmes:—
B

, September 25, 1869.

M
M .S
,—I have been meaning to write to you for
some time, but in the midst of all the wild and virulent talk about the
article in the "Atlantic," I felt as if there was little to say until the first
fury of the storm had blown over.
I think that we all perceive now that the battle is not to be fought
here, but in England. I have listened to a good deal of talk, always
taking your side in a quiet way, backed very heartily on one occasion
by one of my most intellectual friends, reading all that came in my
way, and watching the course of opinion. And first, it was to be
expected that the Guiccioli fanciers would resent any attack on Lord
Byron, and would highly relish the opportunity of abusing one who,
like yourself, had been identified with all those moral enterprises
which elevate the standard of humanity at large, and of womanhood in
particular. After this scum had worked itself off, there must necessarily
follow a controversy, none the less sharp and bitter, but not depending
essentially on abuse. The first point the recusants got hold of was the
error of the two years which contrived to run the gauntlet of so many
pairs of eyes. Some of them were made happy by mouthing and
shaking this between their teeth, as a poodle tears round with a glove.
This did not last long. No sensible person could believe for a moment
you were mistaken in the essential character of a statement every word
of which would fall on the ear of a listening friend like a drop of
melted lead, and burn its scar deep into the memory. That Lady Byron
believed and told you the story will not be questioned by any but fools
and malignants. Whether her belief was well founded there may be
positive evidence in existence to show affirmatively. The fact that her
statement is not peremptorily contradicted by those most likely to be
acquainted with the facts of the case, is the one result so far which is
forcing itself into unwilling recognition. I have seen nothing, in the
various hypotheses brought forward, which did not to me involve a
greater improbability than the presumption of guilt. Take that, for
witness, that Byron accused himself, through a spirit of perverse
vanity, of crimes he had not committed. How preposterous! He would
stain the name of a sister, whom, on the supposition of his innocence,
he loved with angelic ardor as well as purity, by associating it with
such an infamous accusation. Suppose there are some anomalies hard

to explain in Lady Byron's conduct. Could a young and guileless
woman, in the hands of such a man, be expected to act in any given
way, or would she not be likely to waver, to doubt, to hope, to
contradict herself, in the anomalous position in which, without
experience, she found herself?
As to the intrinsic evidence contained in the poems, I think it
confirms rather than contradicts the hypothesis of guilt. I do not think
that Butler's argument, and all the other attempts at invalidation of the
story, avail much in the face of the acknowledged fact that it was told
to various competent and honest witnesses, and remains without a
satisfactory answer from those most interested.
I know your firm self-reliance, and your courage to proclaim the
truth when any good end is to be served by it. It is to be expected that
public opinion will be more or less divided as to the expediency of this
revelation. . . .
Hoping that you have recovered from your indisposition, I am
Faithfully yours,
O. W. H

.

While undergoing the most unsparing and pitiless criticism and brutal
insult, Mrs. Stowe received the following sympathetic words from Mrs.
Lewes (George Eliot):—
T

P

, 21 N

B

, December 10, 1869.

M
F
,— . . . In the midst of your trouble I was often
thinking of you, for I feared that you were undergoing a considerable
trial from the harsh and unfair judgments, partly the fruit of hostility
glad to find an opportunity for venting itself, and partly of that
unthinking cruelty which belongs to hasty anonymous journalism. For
my own part, I should have preferred that the Byron question should
never have been brought before the public, because I think the
discussion of such subjects is injurious socially. But with regard to
yourself, dear friend, I feel sure that, in acting on a different basis of
impressions, you were impelled by pure, generous feeling. Do not

think that I would have written to you of this point to express a
judgment. I am anxious only to convey to you a sense of my sympathy
and confidence, such as a kiss and a pressure of the hand could give if
I were near you.
I trust that I shall hear a good account of Professor Stowe's health,
as well as your own, whenever you have time to write me a word or
two. I shall not be so unreasonable as to expect a long letter, for the
hours of needful rest from writing become more and more precious as
the years go on, but some brief news of you and yours will be
especially welcome just now. Mr. Lewes unites with me in high
regards to your husband and yourself, but in addition to that I have the
sister woman's privilege of saying that I am always
Your affectionate friend,
M. H. L

.

CHAPTER XX.
GEORGE ELIOT.
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I is with a feeling of relief that we turn from one of the most
disagreeable experiences of Mrs. Stowe's life to one of the most delightful,
namely, the warm friendship of one of the most eminent women of this age,
George Eliot.
There seems to have been some deep affinity of feeling that drew them
closely together in spite of diversity of intellectual tastes.
George Eliot's attention was first personally attracted to Mrs. Stowe in
1853, by means of a letter which the latter had written to Mrs. Follen.
Speaking of this incident she (George Eliot) writes: "Mrs. Follen showed
me a delightful letter which she has just had from Mrs. Stowe, telling all
about herself. She begins by saying, 'I am a little bit of a woman, rather
more than forty, as withered and dry as a pinch of snuff; never very well
worth looking at in my best days, and now a decidedly used-up article.' The
whole letter is most fascinating, and makes one love her."[17]
The correspondence between these two notable women was begun by
Mrs. Stowe, and called forth the following extremely interesting letter from

the distinguished English novelist:—
T

P

, 21 N

B

, May 8, 1869.

M
F
,—I value very highly the warrant to call you
friend which your letter has given me. It lay awaiting me on our return
the other night from a nine weeks' absence in Italy, and it made me
almost wish that you could have a momentary vision of the
discouragement,—nay, paralyzing despondency—in which many days
of my writing life have been passed, in order that you might fully
understand the good I find in such sympathy as yours, in such an
assurance as you give me that my work has been worth doing. But I
will not dwell on any mental sickness of mine. The best joy your
words give me is the sense of that sweet, generous feeling in you
which dictated them. I shall always be the richer because you have in
this way made me know you better. I must tell you that my first
glimpse of you as a woman came through a letter of yours, and
charmed me very much. The letter was addressed to Mrs. Follen, and
one morning I called on her in London (how many years ago!); she
was kind enough to read it to me, because it contained a little history
of your life, and a sketch of your domestic circumstances. I remember
thinking that it was very kind of you to write that long letter, in reply
to inquiries of one who was personally unknown to you; and, looking
back with my present experience, I think it was kinder than it then
appeared, for at that time you must have been much oppressed with the
immediate results of your fame. I remember, too, that you wrote of
your husband as one who was richer in Hebrew and Greek than in
pounds or shillings; and as an ardent scholar has always been a
character of peculiar interest to me, I have rarely had your image in my
mind without the accompanying image (more or less erroneous) of
such a scholar by your side. I shall welcome the fruit of his Goethe
studies, whenever it comes.
I have good hopes that your fears are groundless as to the obstacles
your new book ("Oldtown Folks") may find here from its thorough
American character. Most readers who are likely to be really
influenced by writing above the common order will find that special
aspect an added reason for interest and study; and I dare say you have

long seen, as I am beginning to see with new clearness, that if a book
which has any sort of exquisiteness happens also to be a popular,
widely circulated book, the power over the social mind for any good
is, after all, due to its reception by a few appreciative natures, and is
the slow result of radiation from that narrow circle. I mean that you
can affect a few souls, and that each of these in turn may affect a few
more, but that no exquisite book tells properly and directly on a
multitude, however largely it may be spread by type and paper.
Witness the things the multitude will say about it, if one is so unhappy
as to be obliged to hear their sayings. I do not write this cynically, but
in pure sadness and pity. Both traveling abroad and staying at home
among our English sights and sports, one must continually feel how
slowly the centuries work toward the moral good of men, and that
thought lies very close to what you say as to your wonder or conjecture
concerning my religious point of view. I believe that religion, too, has
to be modified according to the dominant phases; that a religion more
perfect than any yet prevalent must express less care of personal
consolation, and the more deeply awing sense of responsibility to man
springing from sympathy with that which of all things is most certainly
known to us,—the difficulty of the human lot. Letters are necessarily
narrow and fragmentary, and when one writes on wide subjects, are
likely to create more misunderstanding than illumination. But I have
little anxiety in writing to you, dear friend and fellow-laborer; for you
have had longer experience than I as a writer, and fuller experience as
a woman, since you have borne children and known a mother's history
from the beginning. I trust your quick and long-taught mind as an
interpreter little liable to mistake me.
When you say, "We live in an orange grove, and are planting many
more," and when I think you must have abundant family love to cheer
you, it seems to me that you must have a paradise about you. But no
list of circumstances will make a paradise. Nevertheless, I must
believe that the joyous, tender humor of your books clings about your
more immediate life, and makes some of that sunshine for yourself
which you have given to us. I see the advertisement of "Oldtown
Folks," and shall eagerly expect it. That and every other new link

between us will be reverentially valued. With great devotion and
regard,
Yours always,
M. L. L

.

Mrs. Stowe writes from Mandarin to George Eliot:—
M

, February 8, 1872.

D
F
,—It is two years nearly since I had your last very
kind letter, and I have never answered, because two years of constant
and severe work have made it impossible to give a drop to anything
beyond the needs of the hour. Yet I have always thought of you, loved
you, trusted you all the same, and read every little scrap from your
writing that came to hand.
One thing brings you back to me. I am now in Florida in my little
hut in the orange orchard, with the broad expanse of the blue St. John's
in front, and the waving of the live-oaks, with their long, gray mosses,
overhead, and the bright gold of oranges looking through dusky leaves
around. It is like Sorrento,—so like that I can quite dream of being
there. And when I get here I enter another life. The world recedes; I
am out of it; it ceases to influence; its bustle and noise die away in the
far distance; and here is no winter, an open-air life,—a quaint, rude,
wild wilderness sort of life, both rude and rich; but when I am here I
write more letters to friends than ever I do elsewhere. The mail comes
only twice a week, and then is the event of the day. My old rabbi and I
here set up our tent, he with German, and Greek, and Hebrew,
devouring all sorts of black-letter books, and I spinning ideal webs out
of bits that he lets fall here and there.
I have long thought that I would write you again when I got here,
and so I do. I have sent North to have them send me the "Harper's
Weekly," in which your new story is appearing, and have promised
myself leisurely to devour and absorb every word of it.
While I think of it I want to introduce to you a friend of mine, a
most noble man, Mr. Owen, for some years our ambassador at Naples,

now living a literary and scholar life in America. His father was Robert
Dale Owen, the theorist and communist you may have heard of in
England some years since.
Years ago, in Naples, I visited Mr. Owen for the first time, and
found him directing his attention to the phenomena of spiritism. He
had stumbled upon some singular instances of it accidentally, and he
had forthwith instituted a series of researches and experiments on the
subject, some of which he showed me. It was the first time I had ever
seriously thought of the matter, and he invited my sister and myself to
see some of the phenomena as exhibited by a medium friend of theirs
who resided in their family. The result at the time was sufficiently
curious, but I was interested in his account of the manner in which he
proceeded, keeping records of every experiment with its results, in
classified orders. As the result of his studies and observations, he has
published two books, one "Footfalls on the Boundary of Another
World," published in 1860, and latterly, "The Debatable Land Between
this World and the Next." I regard Mr. Owen as one of the few men
who are capable of entering into an inquiry of this kind without an
utter drowning of common sense, and his books are both of them
worth a fair reading. To me they present a great deal that is intensely
curious and interesting, although I do not admit, of course, all his
deductions, and think he often takes too much for granted. Still, with
every abatement there remains a residuum of fact, which I think both
curious and useful. In a late letter to me he says:—
"There is no writer of the present day whom I more esteem than
Mrs. Lewes, nor any one whose opinion of my work I should more
highly value."
I believe he intends sending them to you, and I hope you will read
them. Lest some of the narratives should strike you, as such narratives
did me once, as being a perfect Arabian Nights' Entertainment, I want
to say that I have accidentally been in the way of confirming some of
the most remarkable by personal observation. . . . In regard to all this
class of subjects, I am of the opinion of Goethe, that "it is just as
absurd to deny the facts of spiritualism now as it was in the Middle
Ages to ascribe them to the Devil." I think Mr. Owen attributes too

much value to his facts. I do not think the things contributed from the
ultra-mundane sphere are particularly valuable, apart from the
evidence they give of continued existence after death.
I do not think there is yet any evidence to warrant the idea that they
are a supplement or continuation of the revelations of Christianity, but
I do regard them as an interesting and curious study in psychology, and
every careful observer like Mr. Owen ought to be welcomed to bring in
his facts. With this I shall send you my observations on Mr. Owen's
books, from the "Christian Union." I am perfectly aware of the
frivolity and worthlessness of much of the revealings purporting to
come from spirits. In my view, the worth or worthlessness of them has
nothing to do with the question of fact.
Do invisible spirits speak in any wise,—wise or foolish?—is the
question a priori? I do not know of any reason why there should not be
as many foolish virgins in the future state as in this. As I am a believer
in the Bible and Christianity, I don't need these things as
confirmations, and they are not likely to be a religion to me. I regard
them simply as I do the phenomena of the Aurora Borealis, or
Darwin's studies on natural selection, as curious studies into nature.
Besides, I think some day we shall find a law by which all these facts
will fall into their places.
I hope now this subject does not bore you: it certainly is one that
seems increasingly to insist on getting itself heard. It is going on and
on, making converts, who are many more than dare avow themselves,
and for my part I wish it were all brought into the daylight of inquiry.
Let me hear from you if ever you feel like it. I know too well the
possibilities and impossibilities of a nature like yours to ask more, but
it can do you no harm to know that I still think of you and love you as
ever.
Faithfully yours,
H. B. S
T
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, March 4, 1872.

D
F
,—I can understand very easily that the two last years
have been full for you of other and more imperative work than the
writing of letters not absolutely demanded either by charity or
business. The proof that you still think of me affectionately is very
welcome now it has come, and more cheering because it enables me to
think of you as enjoying your retreat in your orange orchard,—your
western Sorrento—the beloved rabbi still beside you. I am sure it must
be a great blessing to you to bathe in that quietude, as it always is to us
when we go out of reach of London influences and have the large
space of country days to study, walk, and talk in. . . .
When I am more at liberty I will certainly read Mr. Owen's books,
if he is good enough to send them to me. I desire on all subjects to
keep an open mind, but hitherto the various phenomena, reported or
attested in connection with ideas of spirit intercourse and so on, have
come before me here in the painful form of the lowest
charlatanerie. . . .
But apart from personal contact with people who get money by
public exhibitions as mediums, or with semi-idiots such as those who
make a court for a Mrs. ——, or other feminine personages of that
kind, I would not willingly place any barriers between my mind and
any possible channel of truth affecting the human lot. The spirit in
which you have written in the paper you kindly sent me is likely to
touch others, and arouse them at least to attention in a case where you
have been deeply impressed. . . .
Yours with sincere affection,
M. L. L

.

(Begun April 4th.)
M

,F

, May 11, 1872.

M
F
,—I was very glad to get your dear little note,—
sorry to see by it that you are not in your full physical force. Owing to
the awkwardness and misunderstanding of publishers, I am not reading
"Middlemarch," as I expected to be, here in these orange shades: they
don't send it, and I am too far out of the world to get it. I felt, when I

read your letters, how glad I should be to have you here in our Florida
cottage, in the wholly new, wild, woodland life. Though resembling
Italy in climate, it is wholly different in the appearance of nature,—the
plants, the birds, the animals, all different. The green tidiness and
culture of England here gives way to a wild and rugged savageness of
beauty. Every tree bursts forth with flowers; wild vines and creepers
execute delirious gambols, and weave and interweave in interminable
labyrinths. Yet here, in the great sandy plains back of our house, there
is a constant wondering sense of beauty in the wild, wonderful growths
of nature. First of all, the pines—high as the stone pines of Italy—with
long leaves, eighteen inches long, through which there is a constant
dreamy sound, as if of dashing waters. Then the live-oaks and the
water-oaks, narrow-leaved evergreens, which grow to enormous size,
and whose branches are draped with long festoons of the gray moss.
There is a great, wild park of these trees back of us, which, with the
dazzling, varnished green of the new spring leaves and the swaying
drapery of moss, looks like a sort of enchanted grotto. Underneath
grow up hollies and ornamental flowering shrubs, and the yellow
jessamine climbs into and over everything with fragrant golden bells
and buds, so that sometimes the foliage of a tree is wholly hidden in its
embrace.
This wild, wonderful, bright and vivid growth, that is all new,
strange, and unknown by name to me, has a charm for me. It is the
place to forget the outside world, and live in one's self. And if you
were here, we would go together and gather azaleas, and white lilies,
and silver bells, and blue iris. These flowers keep me painting in a sort
of madness. I have just finished a picture of white lilies that grow in
the moist land by the watercourses. I am longing to begin on blue iris.
Artist, poet, as you are by nature, you ought to see all these things, and
if you would come here I would take you in heart and house, and you
should have a little room in our cottage. The history of the cottage is
this: I found a hut built close to a great live-oak twenty-five feet in
girth, and with overarching boughs eighty feet up in the air, spreading
like a firmament, and all swaying with mossy festoons. We began to
live here, and gradually we improved the hut by lath, plaster, and
paper. Then we threw out a wide veranda all round, for in these regions

the veranda is the living-room of the house. Ours had to be built
around the trunk of the tree, so that our cottage has a peculiar and
original air, and seems as if it were half tree, or a something that had
grown out of the tree. We added on parts, and have thrown out gables
and chambers, as a tree throws out new branches, till our cottage is like
nobody else's, and yet we settle into it with real enjoyment. There are
all sorts of queer little rooms in it, and we are accommodating at this
present a family of seventeen souls. In front, the beautiful, grand St.
John's stretches five miles from shore to shore, and we watch the
steamboats plying back and forth to the great world we are out of. On
all sides, large orange trees, with their dense shade and ever-vivid
green, shut out the sun so that we can sit, and walk, and live in the
open air. Our winter here is only cool, bracing out-door weather,
without snow. No month without flowers blooming in the open air, and
lettuce and peas in the garden. The summer range is about 90°, but the
sea-breezes keep the air delightfully fresh. Generally we go North,
however, for three months of summer. Well, I did not mean to run on
about Florida, but the subject runs away with me, and I want you to
visit us in spirit if not personally.
My poor rabbi!—he sends you some Arabic, which I fear you
cannot read: on diablerie he is up to his ears in knowledge, having read
all things in all tongues, from the Talmud down. . . .
Ever lovingly yours,
H. B. S
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, September 26, 1872.

M
F
,—I think when you see my name again so soon,
you will think it rains, hails, and snows notes from this quarter. Just
now, however, I am in this lovely, little nest in Boston, where dear
Mrs. Fields, like a dove, "sits brooding on the charmed wave." We are
both wishing we had you here with us, and she has not received any
answer from you as yet in reply to the invitation you spoke of in your
last letter to me. It seems as if you must have written, and the letter
somehow gone astray, because I know, of course, you would write.
Yesterday we were both out of our senses with mingled pity and

indignation at that dreadful stick of a Casaubon,—and think of poor
Dorothea dashing like a warm, sunny wave against so cold and
repulsive a rock! He is a little too dreadful for anything: there does not
seem to be a drop of warm blood in him, and so, as it is his misfortune
and not his fault, to be cold-blooded, one must not get angry with him.
It is the scene in the garden, after the interview with the doctor, that
rests on our mind at this present. There was such a man as he over in
Boston, high in literary circles, but I fancy his wife wasn't like
Dorothea, and a vastly proper time they had of it, treating each other
with mutual reverence, like two Chinese mandarins.
My love, what I miss in this story is just what we would have if you
would come to our tumble-down, jolly, improper, but joyous country,
—namely, "jollitude." You write and live on so high a plane! It is all
self-abnegation. We want to get you over here, and into this house,
where, with closed doors, we sometimes make the rafters ring with
fun, and say anything and everything, no matter what, and won't be
any properer than we's a mind to be. I am wishing every day you could
see our America,—travel, as I have been doing, from one bright,
thriving, pretty, flowery town to another, and see so much wealth, ease,
progress, culture, and all sorts of nice things. This dovecot where I
now am is the sweetest little nest imaginable; fronting on a city street,
with back windows opening on a sea view, with still, quiet rooms filled
with books, pictures, and all sorts of things, such as you and Mr.
Lewes would enjoy. Don't be afraid of the ocean, now! I've crossed it
six times, and assure you it is an overrated item. Froude is coming here
—why not you? Besides, we have the fountain of eternal youth here,
that is, in Florida, where I live, and if you should come you would both
of you take a new lease of life, and what glorious poems, and
philosophies, and whatnot, we should have! My rabbi writes, in the
seventh heaven, an account of your note to him. To think of his settingoff on his own account when I was away!
Come now, since your answer to dear Mrs. Fields is yet to come; let
it be a glad yes, and we will clasp you to our heart of hearts.
Your ever loving,
H. B. S.

During the summer of 1874, while Mrs. Stowe's brother, the Rev. Henry
Ward Beecher, was the victim of a most revolting, malicious, and
groundless attack on his purity, Mrs. Lewes wrote the following words of
sympathy:—
M
F
,—The other day I had a letter from Mrs. Fields,
written to let me know something of you under that heavy trouble, of
which such information as I have had has been quite untrustworthy,
leaving me in entire incredulity in regard to it except on this point, that
you and yours must be suffering deeply. Naturally I thought most of
you in the matter (its public aspects being indeterminate), and many
times before our friend's letter came I had said to Mr. Lewes: "What
must Mrs. Stowe be feeling!" I remember Mrs. Fields once told me of
the wonderful courage and cheerfulness which belonged to you,
enabling you to bear up under exceptional trials, and I imagined you
helping the sufferers with tenderness and counsel, but yet,
nevertheless, I felt that there must be a bruising weight on your heart.
Dear, honored friend, you who are so ready to give warm fellowship, is
it any comfort to you to be told that those afar off are caring for you in
spirit, and will be happier for all good issues that may bring you rest?
I cannot, dare not, write more in my ignorance, lest I should be
using unreasonable words. But I trust in your not despising this scrap
of paper which tells you, perhaps rather for my relief than yours, that I
am always in grateful, sweet remembrance of your goodness to me and
your energetic labors for all.
It was two years or more before Mrs. Stowe replied to these words of
sympathy.
Orange-blossom time, M

, March 18, 1876.

M
F
,—I always think of you when the orange trees are
in blossom; just now they are fuller than ever, and so many bees are
filling the branches that the air is full of a sort of still murmur. And
now I am beginning to hear from you every month in Harper's. It is as
good as a letter. "Daniel Deronda" has succeeded in awaking in my
somewhat worn-out mind an interest. So many stories are tramping

over one's mind in every modern magazine nowadays that one is
macadamized, so to speak. It takes something unusual to make a
sensation. This does excite and interest me, as I wait for each number
with eagerness. I wish I could endow you with our long winter
weather,—not winter, except such as you find in Sicily. We live here
from November to June, and my husband sits outdoors on the veranda
and reads all day. We emigrate in solid family: my two dear daughters,
husband, self, and servants come together to spend the winter here, and
so together to our Northern home in summer. My twin daughters
relieve me from all domestic care; they are lively, vivacious, with a
real genius for practical life. We have around us a little settlement of
neighbors, who like ourselves have a winter home here, and live an
easy, undress, picnic kind of life, far from the world and its cares. Mr.
Stowe has been busy on eight volumes of Görres on the mysticism of
the Middle Ages.[18] This Görres was Professor of Philosophy at
Munich, and he reviews the whole ground of the shadow-land between
the natural and the supernatural,—ecstacy, trance, prophecy, miracles,
spiritualism, the stigmata, etc. He was a devout Roman Catholic, and
the so-called facts that he reasons on seem to me quite amazing; and
yet the possibilities that lie between inert matter and man's living, allpowerful, immortal soul may make almost anything credible. The soul
at times can do anything with matter. I have been busying myself with
Sainte-Beuve's seven volumes on the Port Royal development. I like
him (Sainte-Beuve). His capacity of seeing, doing justice to all kinds
of natures and sentiments, is wonderful. I am sorry he is no longer our
side the veil.
There is a redbird (cardinal grosbeak) singing in the orange trees
fronting my window, so sweetly and insistently as to almost stop my
writing. I hope, dear friend, you are well—better than when you wrote
last.
It was very sweet and kind of you to write what you did last. I
suppose it is so long ago you may have forgotten, but it was a word of
tenderness and sympathy about my brother's trial; it was womanly,
tender, and sweet, such as at heart you are. After all, my love of you is
greater than my admiration, for I think it more and better to be really a
woman worth loving than to have read Greek and German and written

books. And in this last book I read, I feel more with you in some little,
fine points,—they stare at me as making an amusing exhibition. For,
my dear, I feel myself at last as one who has been playing and
picnicking on the shores of life, and waked from a dream late in the
afternoon to find that everybody almost has gone over to the beyond.
And the rest are sorting their things and packing their trunks, and
waiting for the boat to come and take them.
It seems now but a little time since my brother Henry and I were
two young people together. He was my two years junior, and nearest
companion out of seven brothers and three sisters. I taught him
drawing and heard his Latin lessons, for you know a girl becomes
mature and womanly long before a boy. I saw him through college,
and helped him through the difficult love affair that gave him his wife;
and then he and my husband had a real German, enthusiastic love for
each other, which ended in making me a wife. Ah! in those days we
never dreamed that he, or I, or any of us, were to be known in the
world. All he seemed then was a boy full of fun, full of love, full of
enthusiasm for protecting abused and righting wronged people, which
made him in those early days write editorials, and wear arms and
swear himself a special policeman to protect the poor negroes in
Cincinnati, where we then lived, when there were mobs instigated by
the slaveholders of Kentucky.
Then he married, and lived a missionary life in the new West, all
with a joyousness, an enthusiasm, a chivalry, which made life bright
and vigorous to us both. Then in time he was called to Brooklyn, just
as the crisis of the great anti-slavery battle came on, and the Fugitive
Slave Law was passed. I was then in Maine, and I well remember one
snowy night his riding till midnight to see me, and then our talking, till
near morning, what we could do to make headway against the horrid
cruelties that were being practiced against the defenseless blacks. My
husband was then away lecturing, and my heart was burning itself out
in indignation and anguish. Henry told me then that he meant to fight
that battle in New York; that he would have a church that would stand
by him to resist the tyrannic dictation of Southern slaveholders. I said:
"I, too, have begun to do something; I have begun a story, trying to set
forth the sufferings and wrongs of the slaves." "That's right, Hattie," he

said; "finish it, and I will scatter it thick as the leaves of Vallambrosa,"
and so came "Uncle Tom," and Plymouth Church became a stronghold
where the slave always found refuge and a strong helper. One morning
my brother found sitting on his doorstep poor old Paul Edmonson,
weeping; his two daughters, of sixteen and eighteen, had passed into
the slave warehouse of Bruin & Hill, and were to be sold. My brother
took the man by the hand to a public meeting, told his story for him,
and in an hour raised the two thousand dollars to redeem his children.
Over and over again, afterwards, slaves were redeemed at Plymouth
Church, and Henry and Plymouth Church became words of hatred and
fear through half the Union. From that time until we talked together
about the Fugitive Slave Law, there was not a pause or stop in the
battle till we had been through the war and slavery had been wiped out
in blood. Through all he has been pouring himself out, wrestling,
burning, laboring everywhere, making stump speeches when elections
turned on the slave question, and ever maintaining that the cause of
Christ was the cause of the slave. And when all was over, it was he and
Lloyd Garrison who were sent by government once more to raise our
national flag on Fort Sumter. You must see that a man does not so
energize without making many enemies. Half of our Union has been
defeated, a property of millions annihilated by emancipation, a proud
and powerful slave aristocracy reduced to beggary, and there are those
who never saw our faces that, to this hour, hate him and me. Then he
has been a progressive in theology. He has been a student of Huxley,
and Spencer, and Darwin,—enough to alarm the old school,—and yet
remained so ardent a supernaturalist as equally to repel the radical
destructionists in religion. He and I are Christ-worshippers, adoring
Him as the Image of the Invisible God and all that comes from
believing this. Then he has been a reformer, an advocate of universal
suffrage and woman's rights, yet not radical enough to please that
reform party who stand where the Socialists of France do, and are for
tearing up all creation generally. Lastly, he has had the misfortune of a
popularity which is perfectly phenomenal. I cannot give you any idea
of the love, worship, idolatry, with which he has been overwhelmed.
He has something magnetic about him that makes everybody crave his
society,—that makes men follow and worship him. I remember being
at his house one evening in the time of early flowers, and in that one

evening came a box of flowers from Maine, another from New Jersey,
another from Connecticut,—all from people with whom he had no
personal acquaintance, who had read something of his and wanted to
send him some token. I said, "One would think you were a prima
donna. What does make people go on so about you?"
My brother is hopelessly generous and confiding. His inability to
believe evil is something incredible, and so has come all this suffering.
You said you hoped I should be at rest when the first investigating
committee and Plymouth Church cleared my brother almost by
acclamation. Not so. The enemy have so committed themselves that
either they or he must die, and there has followed two years of the
most dreadful struggle. First, a legal trial of six months, the expenses
of which on his side were one hundred and eighteen thousand dollars,
and in which he and his brave wife sat side by side in the court-room,
and heard all that these plotters, who had been weaving their webs for
three years, could bring. The foreman of the jury was offered a bribe of
ten thousand dollars to decide against my brother. He sent the letter
containing the proposition to the judge. But with all their plotting,
three fourths of the jury decided against them, and their case was lost.
It was accepted as a triumph by my brother's friends; a large number of
the most influential clergy of all denominations so expressed
themselves in a public letter, and it was hoped the thing was so far over
that it might be lived down and overgrown with better things.
But the enemy, intriguing secretly with all those parties in the
community who wish to put down a public and too successful man,
have been struggling to bring the thing up again for an ecclesiastical
trial. The cry has been raised in various religious papers that Plymouth
Church was in complicity with crime,—that they were so captivated
with eloquence and genius that they refused to make competent
investigation. The six months' legal investigation was insufficient; a
new trial was needed. Plymouth Church immediately called a council
of ministers and laymen, in number representing thirty-seven thousand
Congregational Christians, to whom Plymouth Church surrendered her
records,—her conduct,—all the facts of the case, and this great council
unanimously supported the church and ratified her decision;
recognizing the fact that, in all the investigations hitherto, nothing had

been proved against my brother. They at his request, and that of
Plymouth Church, appointed a committee of five to whom within sixty
days any one should bring any facts that they could prove, or else
forever after hold their peace. It is thought now by my brother's friends
that this thing must finally reach a close. But you see why I have not
written. This has drawn on my life—my heart's blood. He is myself; I
know you are the kind of woman to understand me when I say that I
felt a blow at him more than at myself. I, who know his purity, honor,
delicacy, know that he has been from childhood of an ideal purity,—
who reverenced his conscience as his king, whose glory was redressing
human wrong, who spake no slander, no, nor listened to it.
Never have I known a nature of such strength, and such almost
childlike innocence. He is of a nature so sweet and perfect that, though
I have seen him thunderously indignant at moments, I never saw him
fretful or irritable,—a man who continuously, in every little act of life,
is thinking of others, a man that all the children on the street run after,
and that every sorrowful, weak, or distressed person looks to as a
natural helper. In all this long history there has been no circumstance
of his relation to any woman that has not been worthy of himself,—
pure, delicate, and proper; and I know all sides of it, and certainly
should not say this if there were even a misgiving. Thank God, there is
none, and I can read my New Testament and feel that by all the
beatitudes my brother is blessed.
His calmness, serenity, and cheerfulness through all this time has
uplifted us all. Where he was, there was no anxiety, no sorrow. My
brother's power to console is something peculiar and wonderful. I have
seen him at death-beds and funerals, where it would seem as if hope
herself must be dumb, bring down the very peace of Heaven and
change despair to trust. He has not had less power in his own adversity.
You cannot conceive how he is beloved, by those even who never saw
him,—old, paralytic, distressed, neglected people, poor seamstresses,
black people, who have felt these arrows shot against their benefactor
as against themselves, and most touching have been their letters of
sympathy. From the first, he has met this in the spirit of Francis de
Sales, who met a similar plot,—by silence, prayer, and work, and when

urged to defend himself said "God would do it in his time." God was
the best judge how much reputation he needed to serve Him with.
In your portrait of Deronda, you speak of him as one of those rare
natures in whom a private wrong bred no bitterness. "The sense of
injury breeds, not the will to inflict injuries, but a hatred of all injury;"
and I must say, through all this conflict my brother has been always in
the spirit of Him who touched and healed the ear of Malchus when he
himself was attacked. His friends and lawyers have sometimes been
aroused and sometimes indignant with his habitual caring for others,
and his habit of vindicating and extending even to his enemies every
scrap and shred of justice that might belong to them. From first to last
of this trial, he has never for a day intermitted his regular work.
Preaching to crowded houses, preaching even in his short vacations at
watering places, carrying on his missions which have regenerated two
once wretched districts of the city, editing a paper, and in short giving
himself up to work. He cautioned his church not to become absorbed
in him and his trials, to prove their devotion by more faithful church
work and a wider charity; and never have the Plymouth missions
among the poor been so energetic and effective. He said recently, "The
worst that can befall a man is to stop thinking of God and begin to
think of himself; if trials make us self-absorbed, they hurt us." Well,
dear, pardon me for this outpour. I loved you—I love you—and
therefore wanted you to know just what I felt. Now, dear, this is over,
don't think you must reply to it or me. I know how much you have to
do,—yes, I know all about an aching head and an overtaxed brain. This
last work of yours is to be your best, I think, and I hope it will bring
you enough to buy an orange grove in Sicily, or somewhere else, and
so have lovely weather such as we have.
Your ancient admirer,[19] who usually goes to bed at eight o'clock,
was convicted by me of sitting up after eleven over the last installment
of "Daniel Deronda," and he is full of it. We think well of Guendoline,
and that she isn't much more than young ladies in general so far.
Next year, if I can possibly do it, I will send you some of our
oranges. I perfectly long to have you enjoy them.

Your very loving
H. B. S

.

P. S. I am afraid I shall write you again when I am reading your
writings, they are so provokingly suggestive of things one wants to
say.
H. B. S.
In her reply to this letter Mrs. Lewes says, incidentally: "Please offer my
reverential love to the Professor, and tell him I am ruthlessly proud of
having kept him out of his bed. I hope that both you and he will continue to
be interested in my spiritual children."
After Mr. Lewes's death, Mrs. Lewes writes to Mrs. Stowe:—
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, April 10, 1879.

M
F
,—I have been long without sending you any sign
(unless you have received a message from me through Mrs. Fields),
but my heart has been going out to you and your husband continually
as among the chief of the many kind beings who have given me their
tender fellow-feeling in my last earthly sorrow. . . . When your first
letter came, with the beautiful gift of your book,[20] I was unable to
read any letters, and did not for a long time see what you had sent me.
But when I did know, and had read your words of thankfulness at the
great good you have seen wrought by your help, I felt glad, for your
sake first, and then for the sake of the great nation to which you
belong. The hopes of the world are taking refuge westward, under the
calamitous conditions, moral and physical, in which we of the elder
world are getting involved. . . .
Thank you for telling me that you have the comfort of seeing your
son in a path that satisfies your best wishes for him. I like to think of
your having family joys. One of the prettiest photographs of a child
that I possess is one of your sending to me. . . .
Please offer my reverential, affectionate regards to your husband,
and believe me, dear friend,

Yours always gratefully,
M. L. L

.

As much as has been said with regard to spiritualism in these pages, the
subject has by no means the prominence that it really possessed in the
studies and conversations of both Professor and Mrs. Stowe.
Professor Stowe's very remarkable psychological development, and the
exceptional experiences of his early life, were sources of conversation of
unfailing interest and study to both.
Professor Stowe had made an elaborate and valuable collection of the
literature of the subject, and was, as Mrs. Stowe writes, "over head and ears
in diablerie."
It is only just to give Mrs. Stowe's views on this perplexing theme more
at length, and as the mature reflection of many years has caused them to
take form.
In reference to professional mediums, and spirits that peep, rap, and
mutter, she writes:—
"Each friend takes away a portion of ourselves. There was some part of
our being related to him as to no other, and we had things to say to him
which no other would understand or appreciate. A portion of our thoughts
has become useless and burdensome, and again and again, with involuntary
yearning, we turn to the stone at the door of the sepulchre. We lean against
the cold, silent marble, but there is no answer,—no voice, neither any that
regardeth.
"There are those who would have us think that in our day this doom is
reversed; that there are those who have the power to restore to us the
communion of our lost ones. How many a heart, wrung and tortured with
the anguish of this fearful silence, has throbbed with strange, vague hopes
at the suggestion! When we hear sometimes of persons of the strongest and
clearest minds becoming credulous votaries of certain spiritualist circles, let
us not wonder: if we inquire, we shall almost always find that the belief has
followed some stroke of death; it is only an indication of the desperation of
that heart-hunger which in part it appeases.

"Ah, were it true! Were it indeed so that the wall between the spiritual
and material is growing thin, and a new dispensation germinating in which
communion with the departed blest shall be among the privileges and
possibilities of this our mortal state! Ah, were it so that when we go forth
weeping in the gray dawn, bearing spices and odors which we long to pour
forth for the beloved dead, we should indeed find the stone rolled away and
an angel sitting on it!
"But for us the stone must be rolled away by an unquestionable angel,
whose countenance is as the lightning, who executes no doubtful juggle by
pale moonlight or starlight, but rolls back the stone in fair, open morning,
and sits on it. Then we could bless God for his mighty gift, and with love,
and awe, and reverence take up that blessed fellowship with another life,
and weave it reverently and trustingly into the web of our daily course.
"But no such angel have we seen,—no such sublime, unquestionable,
glorious manifestation. And when we look at what is offered to us, ah! who
that had a friend in heaven could wish them to return in such wise as this?
The very instinct of a sacred sorrow seems to forbid that our beautiful, our
glorified ones should stoop lower than even to the medium of their cast-off
bodies, to juggle, and rap, and squeak, and perform mountebank tricks with
tables and chairs; to recite over in weary sameness harmless truisms, which
we were wise enough to say for ourselves; to trifle, and banter, and jest, or
to lead us through endless moonshiny mazes. Sadly and soberly we say that,
if this be communion with the dead, we had rather be without it. We want
something a little in advance of our present life, and not below it. We have
read with some attention weary pages of spiritual communication
purporting to come from Bacon, Swedenborg, and others, and long accounts
from divers spirits of things seen in the spirit land, and we can conceive of
no more appalling prospect than to have them true.
"If the future life is so weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable as we might
infer from these readings, one would have reason to deplore an immortality
from which no suicide could give an outlet. To be condemned to such
eternal prosing would be worse than annihilation.
"Is there, then, no satisfaction for this craving of the soul? There is One
who says: "I am he that liveth and was dead, and behold I am alive for

evermore, and I have the keys of hell and of death;" and this same being
said once before: "He that loveth me shall be loved of my Father, and I will
love him and will manifest myself unto him." This is a promise direct and
personal; not confined to the first apostles, but stated in the most general
way as attainable by any one who loves and does the will of Jesus. It seems
given to us as some comfort for the unavoidable heart-breaking separations
of death that there should be, in that dread unknown, one all-powerful
Friend with whom it is possible to commune, and from whose spirit there
may come a response to us. Our Elder Brother, the partaker of our nature, is
not only in the spirit land, but is all-powerful there. It is he that shutteth and
no man openeth, and openeth and no man shutteth. He whom we have seen
in the flesh, weeping over the grave of Lazarus, is he who hath the keys of
hell and of death. If we cannot commune with our friends, we can at least
commune with Him to whom they are present, who is intimately with them
as with us. He is the true bond of union between the spirit world and our
souls; and one blest hour of prayer, when we draw near to Him and feel the
breadth, and length, and depth, and heighth of that love of his that passeth
knowledge, is better than all those incoherent, vain, dreamy glimpses with
which longing hearts are cheated.
"They who have disbelieved all spiritual truth, who have been
Sadduceeic doubters of either angel or spirit, may find in modern
spiritualism a great advance. But can one who has ever really had
communion with Christ, who has said with John, "Truly our fellowship is
with the Father and the Son,"—can such an one be satisfied with what is
found in the modern circle?
"For Christians who have strayed into these inclosures, we cannot but
recommend the homely but apt quotation of old John Newton:—

"'What think ye of Christ is the test
To try both your word and your scheme.'
"In all these so-called revelations, have there come any echoes of the new
song which no man save the redeemed from earth could learn; any
unfoldings of that love that passeth knowledge,—anything, in short, such as
spirits might utter to whom was unveiled that which eye hath not seen nor
ear heard, neither hath entered the heart of man to conceive? We must
confess that all those spirits that yet have spoken appear to be living in quite
another sphere from John or Paul.
"Let us, then, who long for communion with spirits, seek nearness to
Him who has promised to speak and commune, leaving forever this word to
his church:—
"'I will not leave you comfortless. I will come to you.'"

CHAPTER XXI.
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the annual journeys to and from Florida, and her many interests
in the South, Mrs. Stowe's time between 1870 and 1880 was largely
occupied by literary and kindred labors. In the autumn of 1871 we find her
writing to her daughters as follows regarding her work:—
"I have at last finished all my part in the third book of mine that is to
come out this year, to wit 'Oldtown Fireside Stories,' and you can have no
idea what a perfect luxury of rest it is to be free from all literary
engagements, of all kinds, sorts, or descriptions. I feel like a poor woman I
once read about,—
"'Who always was tired,
'Cause she lived in a house
Where help wasn't hired,'
and of whom it is related that in her dying moments,
"'She folded her hands
With her latest endeavor,
Saying nothing, dear nothing,
Sweet nothing forever.'
"I am in about her state of mind. I luxuriate in laziness. I do not want to
do anything or go anywhere. I only want to sink down into lazy enjoyment
of living."

She was certainly well entitled to a rest, for never had there been a more
laborious literary life. In addition to the twenty-three books already written,
she had prepared for various magazines and journals an incredible number
of short stories, letters of travel, essays, and other articles. Yet with all she
had accomplished, and tired as she was, she still had seven books to write,
besides many more short stories, before her work should be done. As her
literary life did not really begin until 1852, the bulk of her work has been
accomplished within twenty-six years, as will be seen from the following
list of her books, arranged in the chronological order of their publication:—
1833. An Elementary Geography.
1843. The Mayflower.
1852. Uncle Tom's Cabin.
1853. Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin.
1854. Sunny Memories.
1856. Dred.
1858. Our Charley.
1859. Minister's Wooing.
1862. Pearl of Orr's Island.
1863. Agnes of Sorrento.
1864. House and Home Papers.
1865. Little Foxes.
1866. Nina Gordon (Formerly "Dred").
1867. Religious Poems.
1867. Queer Little People.
1868. The Chimney Corner.
1868. Men of Our Times.
1869. Oldtown Folks.
1870. Lady Byron Vindicated.
1871. The History of the Byron Controversy (London).
1870. Little Pussy Willow.
1871. Pink and White Tyranny.
1871. Old Town Fireside Stories.
1872. My Wife and I.
1873. Palmetto Leaves.
1873. Library of Famous Fiction.
1875. We and Our Neighbors.

1876. Betty's Bright Idea.
1877. Footsteps of the Master.
1878. Bible Heroines.
1878. Poganuc People.
1881. A Dog's Mission.
In 1872 a new and remunerative field of labor was opened to Mrs.
Stowe, and though it entailed a vast amount of weariness and hard work, she
entered it with her customary energy and enthusiasm. It presented itself in
the shape of an offer from the American Literary (Lecture) Bureau of
Boston to deliver a course of forty readings from her own works in the
principal cities of the New England States. The offer was a liberal one, and
Mrs. Stowe accepted it on condition that the reading tour should be ended in
time to allow her to go to her Florida home in December. This being
acceded to, she set forth and gave her first reading in Bridgeport, Conn., on
the evening of September 19, 1872.
The following extracts from letters written to her husband while on this
reading tour throw some interesting gleams of light on the scenes behind the
curtain of the lecturer's platform. From Boston, October 3d, she writes:
"Have had a most successful but fatiguing week. Read in Cambridgeport tonight, and Newburyport to-morrow night." Two weeks later, upon receipt of
a letter from her husband, in which he fears he has not long to live, she
writes from Westfield, Mass:—
"I have never had a greater trial than being forced to stay away from you
now. I would not, but that my engagements have involved others in heavy
expense, and should I fail to fulfill them, it would be doing a wrong.
"God has given me strength as I needed it, and I never read more to my
own satisfaction than last night.
"Now, my dear husband, please do want, and try, to remain with us yet a
while longer, and let us have a little quiet evening together before either of
us crosses the river. My heart cries out for a home with you; our home
together in Florida. Oh, may we see it again! Your ever loving wife."
From Fitchburg, Mass., under date of October 29th, she writes:—

"In the cars, near Palmer, who should I discover but Mr. and Mrs. J. T.
Fields, returning from a Western trip, as gay as a troubadour. I took an
empty seat next to them, and we had a jolly ride to Boston. I drove to Mr.
Williams's house, where I met the Chelsea agent, who informed me that
there was no hotel in Chelsea, but that they were expecting to send over for
me. So I turned at once toward 148 Charles Street, where I tumbled in on
the Fields before they had got their things off. We had a good laugh, and I
received a hearty welcome. I was quickly installed in my room, where, after
a nice dinner, I curled up for my afternoon nap. At half-past seven the
carriage came for me, and I was informed that I should not have a hard
reading, as they had engaged singers to take part. So, when I got into the
carriage, who should I find, beshawled, and beflowered, and betoggled in
blue satin and white lace, but our old friend —— of Andover concert
memory, now become Madame Thingumbob, of European celebrity. She
had studied in Italy, come out in Milan, sung there in opera for a whole
winter, and also in Paris and London.
"Well, she sings very sweetly and looks very nice and pretty. Then we
had a little rosebud of a Chelsea girl who sang, and a pianist. I read
'Minister's Housekeeper' and Topsy, and the audience was very jolly and
appreciative. Then we all jogged home."
The next letter finds Mrs. Stowe in Maine, and writing in the cars
between Bangor and Portland. She says:—
M
H
,—Well, Portland and Bangor are over, and the
latter, which I had dreaded as lonesome and far off, turned out the
pleasantest of any place I have visited yet. I stayed at the Fays; he was
one of the Andover students, you remember; and found a warm, cosy,
social home. In the evening I met an appreciative audience, and had a
delightful reading. I read Captain Kittridge, apparently to the great
satisfaction of the people, who laughed heartily at his sea stories, and
the "Minister's Housekeeper" with the usual success, also Eva and
Topsy.
One woman, totally deaf, came to me afterwards and said: "Bless
you. I come jist to see you. I'd rather see you than the Queen." Another
introduced her little girl named Harriet Beecher Stowe, and another,

older, named Eva. She said they had traveled fifty miles to hear me
read. An incident like that appeals to one's heart, does it not?
The people of Bangor were greatly embarrassed by the horse
disease; but the mayor and his wife walked over from their house, a
long distance off, to bring me flowers, and at the reading he introduced
me. I had an excellent audience notwithstanding that it rained
tremendously, and everybody had to walk because there were no
horses. The professors called on me, also Newman Smith, now a
settled minister here.
Everybody is so anxious about you, and Mr. Fay made me promise
that you and I should come and spend a week with them next summer.
Mr. Howard, in Portland, called upon me to inquire for you, and
everybody was so delighted to hear that you were getting better.
It stormed all the time I was in Portland and Bangor, so I saw
nothing of them. Now I am in a palace car riding alongside the
Kennebec, and recalling the incidents of my trip. I certainly had very
satisfactory houses; and these pleasant little visits, and meetings with
old acquaintance, would be well worth having, even though I had made
nothing in a pecuniary sense. On the whole it is as easy a way of
making money as I have ever tried, though no way of making money is
perfectly easy,—there must be some disagreeables. The lonesomeness
of being at a hotel in dull weather is one, and in Portland it seems there
is nobody now to invite us to their homes. Our old friends there are
among the past. They have gone on over the river. I send you a bit of
poetry that pleases me. The love of the old for each other has its poetry.
It is something sacred and full of riches. I long to be with you, and to
have some more of our good long talks.
The scenery along this river is very fine. The oaks still keep their
leaves, though the other trees are bare; but oaks and pines make a
pleasant contrast. We shall stop twenty minutes at Brunswick, so I shall
get a glimpse of the old place.
Now we are passing through Hallowell, and the Kennebec changes
sides. What a beautiful river! It is now full of logs and rafts. Well, I

must bring this to a close. Good-by, dear, with unchanging love. Ever
your wife.
From South Framingham, Mass., she writes on November 7th:—
Well, my dear, here I am in E.'s pretty little house. He has a pretty
wife, a pretty sister, a pretty baby, two nice little boys, and a lovely
white cat. The last is a perfect beauty! a Persian, from a stock brought
over by Dr. Parker, as white as snow, with the softest fur, a perfect
bunch of loving-kindness, all purr and felicity. I had a good audience
last evening, and enjoyed it. My audiences, considering the horse
disease and the rains, are amazing. And how they do laugh! We get into
regular gales.
E. has the real country minister turn-out: horse and buggy, and such
a nice horse too. The baby is a beauty, and giggles, and goos, and
shouts inquiries with the rising inflection, in the most inspiring manner.
November 13. Wakefield. I read in Haverhill last night. It was as
usual stormy. I had a good audience, but not springy and inspiriting
like that at Waltham. Some audiences seem to put spring into one, and
some to take it out. This one seemed good but heavy. I had to lift them,
while in Framingham and Waltham they lifted me.
The Lord bless and keep you. It grieves me to think you are dull and
I not with you. By and by we will be together and stay together. Goodby dear. Your ever loving wife,
H. B. S.
November 24. "I had a very pleasant reading in Peabody. While
there visited the library and saw the picture of the Queen that she had
painted expressly for George Peabody. It was about six inches square,
enameled on gold, and set in a massive frame of solid gold and velvet.
The effect is like painting on ivory. At night the picture rolls back into
a safe, and great doors, closed with a combination lock, defend it. It
reminded me of some of the foreign wonders we have seen.

"Well, my course is almost done, and if I get through without any
sickness, cold, or accident, how wonderful it will seem. I have never
felt the near, kind presence of our Heavenly Father so much as in this.
'He giveth strength to the faint, and to them of no might He increaseth
strength.' I have found this true all my life."
From Newport she writes on November 26th:—
"It was a hard, tiring, disagreeable piece of business to read in New
London. Had to wait three mortal hours in Palmer. Then a slow, weary train,
that did not reach New London until after dark. There was then no time to
rest, and I was so tired that it did seem as though I could not dress. I really
trembled with fatigue. The hall was long and dimly lighted, and the people
were not seated compactly, but around in patches. The light was dim, except
for a great flaring gas jet arranged right under my eyes on the reading desk,
and I did not see a creature whom I knew. I was only too glad when it was
over and I was back again at my hotel. There I found that I must be up at
five o'clock to catch the Newport train.
"I started for this place in the dusk of a dreary, foggy morning. Traveled
first on a ferry, then in cars, and then in a little cold steamboat. Found no
one to meet me, in spite of all my writing, and so took a carriage and came
to the hotel. The landlord was very polite to me, said he knew me by my
trunk, had been to our place in Mandarin, etc. All I wanted was a warm
room, a good bed, and unlimited time to sleep. Now I have had a three
hours' nap, and here I am, sitting by myself in the great, lonely hotel parlor.
"Well, dear old man, I think lots of you, and only want to end all this in a
quiet home where we can sing 'John Anderson, my Jo' together. I check off
place after place as the captive the days of his imprisonment. Only two more
after to-night. Ever your loving wife."
Mrs. Stowe made one more reading tour the following year, and this time
it was in the West. On October 28, 1873, she writes from Zanesville, Ohio,
to her son at Harvard:—
You have been very good to write as often as you have, and your
letters, meeting me at different points, have been most cheering. I have
been tired, almost to the last degree. Read two successive evenings in

Chicago, and traveled the following day for thirteen hours, a distance
of about three hundred miles, to Cincinnati. We were compelled to go
in the most uncomfortable cars I ever saw, crowded to overflowing, a
fiend of a stove at each end burning up all the air, and without a chance
to even lay my head down. This is the grand route between Chicago
and Cincinnati, and we were on it from eight in the morning until
nearly ten at night.
Arrived at Cincinnati we found that George Beecher had not
received our telegram, was not expecting us, had no rooms engaged for
us, and that we could not get rooms at his boarding-place. After finding
all this out we had to go to the hotel, where, about eleven o'clock, I
crept into bed with every nerve aching from fatigue. The next day was
dark and rainy, and I lay in bed most of it; but when I got up to go and
read I felt only half rested, and was still so tired that it seemed as
though I could not get through.
Those who planned my engagements failed to take, into account the
fearful distances and wretched trains out here. On none of these great
Western routes is there a drawing-room car. Mr. Saunders tried in every
way to get them to put one on for us, but in vain. They are all reserved
for the night trains; so that there is no choice except to travel by night
in sleeping cars, or take such trains as I have described in the daytime.
I had a most sympathetic audience in Cincinnati; they all seemed
delighted and begged me to come again. The next day George took us
for a drive out to Walnut Hills, where we saw the seminary buildings,
the house where your sisters were born, and the house in which we
afterwards lived. In the afternoon we had to leave and hurry away to a
reading in Dayton. The next evening another in Columbus, where we
spent Sunday with an old friend.
By this time I am somewhat rested from the strain of that awful
journey; but I shall never again undertake such another. It was one of
those things that have to be done once, to learn not to do it again. My
only reading between Columbus and Pittsburgh is to be here in
Zanesville, a town as black as Acheron, and where one might expect to
see the river Styx.

Later. I had a nice audience and a pleasant reading here, and to-day
we go on to Pittsburgh, where I read to-morrow night.
I met the other day at Dayton a woman who now has grandchildren;
but who, when I first came West, was a gay rattling girl. She was one
of the first converts of brother George's seemingly obscure ministry in
the little new town of Chillicothe. Now she has one son who is a judge
of the supreme court, and another in business. Both she and they are
not only Christians, but Christians of the primitive sort, whose religion
is their all; who triumph and glory in tribulation, knowing that it
worketh patience. She told me, with a bright sweet calm, of her
husband killed in battle the first year of the war, of her only daughter
and two grandchildren dying in the faith, and of her own happy waiting
on God's will, with bright hopes of a joyful reunion. Her sons are
leading members of the Presbyterian Church, and most active in
stirring up others to make their profession a reality, not an empty name.
When I thought that all this came from the conversion of one giddy
girl, when George seemed to be doing so little, I said, "Who can
measure the work of a faithful minister?" It is such living witnesses
that maintain Christianity on earth.
Good-by. We shall soon be home now, and preparing for Florida.
Always your own loving mother,
H. B. S.
Mrs. Stowe never undertook another reading tour, nor, after this one, did
she ever read again for money, though she frequently contributed her talent
in this direction to the cause of charity.
The most noteworthy event of her later years was the celebration of the
seventieth anniversary of her birthday. That it might be fittingly observed,
her publishers, Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co. of Boston, arranged a
reception for her in form of a garden party, to which they invited the literati
of America. It was held on June 14, 1882, at "The Old Elms," the home of
Ex-Governor Claflin of Massachusetts, in Newtonville, one of Boston's
most beautiful suburbs. Here the assembly gathered to do honor to Mrs.
Stowe, that lovely June afternoon, comprised two hundred of the most

distinguished and best known among the literary men and women of the
day.
From three until five o'clock was spent socially. As the guests arrived
they were presented to Mrs. Stowe by Mr. H. O. Houghton, and then they
gathered in groups in the parlors, on the verandas, on the lawn, and in the
refreshment room. At five o'clock they assembled in a large tent on the
lawn, when Mr. Houghton, as host, addressed to his guest and her friends a
few words of congratulation and welcome. He closed his remarks by saying:
—
"And now, honored madam, as
"'When to them who sail
Beyond the Cape of Hope, and now are past
Mozambic, off at sea northeast winds blow
Sabean odors from the spicy shore
Of Arabie the blest,'
so the benedictions of the lowly and the blessings of all conditions of men
are brought to you to-day on the wings of the wind, from every quarter of
the globe; but there will be no fresher laurels to crown this day of your
rejoicing than are brought by those now before you, who have been your coworkers in the strife; who have wrestled and suffered, fought and
conquered, with you; who rank you with the Miriams, the Deborahs, and the
Judiths of old; and who now shout back the refrain, when you utter the
inspired song:—
"'Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously.'
. .
.
. .
. . .
. . .
. .
.
'The Almighty Lord hath disappointed them by the hand of a
woman.'"
In reply to this Mrs. Stowe's brother, Henry Ward Beecher, said: "Of
course you all sympathize with me to-day, but, standing in this place, I do
not see your faces more clearly than I see those of my father and my mother.
Her I only knew as a mere babe-child. He was my teacher and my
companion. A more guileless soul than he, a more honest one, more free
from envy, from jealousy, and from selfishness, I never knew. Though he

thought he was great by his theology, everybody else knew he was great by
his religion. My mother is to me what the Virgin Mary is to a devout
Catholic. She was a woman of great nature, profound as a philosophical
thinker, great in argument, with a kind of intellectual imagination, diffident,
not talkative,—in which respect I take after her,—the woman who gave
birth to Mrs. Stowe, whose graces and excellences she probably more than
any of her children—we number but thirteen—has possessed. I suppose that
in bodily resemblance, perhaps, she is not like my mother, but in mind I
presume she is most like her. I thank you for my father's sake and for my
mother's sake for the courtesy, the friendliness, and the kindness which you
give to Mrs. Stowe."
The following poem from John Greenleaf Whittier was then read:—
"Thrice welcome from the Land of Flowers
And golden-fruited orange bowers
To this sweet, green-turfed June of ours!
To her who, in our evil time,
Dragged into light the nation's crime
With strength beyond the strength of men,
And, mightier than their sword, her pen;
To her who world-wide entrance gave
To the log cabin of the slave,
Made all his wrongs and sorrows known,
And all earth's languages his own,—
North, South, and East and West, made all
The common air electrical,
Until the o'ercharged bolts of heaven
Blazed down, and every chain was riven!
"Welcome from each and all to her
Whose Wooing of the Minister
Revealed the warm heart of the man
Beneath the creed-bound Puritan,
And taught the kinship of the love
Of man below and God above;
To her whose vigorous pencil-strokes
Sketched into life her Oldtown Folks,

Whose fireside stories, grave or gay,
In quaint Sam Lawson's vagrant way,
With Old New England's flavor rife,
Waifs from her rude idyllic life,
Are racy as the legends old
By Chaucer or Boccaccio told;
To her who keeps, through change of place
And time, her native strength and grace,
Alike where warm Sorrento smiles,
Or where, by birchen-shaded isles
Whose summer winds have shivered o'er
The icy drift of Labrador,
She lifts to light the priceless Pearl
Of Harpswell's angel-beckoned girl.
To her at threescore years and ten
Be tributes of the tongue and pen,
Be honor, praise, and heart thanks given,
The loves of earth, the hopes of heaven!
"Ah, dearer than the praise that stirs
The air to-day, our love is hers!
She needs no guaranty of fame
Whose own is linked with Freedom's name.
Long ages after ours shall keep
Her memory living while we sleep;
The waves that wash our gray coast lines,
The winds that rock the Southern pines
Shall sing of her; the unending years
Shall tell her tale in unborn ears.
And when, with sins and follies past,
Are numbered color-hate and caste,
White, black, and red shall own as one,
The noblest work by woman done."
It was followed by a few words from Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, who
also read the subjoined as his contribution to the chorus of congratulation:—

"If every tongue that speaks her praise
For whom I shape my tinkling phrase
Were summoned to the table,
The vocal chorus that would meet
Of mingling accents harsh or sweet,
From every land and tribe, would beat
The polyglots of Babel.
"Briton and Frenchman, Swede and Dane,
Turk, Spaniard, Tartar of Ukraine,
Hidalgo, Cossack, Cadi,
High Dutchman and Low Dutchman, too,
The Russian serf, the Polish Jew,
Arab, Armenian, and Mantchoo
Would shout, 'We know the lady.'
"Know her! Who knows not Uncle Tom
And her he learned his gospel from,
Has never heard of Moses;
Full well the brave black hand we know
That gave to freedom's grasp the hoe
That killed the weed that used to grow
Among the Southern roses.
"When Archimedes, long ago,
Spoke out so grandly, 'Dos pou sto,—
Give me a place to stand on,
I'll move your planet for you, now,'—
He little dreamed or fancied how
The sto at last should find its pou
For woman's faith to land on.
"Her lever was the wand of art,
Her fulcrum was the human heart,
Whence all unfailing aid is;
She moved the earth! Its thunders pealed
Its mountains shook, its temples reeled,

The blood-red fountains were unsealed,
And Moloch sunk to Hades.
"All through the conflict, up and down
Marched Uncle Tom and Old John Brown,
One ghost, one form ideal;
And which was false and which was true,
And which was mightier of the two,
The wisest sibyl never knew,
For both alike were real.
"Sister, the holy maid does well
Who counts her beads in convent cell,
Where pale devotion lingers;
But she who serves the sufferer's needs,
Whose prayers are spelt in loving deeds,
May trust the Lord will count her beads
As well as human fingers.
"When Truth herself was Slavery's slave
Thy hand the prisoned suppliant gave
The rainbow wings of fiction.
And Truth who soared descends to-day
Bearing an angel's wreath away,
Its lilies at thy feet to lay
With heaven's own benediction."
Poems written for the occasion by Mrs. A. D. T. Whitney, Miss Elizabeth
Stuart Phelps, Mr. J. T. Trowbridge, Mrs. Allen (Mrs. Stowe's daughter),
Mrs. Annie Fields, and Miss Charlotte F. Bates, were also read, and
speeches were made by Judge Albion W. Tourgée and others prominent in
the literary world.
Letters from many noted people, who were prevented from being present
by distance or by other engagements, had been received. Only four of them
were read, but they were all placed in Mrs. Stowe's hands. The exercises
were closed by a few words from Mrs. Stowe herself. As she came to the
front of the platform the whole company rose, and remained standing until

she had finished. In her quiet, modest, way, and yet so clearly as to be
plainly heard by all, she said:—
"I wish to say that I thank all my friends from my heart,—that is all. And
one thing more,—and that is, if any of you have doubt, or sorrow, or pain, if
you doubt about this world, just remember what God has done; just
remember that this great sorrow of slavery has gone, gone by forever. I see
it every day at the South. I walk about there and see the lowly cabins. I see
these people growing richer and richer. I see men very happy in their lowly
lot; but, to be sure, you must have patience with them. They are not perfect,
but have their faults, and they are serious faults in the view of white people.
But they are very happy, that is evident, and they do know how to enjoy
themselves,—a great deal more than you do. An old negro friend in our
neighborhood has got a new, nice two-story house, and an orange grove, and
a sugar-mill. He has got a lot of money, besides. Mr. Stowe met him one
day, and he said, 'I have got twenty head of cattle, four head of "hoss," forty
head of hen, and I have got ten children, all mine, every one mine.' Well,
now, that is a thing that a black man could not say once, and this man was
sixty years old before he could say it. With all the faults of the colored
people, take a man and put him down with nothing but his hands, and how
many could say as much as that? I think they have done well.
"A little while ago they had at his house an evening festival for their
church, and raised fifty dollars. We white folks took our carriages, and when
we reached the house we found it fixed nicely. Every one of his daughters
knew how to cook. They had a good place for the festival. Their suppers
were spread on little white tables with nice clean cloths on them. People
paid fifty cents for supper. They got between fifty and sixty dollars, and had
one of the best frolics you could imagine. They had also for supper icecream, which they made themselves.
"That is the sort of thing I see going on around me. Let us never doubt.
Everything that ought to happen is going to happen."

Mrs. Stowe's public life ends with the garden party, and little more
remains to be told. She had already, in 1880, begun the task of selection

from the great accumulation of letters and papers relating to her life, and
writes thus to her son in Saco, Maine, regarding the work:—
September 30, 1880.
M
C
,—My mind has been with you a great deal
lately. I have been looking over and arranging my papers with a view
to sifting out those that are not worth keeping, and so filing and
arranging those that are to be kept, that my heirs and assigns may with
the less trouble know where and what they are. I cannot describe (to
you) the peculiar feelings which this review occasions. Reading old
letters—when so many of the writers are gone from earth, seems to me
like going into the world of spirits—letters full of the warm, eager,
anxious, busy life, that is forever past. My own letters, too, full of bygone scenes in my early life and the childish days of my children. It is
affecting to me to recall things that strongly moved me years ago, that
filled my thoughts and made me anxious when the occasion and
emotion have wholly vanished from my mind. But I thank God there is
one thing running through all of them from the time I was thirteen
years old, and that is the intense unwavering sense of Christ's
educating, guiding presence and care. It is all that remains now. The
romance of my youth is faded, it looks to me now, from my years, so
very young—those days when my mind only lived in emotion, and
when my letters never were dated, because they were only histories of
the internal, but now that I am no more and never can be young in this
world, now that the friends of those days are almost all in eternity, what
remains?
Through life and through death, through
sorrowing, through sinning,
Christ shall suffice me as he hath sufficed.
Christ is the end and Christ the beginning,
The beginning and end of all is Christ.

THE LATER HARTFORD HOME.

I was passionate in my attachments in those far back years, and as I
have looked over files of old letters, they are all gone (except one, C.
Van Rensselaer), Georgiana May, Delia Bacon, Clarissa Treat,
Elisabeth Lyman, Sarah Colt, Elisabeth Phenix, Frances Strong,
Elisabeth Foster. I have letters from them all, but they have been long
in spirit land and know more about how it is there than I do. It gives
me a sort of dizzy feeling of the shortness of life and nearness of
eternity when I see how many that I have traveled with are gone within
the veil. Then there are all my own letters, written in the first two years
of marriage, when Mr. Stowe was in Europe and I was looking forward
to motherhood and preparing for it—my letters when my whole life
was within the four walls of my nursery, my thoughts absorbed by the
developing character of children who have now lived their earthly life
and gone to the eternal one,—my two little boys, each in their way
good and lovely, whom Christ has taken in youth, and my little one, my
first Charley, whom He took away before he knew sin or sorrow,—then
my brother George and sister Catherine, the one a companion of my
youth, the other the mother who assumed the care of me after I left
home in my twelfth year—and they are gone. Then my blessed father,

for many years so true an image of the Heavenly Father,—in all my
afflictions he was afflicted, in all my perplexities he was a sure and
safe counselor, and he too is gone upward to join the angelic mother
whom I scarcely knew in this world, who has been to me only a
spiritual presence through life.
In 1882 Mrs. Stowe writes to her son certain impressions derived from
reading the "Life and Letters of John Quincy Adams," which are given as
containing a retrospect of the stormy period of her own life-experience.
"Your father enjoys his proximity to the Boston library. He is now
reading the twelve or fourteen volumes of the life and diary of John Q.
Adams. It is a history of our country through all the period of slavery
usurpation that led to the war. The industry of the man in writing is
wonderful. Every day's doings in the house are faithfully daguerreotyped,—
all the mean tricks, contrivances of the slave-power, and the pusillanimity of
the Northern members from day to day recorded. Calhoun was then
secretary of state. Under his connivance even the United States census was
falsified, to prove that freedom was bad for negroes. Records of deaf, dumb,
and blind, and insane colored people were distributed in Northern States,
and in places where John Q. Adams had means of proving there were no
negroes. When he found that these falsified figures had been used with the
English embassador as reasons for admitting Texas as a slave State, the old
man called on Calhoun, and showed him the industriously collected proofs
of the falsity of this census. He says: 'He writhed like a trodden rattlesnake,
but said the census was full of mistakes; but one part balanced another,—it
was not worth while to correct them.' His whole life was an incessant
warfare with the rapidly advancing spirit of slavery, that was coiling like a
serpent around everything.
"At a time when the Southerners were like so many excited tigers and
rattlesnakes,—when they bullied, and scoffed, and sneered, and threatened,
this old man rose every day in his place, and, knowing every parliamentary
rule and tactic of debate, found means to make himself heard. Then he
presented a petition from negroes, which raised a storm of fury. The old
man claimed that the right of petition was the right of every human being.
They moved to expel him. By the rules of the house a man, before he can be
expelled, may have the floor to make his defense. This was just what he

wanted. He held the floor for fourteen days, and used his wonderful powers
of memory and arrangement to give a systematic, scathing history of the
usurpations of slavery; he would have spoken fourteen days more, but his
enemies, finding the thing getting hotter and hotter, withdrew their motion,
and the right of petition was gained.
"What is remarkable in this journal is the minute record of going to
church every Sunday, and an analysis of the text and sermon. There is
something about these so simple, so humble, so earnest. Often differing
from the speaker—but with gravity and humility—he seems always to be so
self-distrustful; to have such a sense of sinfulness and weakness, but such
trust in God's fatherly mercy, as is most beautiful to see. Just the record of
his Sunday sermons, and his remarks upon them, would be most instructive
to a preacher. He was a regular communicant, and, beside, attended church
on Christmas and Easter,—I cannot but love the old man. He died without
seeing even the dawn of liberty which God has brought; but oh! I am sure
he sees it from above. He died in the Capitol, in the midst of his labors, and
the last words he said were, 'This is the last of earth; I am content.' And
now, I trust, he is with God.
"All, all are gone. All that raged; all that threatened; all the cowards that
yielded; truckled, sold their country for a mess of pottage; all the men that
stood and bore infamy and scorn for the truth; all are silent in dust; the fight
is over, but eternity will never efface from their souls whether they did well
or ill—whether they fought bravely or failed like cowards. In a sense, our
lives are irreparable. If we shrink, if we fail, if we choose the fleeting
instead of the eternal, God may forgive us; but there must be an eternal
regret! This man lived for humanity when hardest bestead; for truth when
truth was unpopular; for Christ when Christ stood chained and scourged in
the person of the slave."
In the fall of 1887 she writes to her brother Rev. Dr. Edward Beecher of
Brooklyn, N. Y.:—
49 F
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., October 11, 1887.

D
B
,—I was delighted to receive your kind letter. You
were my earliest religious teacher; your letters to me while a schoolgirl in Hartford gave me a high Christian aim and standard which I

hope I have never lost. Not only did they do me good, but also my
intimate friends, Georgiana May and Catherine Cogswell, to whom I
read them. The simplicity, warmth, and childlike earnestness of those
school days I love to recall. I am the only one living of that circle of
early friends. Not one of my early schoolmates is living,—and now
Henry, younger by a year or two than I, has gone—my husband also.
[21] I often think, Why am I spared? Is there yet anything for me to do?
I am thinking with my son Charles's help of writing a review of my
life, under the title, "Pebbles from the Shores of a Past Life."
Charlie told me that he has got all written up to my twelfth or
thirteenth year, when I came to be under sister Catherine's care in
Hartford. I am writing daily my remembrances from that time. You
were then, I think, teacher of the Grammar School in Hartford. . . .
So, my dear brother, let us keep good heart; no evil can befall us.
Sin alone is evil, and from that Christ will keep us. Our journey is so
short!
I feel about all things now as I do about the things that happen in a
hotel, after my trunk is packed to go home. I may be vexed and
annoyed . . . but what of it! I am going home soon.
Your affectionate sister,
H

.

To a friend she writes a little later:—
"I have thought much lately of the possibility of my leaving you all and
going home. I am come to that stage of my pilgrimage that is within sight of
the River of Death, and I feel that now I must have all in readiness day and
night for the messenger of the King. I have sometimes had in my sleep
strange perceptions of a vivid spiritual life near to and with Christ, and
multitudes of holy ones, and the joy of it is like no other joy,—it cannot be
told in the language of the world. What I have then I know with absolute
certainty, yet it is so unlike and above anything we conceive of in this world
that it is difficult to put it into words. The inconceivable loveliness of
Christ! It seems that about Him there is a sphere where the enthusiasm of
love is the calm habit of the soul, that without words, without the necessity

of demonstrations of affection, heart beats to heart, soul answers soul, we
respond to the Infinite Love, and we feel his answer in us, and there is no
need of words. All seemed to be busy coming and going on ministries of
good, and passing each gave a thrill of joy to each as Jesus, the directing
soul, the centre of all, "over all, in all, and through all," was working his
beautiful and merciful will to redeem and save. I was saying as I awoke:—
"''Tis joy enough, my all in all,
At thy dear feet to lie.
Thou wilt not let me lower fall,
And none can higher fly.'
"This was but a glimpse; but it has left a strange sweetness in my mind."
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Calhoun falsifies census, 509.

Calvinism, J. R. Lowell's sympathy with, 335.
Cambridgeport, H. B. S. reads in, 491.
Carlisle, Lord, praises "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 164;
Mrs. Stowe's reply, 164;
writes introduction to "Uncle Tom," 192;
H. B. S. dines with, 228;
farewell to, 248;
letter from H. B. S. to on moral effect of slavery, 164;
letter to H. B. S. from, 218.
Cary, Alice and Phœbe, 157.
Casaubon and Dorothea, criticism by H. B. S. on, 471.
Catechisms, Church and Assembly, H. B. S.'s early study of, 6, 7.
Chapman, Mrs. Margaret Weston, 310.
Charpentier of Paris, publishes "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 192;
eulogy of that work, 242.
Chase, Salmon P., 69, 85.
Chelsea, H. B. S. reads in, 492.
Chicago, readings in, 498.
Children of H. B. S., picture of three eldest, 90;
appeal to, by H. B. S. 157;
described by H. B. S., 198;
letters to, from H. B. S. on European voyage and impressions,
205;
on life in London, 228;
on meeting at Stafford House, 232;
on Vesuvius, 301, 416.

"Chimney Corner, The," date of, 490.
Cholera epidemic in Cincinnati, 120.
Christ, life of, little understood, 127;
communion with Him possible, 487;
love and faith in, 513;
study of his life, 418;
his presence all that remains now, 507;
his promises comfort the soul for separations by death, 486.
"Christian Union," contains observations by H. B. S. on spiritualism
and Mr. Owen's books, 465.
Christianity and spiritualism, 487.
Church, the, responsible for slavery, 151.
Cincinnati, Lyman Beecher accepts call to, 53;
Catherine Beecher's impressions of, 54, 55;
Walnut Hills and Seminary, 54, 55;
famine in, 100;
cholera, 119;
sympathetic audience in, 498.
Civil War, Mrs. Stowe on causes of, 363.
Clarke & Co. on English success of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 190;
offer author remuneration, 202.
Clay, Henry, and his compromise, 143.
Cogswell, Catherine Ledyard, school-friend of H. B. S., 31.
College of Teachers, 79.

Collins professorship, 129.
Colored people, advance of, 255.
Confederacy, A. H. Stephens on object of, 381.
Courage and cheerfulness of H. B. S., 473.
Cranch, E. P., 69.
Cruikshank illustrates "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 192.
"D
D
," appears, in "Harper's," 473;
his nature like H. W. Beecher's, 481;
admiration of Prof. Stowe for, 482.
Da Vinci's Last Supper, H. B. S.'s impressions of, 305.
Death of youngest-born of H. B. S., 124;
anguish at, 198.
Death, H. B. S. within sight of the River of, 513.
"Debatable Land between this World and the Next," 464.
Declaration of Independence, H. B. S.'s feeling about, 11;
death-knell to slavery, 141.
Degan, Miss, 32, 41, 46.
Democracy and American novelists, Lowell on, 329.
"De Profundis," motive of Mrs. Browning's, 357.
De Staël, Mme., and Corinne, 67.

Dickens, first sight of, 226;
J. R. Lowell on, 328.
"Dog's Mission, A," date of, 491.
Domestic service, H. B. S.'s trouble with, 200.
Doubters and disbelievers may find comfort in spiritualism, 487.
Doubts, religious, after death of eldest son, 321.
Douglass, Frederick, 254;
letters from H. B. S. to, on slavery, 149.
Drake, Dr., family physician, 63;
one of founders of "College of Teachers," 79.
"Dred," 266;
Sumner's letter on, 268;
Georgiana May on, 268;
English edition of, 270;
presented to Queen Victoria, 271;
her interest in, 277, 285;
demand for, in Glasgow, 273;
Duchess of Sutherland's copy, 276;
Low's sales of, 278, 279;
"London Times," on, 278;
English reviews on, severe, 279;
"Revue des Deux Mondes" on, 290;
Miss Martineau on, 309;
Prescott on, 311;
Lowell on, 334;
now "Nina Gordon," publication of, 490.
Dudevant, Madame. See Sand, George.
Dufferin, Lord and Lady, their love of American literature, 284,

285.
Dundee, meeting at, 222.
Dunrobin Castle, visit to, 276.
E——, letter from H. B. S. to, on breakfast at the Trevelyans', 234.
"Earthly Care a Heavenly Discipline," 131.
East Hampton, L. I., birthplace of Catherine Beecher, 23.
Eastman, Mrs., writes a Southern reply to "Uncle Tom's Cabin,"
163.
Edgeworth, Maria, 247.
Edinburgh, H. B. S. in, 216;
return to, 222.
Edmonson slave family; efforts to save, 179;
Mrs. Stowe educates and supports daughters, 179;
raises money to free mother and two slave children, 180.
Edmonson, death of Mary, 238.
Education, H. B. S.'s interest in, 72, 73.
Edwards, Jonathan, the power of, 406;
his treatise on "The Will," refuted by Catherine Beecher, 26.
Eliot, George, 419;
a good Christian, 420;
on psychical problems, 421;
on "Oldtown Folks," 443;
her despondency in "writing life" and longing for sympathy, 460;

on power of fine books, 461;
on religion, 462;
desires to keep an open mind on all subjects, 467;
on impostures of spiritualism, 467;
lack of "jollitude" in "Middlemarch," 471;
invited to visit America, 471;
sympathy with H. B. S. in Beecher trial, 472;
proud of Stowes' interest in her "spiritual children," 482;
on death of Mr. Lewes and gratitude for sympathy of H. B. S.,
483;
a "woman worth loving," H. B. S.'s love for greater than her
admiration, 475;
letters from H. B. S. to, on spiritualism, 463;
describes Florida nature and home, 468;
reply to letter of sympathy giving facts in the Beecher case, 473;
from Professor Stowe on spiritualism, 419;
letter to H. B. S. from, 421;

with sympathy on abuse called out by the Byron affair, 458;
on effect of letter of H. B. S. to Mrs. Follen upon her mind, 460;
on joy of sympathy, 460;
reply to letter on spiritualism, 466;
sympathy with her in the Beecher trial, 472.
Elmes, Mr., 57.
"Elms, The Old," H. B. S.'s seventieth birthday celebrated at, 500.
"Elsie Venner," Mrs. Stowe's praise of, 360, 362, 415.
Emancipation, Proclamation of, 384.
Emmons, Doctor, the preaching of, 25.
England and America compared, 177.
England, attitude of, in civil war, grief at, 369;
help of to America on slave question, 166, 174.
English women's address on slavery, 374;
H. B. S.'s reply in the "Atlantic Monthly," 374.
Europe, first visit to, 189;
second visit to, 268;
third visit to, 343.
F

in Christ, 513.

Famine in Cincinnati, 100.
Fiction, power of, 216.
Fields, Mrs. Annie, in Boston, 470;
her tribute to Mrs. Stowe's courage and cheerfulness, 473;

George Eliot's mention of, 483;
her poem read at seventieth birthday, 505.
Fields, Jas. T., Mr. and Mrs., visit of H. B. S. to, 492.
Fisher, Prof. Alexander Metcalf, 23;
engagement to Catherine Beecher, 23;
sails for Europe, 23, 24;
his death by drowning in shipwreck of Albion, 24;
Catherine Beecher's soul struggles, over his future fate, 25;
influence of these struggles depicted in "The Minister's Wooing,"
25.
Florence, Mrs. Stowe's winter in, 349.
Florida, winter home in Mandarin, 401;
like Sorrento, 463;
wonderful growth of nature, 468;
how H. B. S.'s house was built, 469;
her happy life in, 474;
longings for, 482;
her enjoyment of happy life of the freedmen in, 506.
Flowers, love of, 405, 406, 416, 469;
painting, 469.
Follen, Mrs., 197;
letter from H. B. S. to, on her biography, 197.
Foote, Harriet, aunt of H. B. S., 5;
energetic English character, 6;
teaches niece catechism, 6, 7.
Foote, Mrs. Roxanna, grandmother of H. B. S., first visit to, 5-7;
visit to in 1827, 38.
"Footfalls on the Boundary of Another World," 464.

"Footsteps of the Master," published, 491.
"Fraser's Magazine" on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 168;
Helps's review of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 175.
"Free Agency," Catherine Beecher's refutation of Edwards on "The
Will," 26.
French critics, high standing of, 291.
Friends, love for, 51;
death of, 410;
death of old, whose letters are cherished, 508;
death of, takes away a part of ourselves, 485.
Friendship, opinion of, 50.
Fugitive Slave Act, suffering caused by, 144;
Prof. Cairnes on, 146;
practically repealed, 384.
Future life, glimpses of, leave strange sweetness, 513.
Future punishment, ideas of, 340.
G

, W. L., to Mrs. Stowe on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 161;
in hour of victory, 396;
his "Liberator," 261;
sent with H. W. Beecher to raise flag on Sumter, 477;
letters to H. B. S. from, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 161;
on slavery, 251-262;
on arousing the church, 265.

Gaskell, Mrs., at home, 312.

Geography, school, written by Mrs. Stowe, 65 note, 158.
Germany's tribute to "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 195.
Gladstone, W. E., 233.
Glasgow, H. B. S. visits, 210;
Anti-slavery Society of, 174, 189, 213.
Glasgow Anti-slavery Society, letter from H. B. S. to, 251.
God, H. B. S.'s views of, 30, 42, 43, 46, 47;
trust in, 112, 132, 148, 341;
doubts and final trust in, 321, 396;
his help in time of need, 496.
Goethe and Mr. Lewes, 420;
Prof. Stowe's admiration of, 420.
Goldschmidt, Madame. See Lind, Jenny.
Görres on spiritualism and mysticism, 412, 474.
Grandmother, letter from H. B. S. to, on breaking up of Litchfield
home, 35;
on school life in Hartford, 41.
Granville, Lord, 233.
"Gray's Elegy," visit to scene of, 236.
Guiccioli, Countess, "Recollections of Lord Byron," 446.
H

, Judge James, 68, 69.

Hallam, Arthur Henry, 235.

Hamilton and Manumission Society, 141.
Harper & Brothers reprint Guiccioli's "Recollections of Byron,"
446.
Hartford, H. B. S. goes to school at, 21;
the Stowes make their home at, 373.
Harvey, a phantom, 430.
Hawthorne, Nathaniel, 353;
letter on, 187;
on slavery, 394;
letter to H. B. S. on, from English attitude towards America, 394.
Health, care of, 115.
Heaven, belief in, 59.
Helps, Arthur, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 175;
meets H. B. S., 229;
letter from H. B. S. to, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 175.
Henry, Patrick, on slavery, 141.
Hentz, Mrs. Caroline Lee, 69, 80.
Higginson, T. W., letter to H. B. S. from, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin,"
162.
"History, The, of the Byron Controversy," 490.
Holmes, O. W., correspondence with, 360, et seq.;
attacks upon, 361;
H. B. S. asks advice from, about manner of telling facts in
relation to Byron Controversy, 452, 454;

sends copy of "Lady Byron Vindicated" to, 454;
on facts of case, 455;
on sympathy displayed in his writings, 411;
poem on H. B. S.'s seventieth birthday, 503;
tribute to Uncle Tom, 504;
letters from H. B. S. to, 359, 410;
on "Poganuc People," 414;
asking advice about Byron Controversy and article for "Atlantic
Monthly," 452;
letters to H. B. S. from, 360, 409;
on facts in the Byron Controversy, 456.
Houghton, Mifflin & Co., celebrate H. B. S.'s seventieth birthday,
500.
Houghton, H. O., presents guests to H. B. S., on celebration of
seventieth birthday, 500;
address of welcome by, 501.
"House and Home Papers" published, 490.
Howitt, Mary, calls on H. B. S., 231.
Human life, sacredness of, 193.
Human nature in books and men, 328.
Hume and mediums, 419.
Humor of Mrs. Stowe's books, George Eliot on, 462.
Husband and wife, sympathy between, 105.
I

versus Realism, Lowell on, 334.

"Independent," New York, work for, 186;

Mrs. Browning reads Mrs. Stowe in, 357.
Inverary Castle, H. B. S.'s, visit to, 271.
Ireland's gift to Mrs. Stowe, 248.
J

, Thomas, on slavery, 141.

Jewett, John P., of Boston, publisher of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 158.
K

Nebraska Bill, 255;
urgency of question, 265.

"Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin" projected, 174;
written, 188; contains facts, 203;
read by Pollock, 226;
by Argyll, 239;
sickness caused by, 252;
sale, 253;
facts woven into "Dred," 266;
date of in chronological list, 490.
Kingsley, Charles, upon effect of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 196;
visit to, 286;
letters to H. B. S. from, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 196, 218.
Kossuth, on freedom, 195;
Mrs. Stowe calls upon, 237.
L

, Lady Mary, visit to, 283.

"Lady Byron Vindicated," 454;
date, 490.

Letters, circular, writing of, a custom in the Beecher family, 99;
H. B. S.'s love of, 62, 63;
H. B. S.'s peculiar emotions on re-reading old, 507.
Lewes, G. H., George Eliot's letter after death of, 483.
Lewes, Mrs. G. H. See Eliot, George, 325.
"Library of Famous Fiction," date of, 491.
"Liberator," The, 261;
and Bible, 263;
suspended after the close of civil war, 396.
Lincoln and slavery, 380;
death of, 398.
Lind, Jenny, liberality of, 181;
H. B. S. attends concert by, 182;
letter to H. B. S. from, on her delight in "Uncle Tom's Cabin,"
183;
letters from H. B. S. to, with appeal for slaves, 183, 184.
Litchfield, birthplace of H. B. S., 1;
end of her child-life in, 21;
home at broken up, 35.
Literary labors, early, 15-21;
prize story, 68;
club essays, 69-71;
contributor to "Western Monthly Magazine," 81;
school geography, 65;
described in letter to a friend, 94;
price for, 103;
fatigue caused by, 489;
length of time passed in, with list of books written, 490.

Literary work versus domestic duties, 94 et seq., 139;
short stories—"New Year's Story" for "N. Y. Evangelist," 146;
"A Scholar's Adventures in the Country" for "Era," 146.
Literature, opinion of, 44.
"Little Pussy Willow," date of, 491.
Liverpool, warm reception of H. B. S. at, 207.
London poor and Southern slaves, 175.
London, first visit to, 225;
second visit to, 281.
Longfellow, H. W., congratulations of, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin,"
161;
letter on, 187;
Lord Granville's likeness to, 233;
letters to H. B. S. from, on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 161.
Love, the impulse of life, 51, 52.
Lovejoy, J. P., murdered, 143, 145;
aided by Beechers, 152.
Low, Sampson, on success of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" abroad, 189.
Low, Sampson & Co. publish "Dred," 269;
their sales, 279.
Lowell, J. R., Duchess of Sutherland's interest in, 277;
less known in England than he should be, 285;
on "Uncle Tom," 327;
on Dickens and Thackeray, 327, 334;
on "The Minister's Wooing," 330, 333;
on idealism, 334;

letter to H. B. S. from, on "The Minister's Wooing," 333.
M

, 233, 234.

McClellan, Gen., his disobedience to the President's commands,
367.
"Magnalia," Cotton Mather's, a mine of wealth to H. B. S., 10;
Prof. Stowe's interest in, 427.
Maine law, curiosity about in England, 229.
Mandarin, Mrs. Stowe at, 403;
like Sorrento, 463;
how her house was built, 469;
her happy out-door life in, relieved from domestic care, 474;
longings for home at, 492;
freedmen's happy life in South, 506.
Mann, Horace, makes a plea for slaves, 159.
Martineau, Harriet, letter to H. B. S. from, 208.
May, Georgiana, school and life-long friend of H. B. S., 31, 32;
Mrs. Sykes, 132;
her ill-health and farewell to H. B. S., 268;
letters from H. B. S. to, 44, 49, 50;
account of westward journey, 56;
on labor in establishing school, 65, 66;
on education, 72;
just before her marriage to Mr. Stowe, 76;
on her early married life and housekeeping, 89;
on birth of her son, 101;
describing first railroad ride, 106;
on her children, 119;
her letter to Mrs. Foote, grandmother of H. B. S., 38;

letters to H. B. S. from, 161, 268.
"Mayflower, The," 103, 158;
revised and republished, 251;
date of, 490.
Melancholy, 118, 341;
a characteristic of Prof. Stowe in childhood, 436.
"Men of Our Times," date of, 410.
"Middlemarch," H. B. S. wishes to read, 468;
character of Casaubon in, 471.
Milman, Dean, 234.
Milton's hell, 303.
"Minister's Wooing, The," soul struggles of Mrs. Marvyn,
foundation of incident, 25;
idea of God in, 29;
impulse for writing, 52;
appears in "Atlantic Monthly," 326;
Lowell, J. R. on, 327, 330, 333;
Whittier on, 327;
completed, 332;
Ruskin on, 336;
undertone of pathos, 339;
visits England in relation to, 343;
date of, 490;
"reveals warm heart of man" beneath the Puritan in Whittier's
poem, 502.
Missouri Compromise, 142, 257;
repealed, 379.
Mohl, Madame, and her salon, 291.

Money-making, reading as easy a way as any of, 494.
Moral aim in novel-writing, J. R. Lowell on, 333.
"Mourning Veil, The," 327.
"Mystique La," on spiritualism, 412.
N

and Vesuvius, 302.

"National Era," its history, 157;
work for, 186.
Negroes, petition from, presented by J. Q. Adams, 510.
New England, Mrs. Stowe's knowledge of, 332;
in "The Minister's Wooing," 333;
life pictured in "Oldtown Folks," 444.
New London, fatigue of reading at, 496.
Newport, tiresome journey to, on reading tour, 497.
Niagara, impressions of, 75.
Normal school for colored teachers, 203.
"North American Review" on "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 254.
North versus South, England on, 388, 391.
Norton, C. E., Ruskin on the proper home of, 354.
"O

, New York," denunciation of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 168,

172.
"Oldtown Fireside Stories," 438;
strange spiritual experiences of Prof. Stowe, 438;
Sam Lawson a real character, 439;
relief after finishing, 489;
date of in chronological list, 491;
in Whittier's poem on seventieth birthday "With Old New
England's flavor rife," 503.
"Oldtown Folks," 404;
Prof. Stowe original of "Harry" in, 421;
George Eliot on its reception in England, 443, 461, 463;
picture of N. E. life, 444;
date of, 490;
Whittier's praise of, "vigorous pencil-strokes" in poem on
seventieth birthday, 503.
Orthodoxy, 335.
"Our Charley," date of, 490.
Owen, Robert Dale, his "Footfalls on the Boundary of Another
World" and "The Debatable Land between this World and the Next,"
464;
H. B. S. wishes George Eliot to meet, 464.
P

, Lord, meeting with, 232.

"Palmetto Leaves" published, 405;
date, 491.
Papacy, The, 358.
Paris, first visit to, 241;
second visit, 286.

Park, Professor Edwards A., 186.
Parker, Theodore, on the Bible and Jesus, 264.
Paton, Bailie, host of Mrs. Stowe, 211.
Peabody, pleasant reading in, 496;
Queen Victoria's picture at, 496.
"Pearl of Orr's Island, The," 186, 187;
first published, 327;
Whittier's favorite, 327;
date of, 490.
"Pebbles from the Shores of a Past Life," a review of her life
proposed to be written by H. B. S. with aid of son Charles, 512.
Phantoms seen by Professor Stowe, 425.
Phelps, Elizabeth Stuart, writes poem on H. B. S.'s seventieth
birthday, 505.
"Philanthropist, The," anti-slavery paper, 81, 87.
Phillips, Wendell, attitude of after war, 396.
"Pink and White Tyranny," date of, 491.
Plymouth Church, saves Edmonson's daughters, 179;
slavery and, 477;
clears Henry Ward Beecher by acclamation, 478;
calls council of Congregational ministers and laymen, 479;
council ratifies decision of Church, 479;
committee of five appointed to bring facts which could be proved,
479;
missions among poor particularly effective at time of trial, 481.

"Poganuc People," 413;
sent to Dr. Holmes, 414;
date of, 491.
Pollock, Lord Chief Baron, 226.
Poor, generosity of touches H. B. S., 219.
Portland, H. B. S.'s friends there among the past, 494;
her readings in, 493.
Portraits of Mrs. Stowe, 231;
Belloc to paint, 241;
untruth of, 288.
Poverty in early married life, 198.
Prescott, W. H., letter to H. B, S. from, on "Dred," 311.
"Presse, La," on "Dred," 291.
Providential aid in sickness, 113.
"Q
R

Little People," date of, 490.
and teaching, 139.

Religion and humanity, George Eliot on, 462.
"Religious poems," date of, 490.
"Revue des Deux Mondes" on "Dred," 290.
Riots in Cincinnati and anti-slavery agitation, 85.

Roenne, Baron de, visits Professor Stowe, 102.
Roman politics in 1861, 358.
Rome, H. B. S.'s journey to, 294;
impressions of, 300.
Ruskin, John, letters to H. B. S. from, on "The Minister's Wooing,"
336;
on his dislike of America, but love for American friends, 354.
Ruskin and Turner, 313.

S

-B

, H. B. S.'s liking for, 474.

Sales, Francis de, H. W. Beecher compared with, 481.
Salisbury, Mr., interest of in "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 191.
Salons, French, 289.
Sand, George, reviews "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 196.
Scotland, H. B. S.'s first visit to, 209.
Scott, Walter, Lyman Beecher's opinion of, when discussing novelreading, 25;
monument in Edinburgh, 217.
Sea, H. B. S.'s nervous horror of, 307.
Sea-voyages, H. B. S. on, 205.
Semi-Colon Club, H. B. S. becomes a member of, 68.
Shaftesbury, Earl of, letter of, to Mrs. Stowe, 170.
Shaftesbury, Lord, to H. B. S., letter from, 170;
letter from H. B. S. to, 170;
America and, 369.
Skinner, Dr., 57.
Slave, aiding a fugitive, 93.
Slave-holding States on English address, 378;
intensity of conflict in, 379.
Slavery, H. B. S.'s first notice of, 71;

anti-slavery agitation, 81;
death-knell of, 141;
Jefferson, Washington, Hamilton, and Patrick Henry on, 141;
growth of, 142;
résumé of its history, 143;
responsibility of church for, 151;
Lord Carlisle's opinion on, 164;
moral effect of, 165;
sacrilege of, 193;
its past and future, 194;
its injustice, 255;
its death-blow; 370;
English women's appeal against, 375;
J. Q. Adams' crusade against, 509;
gone forever, 506.
Slaves, H. B. S.'s work for and sympathy with, 152;
family sorrows of, 318.
Smith, Anna, helper to Mrs. S., 115;
note, 200.
Soul, immortality of, H. B. S.'s essay written at age of twelve: first
literary production, 15-21;
Addison's remarks upon, 18;
Greek and Roman idea of immortality, 20;
light given by Gospel, 20, 21;
Christ on, 109.
South, England's sympathy with the, 370, 386.
South Framingham, good audience at reading in, 495.
"Souvenir, The," 105.
Spiritualism, Mrs. Stowe on, 350, 351, 464;
Mrs. Browning on, 356;

Holmes, O. W., on, 411;
"La Mystique" and Görres on, 412, 474;
Professor Stowe's strange experiences in, 420, 423;
George Eliot on psychical problems of, 421;
on "Charlatanerie" connected with, 467;
Robert Dale Owen on, 464;
Goethe on, 465;
H. B. S.'s letter to George Eliot on, 466;
her mature views on, 485;
a comfort to doubters and disbelievers, 487;
from Christian standpoint, 487.
Stafford House meeting, 233.
Stephens, A. H., on object of Confederacy, 381.
Storrs, Dr. R. S., 181.
Stowe, Calvin E., 56;
death of first wife, 75;
his engagement to Harriet E. Beecher, 76;
their marriage, 76, 77;
his work in Lane Seminary, 79;
sent by the Seminary to Europe on educational matters, 80;
returns, 88;
his Educational Report presented, 89;
aids a fugitive slave, 93;
strongly encourages his wife in her literary aspirations, 102, 105;
care of the sick students in Lane Seminary, 107;
is "house-father" during his wife's illness and absence, 113;
goes to water cure after his wife's return from the same, 119;
absent from Cincinnati home at death of youngest child, 124;
accepts the Collins Professorship at Bowdoin, 125;
gives his mother his reasons for leaving Cincinnati, 128;
remains behind to finish college work, while wife and three
children leave for Brunswick, Me., 129;
resigns his professorship at Bowdoin, and accepts a call to

Andover, 184;
accompanies his wife to Europe, 205;
his second trip with wife to Europe, 269;
sermon after his son's death, 322;
great sorrow at his bereavement, 324;
goes to Europe for the fourth time, 345;
resigns his position at Andover, 373;
in Florida, 403;
failing health, 417;
his letter to George Eliot, 420;
H. B. S. uses his strange experiences in youth as material for her
picture of "Harry" in "Oldtown Folks," 421;
the psychological history of his strange child-life, 423;
curious experiences with phantoms, and good and bad spirits,
427;
visions of fairies, 435;
love of reading, 437;
his power of character-painting shown in his description of a visit
to his relatives, 439;
George Eliot's mental picture of his personality, 461;
enjoys life and study in Florida, 463;
his studies on Prof. Görres' book, "Die Christliche Mystik," and
its relation to his own spiritual experience, 474;
love for Henry Ward Beecher returned by latter, 475;
absorbed in "Daniel Deronda," 482;
"over head and ears in diablerie," 484;
fears he has not long to live, 491;
dull at wife's absence on reading tour, 496;
enjoys proximity to Boston Library, and "Life of John Quincy
Adams," 509;
death, 512 and note;
letters from H. B. S. to, 80, 106;
on her illness, 112, 114, 117;
on cholera epidemic in Cincinnati, 120;
on sickness, death of son Charley, 122;
account of new home, 133;
on her writings and literary aspirations, 146;

on success of "Uncle Tom's Cabin," 162;
on her interest in the Edmonson slave family, 180;
on life in London, 238;
on visit to the Duke of Argyle, 271;
from Dunrobin Castle, 275;
on "Dred," 282;
other letters from abroad, 282;
on life in Paris, 286;
on journey to Rome, 294;
on impressions of Rome, 300;
on Swiss journey, 348;
from Florence, 349;
from Paris, 353;
on farewell to her soldier son, 364;
visit to Duchess of Argyle, 366;
on her reading tour, 491;
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Cincinnati.
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[8] Bancroft's funeral oration on Lincoln.
[9] Greeley's American Conflict, vol. i. p. 65.
[10] Introduction to Illustrated Edition of Uncle Tom, p. xiii. (Houghton,
Osgood & Co., 1879.)
[11] Afterwards embodied in the Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin.
[12] Author of Spanish Conquest in America.—E .
[13] Students in the Seminary.
[14] The Pearl of Orr's Island.
[15] Andrew Johnson.
[16] Die Christliche Mystik, by Johann Joseph Görres, Regensburg, 1836-42.
[17] George Eliot's Life, edited by J. W. Cross, vol. i.
[18] Die Christliche Mystik.
[19] Professor Stowe.
[20] Uncle Tom's Cabin, new edition, with introduction.
[21] Professor Stowe died August, 1886.
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and)
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into nonentity)
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Page 516, Stowe, Catherine, page reference added to
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[Page v]
AUTHENTICITY OF THESE MEMOIRS
THE work of which a translation is here offered originally came out as "Memoiren einer arabischen Prinzessin."
Published by a Berlin firm in 1886, it was immediately followed by an English edition, which seems to have
attracted little interest, both the German and the English versions soon falling into obscurity and going out of
print. When these memoirs appeared, however, Germany's colonial ambitions were newly fledged; the British
East Africa Protectorate (which includes Zanzibar) was still forming; the French had only recently withdrawn
from the joint control of Egypt and Lord Cromer's sway was but just beginning; Zulu-land was an independent
monarchy; the Transvaal and the Orange Free State were recognised as republics; Italian troops were yet to be
severely defeated by Abyssinian blackamoors; nobody imagined that Great Britain must one day put forth all
her strength to subdue fifty thousand Dutch peasants; a "Cape-to-Cairo" railway was unthought of. Briefly, to
the world at large the Black Continent and its peoples then meant less than to-day.
In connection with these memoirs arises the question of their authenticity. Historical events – like Bargash's
long-continued dispute of his [Page vi] brother Majid's succession – anyone might have got sufficient details
about for the purposes of a free narrative. But this book contains intimate revelations betokening an
extraordinary knowledge of Arab life in general and of Zanzibar royal harem life in particular. Was the alleged
writer, then, actually a Sultan's daughter who escaped from her country and went to live in Germany as the wife
of a German merchant? So romantic a supposal seeming to require confirmation, the translator wrote to an
English government official well-versed in matters pertaining to the African colonies. He received this reply,
whose full import will only be appreciated after perusal of the memoirs:
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/ruete/arabian/arabian.html
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"I have consulted a recognised authority – the best – who doesn't want his name mentioned, but you can take
the following as absolutely trustworthy:
"The lady certainly did exist. Her name was Salamah bint Saïd, and she took the name of Emily when she
turned Christian. She was a daughter of Seyyid Saïd, Sultan of Muscat and Zanzibar, and therefore a sister of
Majid, who succeeded to the throne of Zanzibar, and of Bargash, who followed. Ruete was a German trader, and
she unfortunately became enceinte by him. She escaped from Zanzibar to Aden, where her child was born, and
where she married Ruete,
[Facing Page]

PRINCE OTTO VON BISMARCK-SCHÖNHAUSEN
[Overleaf]
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[Page vii]
who had also found it expedient to leave Zanzibar.
"Ruete was killed in a tram accident, and she then took the title of princess, to which she had a right by birth;
whether she forfeited it by marrying Ruete, I can't say. She was taken up a good deal by high personages in
Germany. Subsequently she appears to have done a good deal of intriguing with Germans – Bismarck and others
– who thought they might make some use of her, but they eventually dropped her.
"She also carried on some correspondence with Sultan Bargash, but he didn't fall in with her views, declining
to recognise her as having any status at all; she used to show her letters to the British agent. As for her dealings
with Frere, I can learn nothing, but I expect your information is substantially correct."
[Page]
[Page ix]
PREFACE
NINE years ago I conceived the idea of writing down some facts for the information of my children, who at that
time knew nothing about my origin except that I was Arabian and had come from Zanzibar. Exhausted in body
and in mind, I did not then expect to live until they were grown up, did not think I should ever relate to them
verbally the happenings of my youth and the course of my fate. Hence I determined to record my story on paper.
My memoirs were not at first intended for the general public, but for my children, to whom I wished to bequeath
them as a heritage of faithful motherly love. Finally, however, upon urgent persuasion, I consented to have them
published.
I finished these pages some years ago, and only the last chapter forms a recent addition, made because of a
voyage I undertook to my old home, Zanzibar, with my children. May my book go out into to the world, and
may it meet with as many friends as was my happy lot to find.
Berlin, May, 1886.
EMILY RUETE,
née Princess of Oman and Zanzibar.
[Page]
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CHAPTER I
FAMILY HISTORY
THE PALACE OF BET IL MTONI – THE BATHHOUSES – EQUESTRIAN AND OTHER
AMUSEMENTS – PRINCESS SALAMAH'S FATHER – PURCHASE OF HER MOTHER –
SEYYID SAÏD'S PRINCIPAL AND SECONDARY WIVES – HIS CHILDREN – THE BENJILE –
A QUESTION OF DISCIPLINE – BROTHER MAJID REACHES HIS MAJORITY – THE
AUTHORESS'S FIRST CHANGE OF RESIDENCE
IT WAS at Bet il Mtoni, our oldest palace in the island of Zanzibar, that I first saw the light of day, and I
remained there until I reached my seventh year. Bet il Mtoni is charmingly situated on the seashore, at a
distance of about five miles from the town of Zanzibar, in a grove of magnificent cocoanut palms, mango
trees, and other tropical giants. My birthplace takes its name from the little stream Mtoni, which, running
down a short way from the interior, forks out into several branches as it flows through the palace grounds, in
whose immediate rear it empties into the beautiful sparkling sheet of water dividing Zanzibar from the
continent of Africa.
A single, spacious courtyard is allotted to the whole body of buildings that compose the palace, and in
consequence of the variety of these structures, probably put up by degrees as necessity demanded, the
general effect was repellent rather than attractive. Most perplexing to the uninitiated were the innumerable
passages and corridors. Countless, too, were the apartments of the palace; their exact disposition has
escaped my memory, though I have a very distinct recollection of the bathing arrangements at Bet il Mtoni. A
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dozen basins lay all in a row at the extreme end of the courtyard, so that when it rained you could visit this
favourite place of recuperation only with the help of an umbrella. The so-called "Persian" bath stood apart
from the rest; it was really a Turkish bath, and there was no other in Zanzibar. Each bath-house contained
two basins of about four yards by three, the water reaching to the breast of a grownup person. This resort
was highly popular with the residents of the palace, most of whom were in the habit of spending several
hours a day there, saying their prayers, doing their work, reading, sleeping, or even eating and drinking.
From four o'clock in the morning until twelve at night there was constant movement; the stream of people
coming and leaving never ceased.
Entering one of the bath-houses – they were all built on the same plan – you beheld two raised platforms,
one at the right and one at the left, laid with finely woven matting, for praying or simply resting on. Anything
in the way of luxury, such as a carpet, was forbidden here. Whenever the Mahometan says his prayers he is
supposed to put on a special garment, perfectly clean – white if possible – and used for no other purpose. Of
course this rather exacting rule is obeyed only by the extremely pious. Narrow colonnades ran between the
platforms and the basins, which were uncovered except for the blue vault of heaven. Arched stone bridges
and steps led to other, entirely separate apartments. Each bath-house had its own public; for, be it known, a
severe system of caste ruled at Bet il Mtoni, rigidly observed by high and low.
Orange trees, as tall as the biggest cherry trees here in Germany, bloomed in profusion all along the front
of the bath-houses, and in their hospitable branches we frightened children found refuge many a time from
our horribly strict school-mistress! Human beings and animals occupied the vast courtyard together quite
amicably, without disturbing each other in the very least; gazelles, peacocks, flamingoes, guinea fowl, ducks,
and geese strayed about at their pleasure, and were fed and petted by old and young. A great delight for us
little ones was to gather up the eggs lying on the ground, especially the enormous ostrich eggs, and to convey
them to the head-cook, who would reward us for our pains with choice sweetmeats.
Twice a day, early in the morning and again in the evening, we children – those of us who were over five
years old – were given riding lessons by a eunuch in this courtyard, without at all disturbing the tranquillity
of our animal friends. As soon as we had attained sufficient skill in the equestrian art, our father presented
us with beasts of our own. A boy would be allowed to pick out a horse from the Sultan's stables, while the
girls received handsome, white Muscat mules, richly caparisoned. Riding is a favourite amusement in a
country where theatres and concerts are unknown, and frequently races were held out in the open, which but
too often would end with an accident. On one occasion a race nearly cost me my life. In my great eagerness
not to be outstripped by my brother Hamdan, I galloped madly onward without observing a huge bent palm
tree before me; I did not become aware of the obstacle until I was just about to run my head against it, and,
threw myself back, greatly terrified, in time to escape a catastrophe.
A peculiar feature of Bet il Mtoni were the multitudinous stairways, quite precipitous and with steps
apparently calculated for Goliath. And even at that you went straight on, up and up, with never a landing
and never a turn, so that there was scarcely any hope of reaching the top unless you hoisted yourself there by
the primitive balustrade. The stairways were used so much that the balustrades had to be constantly
repaired, and I remember how frightened everybody was in our wing, one morning, to find how both rails
had broken down during the night, and to this very day I am surprised that no accident occurred on those
dreadful inclines, with so many people going up and down, the round of the clock.
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THE SULTAN'S PALACE TO-DAY
Statistics being a science unfamiliar to the inhabitants of Zanzibar, no one knew exactly how many persons
lived at the palace of Bet il Mtoni, but were I to hazard an estimate, I think I should not be exaggerating if I
put the total population at a thousand. Nor will this large number seem excessive if one considers that
whoever wants to be regarded as wealthy and important in the East must have an army of servants. No less
populous, in fact, was my father's town palace, called Bet il Sahel, or Shore House. His habit was to spend
three days a week there, and the other four at Bet il Mtoni, where resided his principal wife, once a distant
relative.
My father, Seyyid Saïd, bore the double appellation of Sultan of Zanzibar and Imam of Muscat, that of
Imam being a religious title and one originally borne by my great-grandfather Ahmed, a hereditary title,
moreover, which every member of our family has a right to append to his signature.
As one of Seyyid Saïd's youngest children, I never knew him without his venerable white beard. Taller in
stature than the average, his face expressed remarkable kindness and amiability though at the same time his
appearance could not but command immediate respect. Despite his pleasure in war and conquest, he was a
model for us all, whether as parent or ruler. His highest ideal was justice, and in a case of delinquency he
would make no distinction between one of his own sons and an ordinary slave. Above all, he was humility
itself before God the Almighty; unlike so many of great estate, arrogant pride was foreign to his nature, and
more than once, when a common slave of long and faithful service took a wife, my father would have a horse
saddled, and ride off alone to offer the newly wedded couple his good wishes in person.
My mother was a Circassian by birth. She, together with a brother and a sister, led a peaceful existence on
my father's farm. Of a sudden, war broke out, the country was overrun by lawless hordes, and our little
family took refuge "in a place that was under the ground" – as my mother put it, probably meaning a cellar, a
thing unknown in Zanzibar. But the desperate ruffians found them out; they murdered both of my mother's
parents, and carried away the three children on horseback. No tidings ever reached my mother as to the fate
of either brother, or sister. She must have come into my father's possession at a tender age, as she lost her
first tooth at his home, and was brought up with two of my sisters of her own years as companions. Like them
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she learned to read, an accomplishment which distinguished her above the other women in her position, who
usually came when they were at least sixteen or eighteen, and by that time of course had no ambition to sit
with little tots on a hard schoolroom mat. She was not good-looking, but was tall and well-built, and had
black eyes; her hair also was black, and it reached down to her knees. Of a sweet, gentle disposition, nothing
appealed to her more than to help someone who might be in trouble. She was always ready to visit, and even
to nurse invalids; to this very day I remember how she would go from one sick bed to another, book in hand,
to read out pious counsels of comfort.
My mother had considerable influence with Seyyid Saïd, who rarely denied her wishes, though they were
for the most part put forward on behalf of others. Then, too, when she came to see him, he would rise, and
step toward her – a signal distinction. Mild and quiet by nature, she was conspicuously modest, and was
honest and open in all things. Her intellectual attainments were of no great account; on the other hand, she
showed admirable skill at needlework. To me she was a tender, loving mother, which, however, did not
prevent her from punishing me severely when I deserved it. Her friends at Bet il Mtoni were numerous, a rare
circumstance for a woman belonging to an Arab household. No one's faith in God could have been stronger. I
call to mind a fire, which broke out one moonlight night in the stables, while my father was in town with his
retinue. Upon a false alarm that our house had caught, my mother seized me under one arm and her large
Koran under the other, and ran out of doors. Nothing else concerned her, in that moment of peril.
So far as I can remember, my father – the Seyyid, or Sultan – had only one principal wife, from the time I
was born; the other, secondary wives, numbering seventy-five at his death, he had bought from time to time.
His principal wife, Azze bint Sef, of the royal house of Oman, held absolute sway in his home. Although small
and insignificant-looking, she exercised a singular power over her husband, who fell in readily with all of
her ideas. Toward the Sultan's other wives and to his children she behaved with domineering haughtiness and
censoriousness; luckily she had no children of her own, else their tyranny would certainly have been
unendurable. Every one of my father's children – there were thirty-six when he died – was by a secondary
wife, so that we were all equals, and no questions as to the colour of our blood needed to be raised.
This principal wife, who had to be addressed as "Highness" (for which the Arabic is Seyyid and the Suahili
Bibi), was hated and feared by young and old, high and low, and liked by none. To this day do I remember
how stiffly she would pass everybody by, hardly ever dropping a smile or a word. How different was our kind
old father! He always had a pleasant greeting to give, whether the person was one of consequence or a lowly
subordinate. But my high and mighty stepmother knew how to keep herself on the top of her exalted rank, and
no one ever ventured into her presence without being specially invited. I never observed her to go out unless
grandly escorted, excepting when we went with the Sultan to their bath-house, intended for their exclusive
use. Indoors, whoever met her was completely awestruck, as is a private soldier here in the presence of a
general. Thus the importance she gave herself was felt plainly enough, although upon the whole it did not
seriously spoil the charm of life at Bet il Mtoni. Custom demanded that all of my brothers and sisters should
go and wish her a "good morning" every day; but we detested her so cordially that scarcely one of us ever
went before breakfast, which was served in her apartments, and in this way she lost a lot of the deference she
was so fond of exacting.
Of my senior brothers and sisters some were old enough to have been my grandparents, and one of my
sisters had a son with a grey beard. In our home no preference was shown to the sons above the daughters,
as seems to be imagined in Germany. I do not know of a single case in which a father or mother cared more
for a son than for a daughter simply because he was a son. All that is quite a mistake. If the law allows the
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male offspring certain privileges and advantages – for example, in the matter of inheritance – no distinction
is made in the home treatment given to children. It is natural enough, and human too, that sometimes one
child should be preferred to another, whether here in this country or in that far southern land, even though
the fact may not be openly acknowledged. So with my father; only it happened that his favourite children
were not boys, but two of my sisters, Sharife and Chole. One day my lively young brother Hamdan – we were
both about nine years old at the time – accidentally shot an arrow into my side, without, however, doing me
much injury. The affair coming to my father's ears, he said to me: "Salamah, send Hamdan here"; and he
scolded the offender in such terms as to make his ears tingle for many a day after.
The pleasantest spot at Bet il Mtoni was the benjile – close to the sea, in front of the main building – a
huge, circular, open structure where a ball could have been given, had such a custom been in vogue with our
people. This benjile somewhat resembled a merry-go-round, since the roof, too, was circular; the tent-shaped
roof, the flooring, the balustrades, all were of painted wood. Here my dear father was wont to pace up and
down by the hour with bent brow, sunk in deep reflection. He limped slightly; during a battle a ball had
struck his thigh, where it was now permanently lodged, hindering his gait, and occasionally giving him
pains. A great many cane chairs – several dozen, I am sure – stood about the benjile, but besides these, and
an enormous telescope for general use, it contained nothing else. The view from our circular look-out was
splendid. The Sultan was in the habit of taking coffee here two or three times a day with Azze bint Sef and all
of his adult offspring. Whoever wanted to speak to my father in private would be apt to find him alone in this
place at certain hours. Opposite the benjile the warship Il Ramahni lay at anchor the year round, her
purpose being to wake us up early by a discharge of cannon during the month of fasting, and to man the
rowboats we so often employed. A tall mast was planted before the benjile, intended for the hoisting of the
signal flags which ordered the desired boats and sailors ashore.
As for our culinary department, Arabian cooking, and Persian and Turkish as well, prevailed both at Bet il
Mtoni and Bet il Sahel. For both establishments harboured persons of various races, with bewitching
loveliness and the other extreme fully represented. But only Arabian dress was allowed to us, while the blacks
wore the Suahili costume. If a Circassian arrived in her flapping garments or an Abyssinian in her fantastic
draperies, either was obliged to change within three days, and to wear the Arabian clothes provided her. As
in this country every woman of good standing considers a hat and a pair of gloves indispensable articles, in
the East ornaments are essential. In fact ornaments are so imperative that one even sees beggar-women
wearing them while plying their trade.
At his Zanzibar residences and at his palace of Muscat, in Oman, my father kept treasuries full of Spanish
gold coins, English guineas, and French louis; but they contained as well all sorts of jewellery and kindred
female adornments, from the simplest trifles to coronets set in diamonds, all acquired with the object of being
given away. Whenever the family was increased, through the purchase of another secondary wife or the birth
– a very frequent event – of a new prince or princess, the door of the treasury was opened, so that the
newcomer might be suitably endowed according to his, or her rank and position. In case of a child being
born, the Sultan would usually visit mother and child on the seventh day, when he would bring ornaments for
the infant. A newly arrived secondary wife would likewise be presented with the proper jewellery soon after
she was bought, and at the same time the head eunuch would appoint the domestics for her special service.
Although my father observed the greatest simplicity for himself, he was exacting toward the members of his
household. None of us, from the oldest child to the youngest eunuch, might ever appear before him except in
full dress. We small girls used to wear our hair braided in a lot of slender little plaits, as many as twenty of
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them, sometimes; the ends were tied together; and from the middle a massive gold ornament, often
embellished with precious stones, hung down the back. Or a minute gold medal, with a pious inscription, was
appended to each little plait, a much more becoming way of dressing the hair. At bed-time nothing was taken
off us but these ornaments, which were restored next morning. Until we were old enough to go about veiled,
we girls wore fringes, the same that are fashionable in Germany now. One morning I surreptitiously escaped
without having my fringe dressed, and went to my father for the French bonbons he used to distribute among
his children every morning, but instead of receiving the anticipated sweetmeats, I was packed out of the room
because of my unfinished toilette, and marched off by an attendant to the place from which I had decamped.
Thenceforth I took good care never to present myself incompletely beautified before the paternal eye!
Among my mother's intimates were two of the secondary wives who were Circassian, like herself, and who
came from the same district as she did. Now, one of my Circassian stepmothers had two children, Chaduji
and her younger brother Majid, and their mother had made an agreement with mine that whichever parent
survived, should care for the children of both. However, when Chaduji and Majid lost their mother they were
big enough to do without the help of mine. It was usual in our family for the boys to remain under maternal
tutelage until they were about eighteen to twenty, and when a prince reached this age he was declared to
have come to his majority, that is to say, the formalities took place sooner or later, according to his good or
bad conduct. He was then considered an adult, a distinction as eagerly coveted in that country as anywhere
else; and he was at the same time made the recipient of a house, servants, horses, and so on, beside a liberal
monthly allowance.
So my brother Majid attained his majority, which he had merited rather by his disposition than his years.
He was modesty itself, and won all hearts through his charming, lovable ways. Not a week passed but he
rode out to Bet il Mtoni (for, like his deceased mother, he lived at Bet il Sahel), and although my senior by a
dozen years played games with me as if we had both been of the same age.
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RUINS OF PRINCESS SALAMAH'S EARLY HOME.
One day, then, he arrived with the glad news that his majority had been announced by his father, who had
granted him an independent position and a house of his own. And he besought my mother most urgently to
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come and live, with me, in his new quarters, Chaduji sending the same message. To his impetuous pleading
my mother objected that without his father's consent she could not accept, and said she must therefore first
consult him; as for her, she was willing enough to share Majid's and Chaduji's dwelling if they wished. But
Majid offered to save my mother this trouble by himself asking the Sultan's sanction, and the next day, in fact
– my father happening to be at Bet il Sahel – he brought back the coveted permission. Thus our
transmigration was decided upon. After a long talk between my mother and Majid, it was concluded that we
should not move for a few days, when he and Chaduji would have had time to make the necessary
arrangements for accommodating us.
CHAPTER II
BET IL WATORO
MAHOMETAN BELIEF IN FOREORDINATION – PARTING GIFTS – A LITTLE JOURNEY BY
STATE CUTTER – BET IL WATORO – ARABIAN HOUSE FURNITURE AND DECORATION –
HOMESICKNESS – MAJID'S FIGHTING-COCKS – AMAZONIAN ACCOMPLISHMENTS –
ORAL MESSAGES AND WRITTEN – CHADUJI THE HAUGHTY
THE change, after all, was not an easy one for my mother. She felt deeply attached to Bet Il Mtoni, since she
had spent most of her life there; besides, she disliked novelty. Yet the idea of possibly being of some help to
her friend's children outweighed her personal inclinations, as she afterward told me. Scarcely had her
decision to move become known, when on all hands the complaint was addressed to her: "Jilfidan (this was
my dear mother's name), is your heart closed to us, that you are deserting us forever?" "Ah, my friends," was
her reply, "it is not by my will that I leave you; but my departure is ordained." No doubt some readers will
mentally cast a glance of pity at me, or shrug their shoulders, because I say "ordained." Perhaps those
individuals have hitherto kept their ears and eyes shut against the will of God, rejecting His divine
manifestations while allowing mere chance full sway. It must, of course, be noted that the author of this book
was originally a Mohometan, and that she was brought up as such. Furthermore, I am telling about Arabian
life, about an Arabian household, where – in a real Arabian family – two things were totally unknown, that
word "chance" and also materialism. The Mahometan acknowledges God not only as his creator and
preserver; but is conscious of the Lord's omnipresence, and believes that not his own will, but the Lord's must
govern in all matters, great or small.
Several days sped by pending our preparations, and we then waited for the return of Majid, who was to
supervise our journey in person. Three playmates I particularly regretted leaving, two of my sisters and one
of my brothers, almost exactly my age. On the other hand, I was overjoyed at the prospect of bidding adieu to
our new, unmercifully severe schoolmistress. Owing to the forthcoming separation, our quarters resembled a
huge beehive. Everybody, according to their circumstances and degree of affection, brought us farewell
presents – a very popular custom there. However trifling the present he is able to give, nothing will induce an
Arab to withhold it from the departing friend. I remember a case in point. One day – I was quite a small girl
then – after visiting a plantation, we were about to start the homeward journey to Bet il Mtoni in our boats.
Suddenly, I felt a slight jerk at my sleeve, and upon turning round beheld a little old Negro woman. She
handed me an article wrapped in banana leaves, saying, "This is for you, mistress, in honour of your
departure; it is the first ripe thing from my plot." Speedily opening the leaves, I found a freshly picked head
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of maize. I did not know the old Negro woman, but subsequently learned that she was a long-standing
favourite of my mother's.
Well, at last Majid arrived, with the announcement that the captain of the Ramahni had been ordered to
send a cutter for us the next evening and another boat for the luggage and the escort. My father happened to
be at Bet il Mtoni the day we were to leave, and we repaired to the benjile expecting to find him there. He
was thoughtfully pacing up and down, when, seeing my mother approach, he came forward to meet her. They
were soon absorbed in a lively conversation touching the journey, the Sultan having meanwhile commanded
a eunuch to bring me some sweetmeats and sherbet, probably to stop my everlasting questions. As may easily
be imagined, I was tremendously excited and curious regarding our future home, and in fact about everything
that concerned the town-life. Up till then, I had been in town only once, and but for a very short time, hence I
had the acquaintance of many brothers, sisters, and stepmothers in store for me. We eventually betook
ourselves to the apartments of the high and mighty Azze bint Sef, who graciously vouchsafed to dispose of us
standing up, a concession on her part, so to speak, because she usually received and dismissed people in a
sitting position. My mother and I were privileged to touch her dainty hand with our lips – and to turn our
backs upon the lady forever. Then we travelled upstairs and down, to say good-bye to our friends, but barely
half were in, so my mother determined to go back at the next hour for prayer, when she would be sure to see
them all.
At seven in the evening our large cutter – not used except on special occasions – appeared before the
benjile. She was manned by a dozen sailors, I remember, and at the stern, as well as at the bow hung a plain
crimson flag, our ensign, which bears no pattern nor any kind of symbol. The rear part of the vessel was
covered with an expansive awning, and under this were silken cushions for perhaps ten persons. Old Jahar, a
trusted eunuch of my father, came to inform us that everything was in readiness; he and another eunuch had
been ordered to accompany us by the Sultan, who watched us from the benjile. Our friends saw us to the door
with weeping eyes, and their sorrowful "Wedah! Wedah!" (Good-bye! Good-bye!) rings in my ears to this
very day.
Our beach was rather shallow, and we had no landing stage of any sort. There were three methods,
however, of reaching your boat. You sat on a chair, which was transported by lusty sailor-men; or you
mounted on one of their backs; or you simply walked across by a plank from the dry sand to the edge of the
craft, and this was the method chosen by my mother, only she was supported on either side by a wading
eunuch. Another eunuch carried me over, and put me down in the stern with my mother and old Johar. The
cutter was lit with coloured lamps, and as soon as we started the rowers intoned a slow rhythmic chant,
according to Arabian custom. We skirted the coast-line, as usual, while I went fast asleep. I was awakened by
the sound of many voices calling out my name. Decidedly startled, though half drowsy, I observed that we
were arriving at our destination. The boat stopped almost under the windows of Bet il Sahel; they were
brilliantly illuminated, and full of spectors, mostly my strange brothers and sisters and stepmothers. Some of
the children were younger than myself, and no less anxious to make my acquaintance than I theirs; it was
they who clamoured for me so loudly when the expected cutter appeared. The landing was accomplished in
the same manner as the embarkation. My young brothers greeted me with more than enthusiasm, insisting,
too, that we must accompany them at once; but my mother of course declined, since otherwise Chaduji, who
was then already waiting at the window of her own house, would have been disappointed by the delay. To be
sure I was grieved enough at not being allowed to go with my brothers and sisters immediately, having long
looked forward to that happy moment, yet I knew my mother well enough to be aware that she would not
https://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/ruete/arabian/arabian.html

19/100

4/5/22, 9:53 AM

Memoirs of an Arabian Princess.

change her mind once it was made up; despite her incomparably unselfish love toward me, she was always
quite firm and resolute. Meanwhile she comforted me by promising to take me to Bet il Sahel for a whole day
upon my father's return thither.

Photograph by A. C. Gomes & Co., Zanzibar

SEA FRONT OF THE CITY OF ZANZIBAR.
So we passed on to Bet il Watoro, Majid's house, which lay quite close to Bet il Sahel, and likewise
commanded a fine view of the sea. We found my sister Chaduji awaiting us at the foot of the stairs. She
welcomed us right heartily to Bet il Watoro, and led us to her apartments, where a servant soon brought us
all kinds of refreshments. Majid and his friends remained in the anteroom, not being allowed to come up until
Chaduji sent permission by my mother's request. And how delighted that splendid, noble Majid was at being
able to welcome us to his home!
Our own room was of fair size, and from it was visible a neighbouring mosque. It was furnished like most
Arabian rooms, and we found nothing lacking. One room was sufficient for us; wearing the same sort of
clothes by night as by day, people of rank, with their fastidious cleanliness, can easily dispense with special
rooms set apart for sleeping. Persons of wealth and distinction arrange their dwellings about as follows:
Persian carpets or daintily woven, soft mats cover the floor. The thick whitewashed walls are divided into
compartments running perpendicularly from floor to ceiling, and these niches contain tiers of wooden
shelves painted green, forming a succession of brackets. On the brackets stand arrayed the most exquisite
and costly articles of glass and china, in symmetrical order. An Arab does not care what he spends in
adorning his niches; let a handsomely painted plate or a tasteful vase or a delicately cut glass cost what it
may, if it looks well he buys it. An effort is made to hide the bare spaces of wall between the compartments.
Tall mirrors are put there, reaching from the low divan to the ceiling; they are usually ordered from Europe,
with the dimensions exactly specified. Mahometans disapprove of pictures as trying to imitate the Divine
creation, but latterly this objection has been losing force to some extent. Clocks, on the other hand, are in
great vogue, and in a single house one often sees a whole collection; some are placed at the top of the
mirrors and some in pairs on either side.
In the gentlemen's rooms the walls are decorated with trophies of valuable weapons from Arabia, Persia,
and Turkey, with which every Arab embellishes his abode in the measure of his rank and riches. A large
double bed of rosewood, adorned with marvellous carvings of East Indian workmanship, stands in the
corner, shrouded entirely with white tulle or muslin. Arabian beds have very long legs; to get in the more
comfortably you mount on a chair first, or borrow the hand of a chambermaid for a step. The space under
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the bed is often utilised for sleeping purposes too, for instance by nurses of children or invalids. Tables are
quite rare, and only found in the possession of the highest personages, though chairs are common, both in
kind and quantity. Wardrobes, cupboards, and the like are unfamiliar furniture, but you find a sort of chest
with two or three drawers and a secret place besides for money and jewellery. These coffers – several of them
to each room – are large and massive, and studded with hundreds of small brass-headed nails by way of
ornaments. Windows and doors we would leave open all day, never shutting the windows at all except for a
little while when it rained. Hence the phrase "I feel a draught" is unknown in that country.
At first my new quarters did not suit me in the least; I missed my young brothers and sisters too much, and
Bet il Watoro seemed so cramped and confining when I thought of the immense Bet il Mtoni. "Am I to live
here forever?" I continually kept asking myself the first few days; "and am I to sail my boats in a washtub?"
for there was no river Mtoni here, so that the water had to be fetched from a well outside the house. When my
good, kind mother, who would have liked to give away everything she owned, advised me to present my nice
sail-boats, that I was so fond of, to my brothers and sisters at Bet il Mtoni, I would not hear of it. In short, I
experienced feelings I had never undergone before, of great unhappiness, and I was deeply afflicted. But my
mother was in her element. With Chaduji, she was occupied all day in planning and settling house-hold
affairs, so that I saw very little of her. Majid gave me the most attention; the day after my arrival he took me
by the hand, and showed me his whole domicile, from top to bottom. Only I could see nothing to admire; in
fact I begged my mother fervently to go back with me as soon as possible to Bet il Mtoni and my accustomed
playmates. This was of course out of the question, especially as she was genuinely useful in her new sphere.
I was glad to find a lover of animals in Majid, who kept a great variety of them. His white rabbits caused
my mother and Chaduji fearful annoyance, since they ruined the new house. He also had a number of
fighting cocks, from every corner of the earth; such a rich collection I have never even seen in a zoölogical
garden. So I got into the habit of accompanying Majid whenever he visited his pets, and he most goodnaturedly allowed me to share in his amusements. No very long period elapsed before I became the possessor
– through his kindness – of a veritable army of fighting cocks which rendered my solitary existence at Bet il
Watoro a great deal easier to bear. Nearly every day we marshalled our champions, conducted before us and
taken away again by slaves. A cock-fight is by no means a dull business; the spectator's attention is fully
engrossed, and the whole thing offers an entertaining, sometimes a comical, performance.
Later on Majid taught me how to fence with sword, dagger, and lance, and when we went into the country
together we would practise pistol and rifle shooting. Thus I developed into something like an Amazon, to the
utter dismay of my mother, who entirely disapproved of fencing and shooting. But I very much preferred
manipulating these weapons to sitting still by the hour over needle or bobbin. Indeed, my new pursuits
coupled with complete freedom – another mistress had not been found for me yet – soon cheered my spirits,
so that my former aversion to the solitary Bet il Watoro began to fade. Nor did I neglect horsemanship;
Mesrur, a eunuch, was ordered by Majid to continue the instruction he had begun. As I have said, my mother
had little time to devote to me privately, being so monopolised by Chaduji. The result was that I attached
myself by degrees to a trustworthy Abyssinian; her name was Nuren, and I learned some Abyssinian from her,
though I have forgotten it all long ago.
We remained in constant communication with Bet il Mtoni, where our friends received us with the warmest
hospitality. Otherwise we kept in contact through verbal messages delivered by slaves. People do not care to
correspond in the East, even if they know how to write. Everyone there of wealth and station owns several
slaves, good runners particularly reserved for the transmission of messages. A runner must be able to cover
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a lot of ground in a day, but he is unusually well-treated and cared for; on his discretion and integrity – since
he is intrusted with the most confidential matters – the welfare, or more, of his owners may depend.
Occasionally a messenger of this kind for the sake of revenge destroys life-long relations of friendship.
However, that induces few individuals to learn writing, and thus make themselves independent of their slaves
for life; nowhere is the term "easy-going" fraught with deeper significance than in our country.
My sister Chaduji was extremely fond of company; hence Bet il Watoro often resembled nothing so much
as a dove-cote. Hardly a day in the week but the house would be full of visitors from six in the morning till
twelve at night. The guests arriving at six of the forenoon and intending to stay all day were met by the
servants, and shown to a special apartment, waiting there until eight or nine before they were received by the
mistress of the house. The interval between their arrival and formal reception, those lady visitors would
spend in making up the lost hours of sleep in the aforesaid room.

Photograph by Coutinho Brothers, Zanzibar

PANORAMA OF THE CITY OF ZANZIBAR.
Though a close affection existed between myself and Majid, I was unable to conceive the same sort of
liking for Chaduji. Imperious and fault-finding, her character differed in great degree from her brother's;
and in this view of their unlikeness I was not alone, as everyone acquainted with both was well aware which
was the more affable of the two. She was wont to be very cool, and even offensive, toward strangers, thereby
gaining enemies rather than friends. Anything new or foreign inspired her with strong repulsion; despite her
renowned hospitality, she was much put out if a European lady sent in her name, although such a call would
last only a half or three-quarters of an hour at the very most. I confess she was a good, intelligent
housekeeper, scarcely knowing a moment's idleness, and if any spare time did fall to her she would go sewing
and stitching away as busily at clothes for her slaves' younger children as at other times she would be
working at my brother Majid's shirts. I remember that three of these children were delightful little boys,
whose father performed the functions of an architect in our service. They were my junior by a few years, but
as I lacked companions of my own age they became my regular playmates, until I finally grew acquainted
with my other brothers and sisters at Bet il Sahel.
CHAPTER III
BET IL SAHEL
A CROSS-GRAINED DOORKEEPER – FASCINATIONS OF CHOLE – THE VERANDA AT
BET IL SAHEL – LIFE IN THE COURTYARD – AN OUTDOOR BUTCHERY, KITCHEN, AND
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LARDER – LOVE OF ARABS FOR THEIR HORSES – SOCIAL DISTINCTIONS AT TABLE –
WHY BET IL SAHEL WAS PREFERABLE TO BET IL MTONI – RACE HATRED BETWEEN
CIRCASSIANS AND ABYSSINIANS – CURSHIT – ENFORCED TUITION
THE day I had so ardently longed for at last arrived – that day, the whole of which I was to spend at Bet il
Sahel, whither my mother and Chaduji were to take me. It was on a Friday – the Mahometan Sunday – that
we left our house quite early in the morning, probably at five or six o'clock. We had not far to go, however, as
our destination was scarcely more than a hundred steps away.
The faithful, but unbearably cantankerous old doorkeeper gave us anything but an amiable welcome. He
complained that he had been on his shaky old pins for the last hour answering female visitors. A Nubian
slave belonging to my father, his beard had grown white in honourable service: I say "beard" advisedly,
because male Arabs are in the habit of shaving their heads. My father was much attached to him,
particularly since this servant had once saved him from committing a hasty act which he might have
regretted all his life, by knocking a sword out of his hand just as he was about to strike down a man who had
roused his anger. But we small children had no respect for the old fellow's virtues, and in the exuberance of a
frolicsome mood would often play naughty tricks on this ancient and worthy servitor. We were particularly
fond of abstracting his keys, and I suppose there was hardly a room in the whole of Bet il Sahel where they
had not lain hidden from him at one time or another. One of my young brothers seemed to have a peculiar
aptitude for secreting those keys in places unsuspected even by us conspirators.
Ascending from the ground floor to the first story, we found the ladies of the house all astir and active, only
that the exceptionally pious were still engaged in their morning devotions, and hence invisible to the outer
world. No one would think of disturbing a Mahometan at prayer under any circumstances, no, not even if the
house should take fire. Our father was one of the devout worshippers on this occasion, and so we were
obliged to wait until his prayers were done. Our visit had purposely been arranged to coincide with his
presence at Bet il Sahel, to which, in fact, the unusual concourse was due. It must not be imagined that the
ladies assembled were all friends or acquaintances of ours. On the contrary, some were entire strangers to
us, and most of these came from Oman, our virtual mother-country, to ask my father for assistance of a
material kind, which, indeed, was rarely denied. Our mother-country is as poor as our relatives there, and
our own prosperity really dated from my father's conquest of the rich island of Zanzibar.
If the law prohibits, in general, a woman from holding personal intercourse of any sort with a strange
man, it makes two exceptions, in favour of the sovereign and of the judge. Now, as thousands and thousands
are totally ignorant of penmanship, and therefore cannot make their petitions in writing, nothing remains for
such needy ones but to come themselves, even if they have to undertake the little journey from Asia to Africa.
At all events, my father used to endow his petitioners according to their rank and position, omitting to harass
the poor wretches with a lot of questions, as the custom is in Europe. It was assumed that nobody would go
begging other people's help for pure amusement's sake, and I daresay this may frequently apply to Germany
as well.
My brothers and sisters – whether previously acquainted with me or not – were all most cordial in their
manner of welcome, none more so than the perfect Chole, dear to my memory forever. Hitherto the affections
of my young heart had been entirely devoted to my sweet mother, but now I began to worship this angel of
light as well. Chole soon became my ideal; she was greatly admired by others and was Seyyid Saïd's
favourite daughter. Anyone judging her impartially and unenviously felt obliged to acknowledge her
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extraordinary beauty; and where is the human being completely insensible to the charm of beauty? Bet il
Sahel contained no such misanthropist, at any rate. This sister of mine was without peer in our family, her
good looks being positively proverbial. Though fine eyes are not at all uncommon in the East – as everyone
must be aware – she was inevitably called Star of the Morning. An Arab chief from Oman once inflicted an
injury upon himself through falling too deeply under the spell of her fascination. In the course of a sham
fight, enacted before our house, the chief caught sight of her at a window, and became so enraptured with
Chole's appearance that he forgot everybody and everything about him, and in this fit of amorous abstraction
planted the point of his spear into his foot, not noticing the blood and feeling no pain, until awakened from
his blissful dream by one of my brothers.
Bet il Sahel is relatively much smaller than Bet il Mtoni, and is likewise situated hard by the sea; there is
something smiling and pleasant about the place which is reflected in the residents. All the living-rooms of Bet
il Sahel command a glorious view of the water and the shipping. Well do I remember the enchanting scene.
The doors of the living-rooms – which are all on the upper story – open on a long, broad veranda, the most
magnificent I have ever seen. The veranda has a roof supported by pillars reaching to the ground, and has a
balustrade along its entire length. Numerous chairs were set out, and coloured lamps hung up, which by
night lent the house an aspect of fairyland. You looked down over the balustrade into the courtyard – the
liveliest, noisiest spot imaginable – communication between which and the upper story being maintained by
means of two large stairways. It was up and down, down and up, all day and all night, and often there was
such a crowd at the foot or head of the stairs that it was difficult to reach them.
In a corner of the yard cattle were slaughtered, skinned, and cleaned in quantities, all for the sole use of
the house, which, like every house in Zanzibar, must provide its own meat. In another corner sat Negroes
having their heads shaved, while near them a lot of lazy water-carriers lay full length on the ground, paying
not the slightest attention to the urgent calls for water, until unpleasantly reminded of their duty by a
muscular eunuch. I have known these leisurely gentleman to start up, and to dash away like lightning with
their jugs at the mere frown of their formidable taskmasters. Near by nurses sunned themselves and their
little charges, whom they were regaling with fairy tales and stories. The kitchen, too, was in the open, and the
smoke ascended freely to heaven as it might fancy, for chimneys do not exist. Strife and confusion were the
rule among the host of culinary sprites, the head cooks dealing out boxes on the ears in liberal style to the
quarrelsome or dilatory scullions of either sex. In the Bet il Sahel kitchen the animals were cooked whole,
and I have seen a fish arrive carried by two sturdy blacks; small fish were not taken in excepting by the
basketload, nor fowl but by the dozen. Flour, rice, and sugar were reckoned wholesale by bags, while the
butter, imported from the north, especially from the island of Socotra, came in jars of a hundredweight each.
Only spices were measured by the pound. Still more astonishing was the quantity of fruit consumed. Every
day thirty or forty, or even fifty, men brought loads of fruit on their backs, apart from the consignments
delivered by the little rowboats which supplied the plantations along the shore. I am probably making no
extravagant estimate if I put Bet il Sahel's daily consumption of fruit as high as the capacity of a railway van;
but some days, for instance, during the mango harvest, the demand would be still larger. The slaves intrusted
with all this fruit were extremely careless; they would plump the heavy baskets from their heads violently to
the ground, so that half the contents would be bruised or squashed.
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BRINGING FRUIT INTO TOWN.
The place was protected against the sea by a long wall about twelve feet thick, and when the tide was low
some of the horses were tethered in front of this wall so that they might roll in the sand and enjoy themselves.
My father was immensely attached to his thoroughbred steeds from Oman; he saw them regularly, and if one
fell sick he would go to the stable, and satisfy himself that it was properly attended to. The fondness of Arabs
for their favourite horses I can prove by my brother Majid's example. He owned a very handsome brown
mare, and was exceedingly anxious that she should have a colt. So, when the time came for the fulfilment of
this hope, he gave orders that he should be notified of the birth at whatever hour it might occur. Thus, we
were actually roused up out of bed one night, at about two o'clock, to be informed of the happy event. The
groom who bore the welcome news received a fine present from his overjoyed master. But this is no
exceptional case; in Arabia Proper the devotion to horses is said to be still more intense.
Between half past nine and ten my elder brothers left their apartments to take breakfast with my father, in
which repast not a single secondary wife, however great a favourite with the Sultan, was allowed to share.
Besides his children and grandchildren – those who had passed infancy, that is to say – the only persons
admitted to his table were the principal wife Azze bint Sef and his sister Assha. Social distinctions in the East
are never observed more rigorously than at meals; one is extremely cordial and affable toward one's guests,
just as people of high station are here in Europe, or perhaps even more so, though at meals one excludes
them from one's company. The custom is so ancient that no one takes offence. In Zanzibar the secondary
wives had a system of sub-distinctions. The handsome and expensive Circassians, fully conscious of their
superior merits and value, refused to sit at table with the brown Abyssinian women. Thus each race, in
accordance with a tacit understanding, kept to itself when eating.
At Bet il Sahel I got the impression that the residents of the place were a much gayer set than at Bet il
Mtoni. The reason was that at Bet il Mtoni, Azze bint Sef ruled supreme over husband, stepchildren, their
mothers, in short over everybody, whereas at Bet il Sahel, where Azze rarely appeared, everyone, my father
not excepted, felt free and untrammelled. And I think my father must actually have appreciated this liberty of
action very keenly, as he had for years sent no one to Bet il Mtoni for permanent residence unless by such
person's request, although that place always had rooms empty, and the other was crowded. The
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overpopulation I speak of at last gave rise to so much inconvenience that my father hit upon the idea of
putting wooden pavilions on the broad veranda to serve as living rooms; eventually he had another house
built – which went by the name of Bet il Ras (Cape House) – on the sea-coast a few miles north of Bet il
Mtoni, and which was designed particularly for the younger Bet il Sahel generation.
A painter would have found rich material for his brush on the veranda at Bet il Sahel. To begin with, there
were quite eight or nine different facial hues to be taken account of, and the many colours and shades of the
garments worn would have offered the most vivid contrasts. No less lively was the bustle and stir. Children of
all ages tore about, squabbled, and fought; shouting and clapping of hands – taking the place of the Western
bell-ringing – for servants, resounded incessantly; the enormous, thick, wooden sandals of the women,
sometimes inlaid with silver or gold, made a distressing clatter. We children enjoyed the confusion of tongues
immensely. Arabic was supposed to be the only language spoken, and in the Sultan's presence the rule was
invariably obeyed; but no sooner was his back turned than a sort of Babel would break loose, Persian,
Turkish, Circassian, Suahili, Nubian, Abyssinian, to say nothing of dialects. However, no one took exception
to mere tumult but now and then an invalid, and our dear father was quite used to it, and never objected in
the least.
Here, then, on the veranda, my sisters were assembled the day of my visit. They were festally clad in
celebration of our Sunday and of Seyyid Saïd's coming; the mothers walked up and down or stood in groups,
talking and laughing and joking so vivaciously that one not knowing the country would never have taken
them for the wives of the same man. From the stairs sounded the clinking of arms worn by my brothers, who
had also come to see their father, in fact, to spend the whole day with him.
More luxury and extravagance prevailed than at Bet il Mtoni, and I found better looking women than
there, where my mother was the only Circassian but one. Here, on the other hand, the majority of the Sultan's
wives were Circassians, who undoubtedly are much finer in appearance than the Abyssinians, though among
them, too, great beauties may be seen. Of course these natural advantages gave rise to envy and malice on
the other side: a Circassian of noble bearing would be avoided, if not detested – having offended no one but
the chocolate-coloured Abyssinians simply because she looked dignified. Under such circumstances it was
natural enough if ridiculous race hatreds manifested themselves among the children. Her virtues
notwithstanding, the Abyssinian is usually of a spiteful, revengeful disposition, and when she flies into a
temper goes beyond the limits not only of moderation but of decency. We daughters of Circassian mothers
were called "cats" by our sisters who had Abyssinian blood in their veins, because some of us had the
misfortune to possess blue eyes. And then they spoke to us sarcastically as "your Highness," as further proof
of their indignation at our having come into the world with white skin. Nor did they forgive my father for
selecting as pets his two daughters Sharife and Chole from the loathsome tribe of cats.
Under the oppressive Azze bint Sef, life at Bet il Mtoni had always been more or less cloistral; at Bet il
Watoro I felt still lonelier; consequently I relished the cheerfulness and the movement at Bet il Sahel all the
more. Two little nieces of mine, daughters of my brother Khaled, were brought from their home every
morning to Bet il Sahel – and taken back in the evening – so that they might do their lessons with their young
uncles and aunts, and play with them afterward. Curshit, Khaled's mother, a Circassian by birth, was a very
unusual woman. Of heroic bodily stature, she combined extraordinary will power with a highly developed
intelligence, and I do not remember encountering her equal among the members of my sex. On one occasion
that Khaled represented my father, during his absence, it was said she governed our country, with Khaled as
her puppet. Certainly her counsel was invaluable to our family, and her decisions were momentous. Her two
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eyes were so sharp and observing that they saw as much as Argus's hundred eyes. In matters of importance
she showed the wisdom of Solomon. But the small children found her repulsive, and gladly avoided her.
Evening came at last, and we began to think of returning to Bet il Watoro. Suddenly my father announced,
to my mother's infinite dismay, that I must resume my lessons. Upon her plea that it had been impossible to
find a suitable governess, he decreed that I was to be sent to Bet il Sahel each morning, and taken back in the
evening, like my two nieces; thus I should be instructed together with my brothers and sisters there. To me
this news was most unpleasant: I was far too wild to get any joy out of sitting still; besides, my last mistress
had altogether spoilt my taste for lessons. Yet momentarily the prospect of being with my brothers and sisters
all day – except on Fridays – comforted me, especially as my charming sister Chole offered to take charge of
me and watch over me. And so she did – like a mother. My real mother grieved terribly over my father's order
separating us six days in a week, but of course, she was obliged to acquiesce. She however bade me show
myself several times during the day at a certain spot, by which means she could catch a glimpse of me from
Bet il Watoro, and wave her greetings.
CHAPTER IV
FURTHER REMINISCENCES OF CHILDHOOD
JUVENILE TRICKS – PRINCESS SALAMAH CLIMBS A PALM TREE – MAJID'S SEIZURE – A
FAMILY QUARREL WHICH ENDS IN DIVORCE AND ANOTHER CHANGE OF ABODE FOR
THE AUTHORESS – EXTRAVAGANCE OF A PERSIAN SULTANA – MORE DIVORCE –
LESSONS IN CALIGRAPHY
I LIKED Bet il Sahel more and more, for we had our own way there to a far greater extent than at Bet il
Watoro. Nor did we miss many opportunities to play silly tricks, and when punishment was the result I fared
better than the others, on account of Chole's extreme good nature.
We owned several handsome peacocks, one of which possessed an ugly disposition and could not endure
us children. One day, as five of us were crossing over from Bet il Sahel to Bet il Tani – a sort of annex to the
former – the peacock in question suddenly made a furious attack upon my brother Djemshid. We all
immediately pounced upon the monster and vanquished it, but were much too angry to think of letting it go
without a reminder for its misconduct. So we concluded upon a hideous revenge, and pulled out the bird's
handsomest tail feathers. And what a pitiful wreck that proud, bellicose beauty looked then! Luckily our
father happened to be in Bet il Mtoni that day, and the affair was hushed up by the time he returned.
I remember that two Circassians joined us, from Egypt, and that we children noticed how haughty one of
them was, ignoring us completely, in fact. This struck at our vanity; we accordingly tried to hatch out some
scheme for the offender's undoing. It was no easy matter to reach her, as she avoided us, and we never had
any dealings with her. But this only aggravated us the more, especially as she was our senior by only a few
years. One day, passing her room, we found the door open. She was sitting on a fragile Suahili bed,
constructed of little else but a mat attached by cords to four posts. She was merrily singing some national
ditty to herself. My sister Shewane acted as ringleader; she gave us a significant glance of which we, all
kindred spirits, were not slow to catch the meaning. In a moment we had rushed in, seized the bed at its four
corners, lifted it up as high as we were able, and let it bump down to the floor again, to the great terror of the
amazed occupant. It was a childish trick, but was warranted by the effect it had, which was to cure our victim
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of her indifference toward us for good and all, so that ever after she was affability itself. Our object was
therefore attained.
But occasionally I would play some prank on my own account. Once, soon after our removal to Bet il
Watoro, I risked my neck in a humorous adventure of the sort. One morning I made my escape, and climbed a
tall cocoanut palm as quick as a cat and unaided by a pingu, the stout rope that even expert climbers never
dream of dispensing with. Having got half-way up, I impudently began to call down my greetings to the
passers-by. What a fright they got into! A group of alarmed individuals collected round the tree, imploring
me to come down with all the caution I could muster. It was out of the question to send anyone up for me; in
climbing a palm tree, one's hands are fully occupied, and one cannot take care of a child besides oneself.
However, I was enjoying myself capitally, and not until my mother appealed to me in heart-broken accents of
despair, promising me all sorts of fine things, would I vouchsafe to descend, which finally I did, sliding down
with great deliberation, and reaching the ground in safety. That day I was everybody's pet; presents were
showered upon me to celebrate my fortunate deliverance from danger, though I really deserved a severe
flogging. We were always playing some trick or other, no punishment deterring us from the continuation of
our naughtiness. There were seven of us, three boys and four girls, who kept the house lively, and often, alas,
got our poor mothers into trouble.
Now and then my dear mother kept me at home on some other day than Friday, which opportunities the
indulgent Majid seized upon to spoil me thoroughly. It was on one of those occasions that he gave us a
terrible fright. He was subject to frequent cramps, whence he was rarely, if ever, left unattended. Even if he
took a bath, my mother and Chaduji, whose confidence in the servants was limited, took it in turn to watch at
the door, exchanging a few words with him from time to time, when he would indulge in his favourite
pleasantry of exclaiming "I am still alive!" Thus Chaduji, while walking to and fro outside the bathroom door
one day, suddenly heard a heavy thud inside. Entering, in great perturbation, she found my beloved brother
on the floor, in the throes of a violent attack – the worst he had ever suffered. A mounted messenger was at
once despatched to Bet il Mtoni, to summon my father.
From their ignorance about diseases in general, the people of Zanzibar are dupes of quackery; indeed,
now that I am familiar with the natural and rational treatment of diseases by competent doctors, I feel
tempted to believe that many deaths at home must have been due to barbarous medical methods rather than
to sickness.
Unfortified with that adamantine faith in our "destiny," I hardly know how we should have supported our
grief over the numerous deaths among our family and retainers. Poor Majid, who lay unconscious for hours
in his spasms, was obliged to breathe air which would have been injurious to the healthiest person. Despite
our great indoor love of free, fresh air, an invalid, especially if suspected of visitation by the Evil One, is
rigidly secluded from the outer atmosphere, and his room, as well as the whole house, vigorously fumigated.
The Sultan landed about an hour after Majid's seizure in a mtumbi, a tiny fishing boat holding only one
person. He hastened to the house, and though the parent of more than forty children was passionately
affected by the illness of one. Bitter tears coursed down his cheeks as he stood at the sick bed, crying out
aloud "Oh, Allah, oh, Allah, preserve my son!" Thus did he pray without ceasing. The Most High listened to
his petition, and Majid was restored to us.
When my mother questioned the Sultan as to his reason for coming in such a miserable craft, he replied:
"At the moment the messenger arrived, there was not a boat of any kind ready on the shore, and none could
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have been obtained without first being signalled for. I had no time to spare, and did not even want to wait for
a horse to be saddled. Just then I happened to catch sight of a fisherman in his mtumbi close to the benjile; I
hailed him, caught up my arms, jumped in, and made off immediately." Now you must know that a mtumbi is
nothing but the trunk of a tree hollowed out, is supposed to hold but one, and is propelled by a double paddle
instead of oars. Narrow, short, and pointed at the bow, it therefore differs from what is known in Germany as
the "Greenland canoe." In this country too it must sound strange that a man plunged into anxiety about his
son's life should yet think of his weapons. Well, customs vary all the world over. As to the European the
Arab's fondness for his arms is incomprehensible, so the Arab mind has much difficulty in understanding
some of the Northern usages. Just now the awful toping by the male sex occurs to me as an example.
Thus I went to school every day at Bet il Sahel, returning each evening to my mother at Bet il Watoro. After
having learnt about a third of the Koran by heart, I was supposed to have done with school, at the age of
nine. Thenceforth I repaired but on Fridays to Bet il Sahel – my father's day there – in the company of my
mother and Chaduji.
We went on living contentedly in this way at Bet il Watoro for two years. But good times cannot be
expected to last; usually some unforeseen and untoward event disturbs one's peace. So in our case.
The cause of strife in our household was a creature than whom none could have been more charming and
lovable. Assha, a distant relative of ours, had recently come from Oman to Zanzibar, where she was soon
taken to wife by Majid. We were all devoted to her, and all rejoiced over Majid's happiness, with the single
exception of his sister Chaduji, who, I deeply regret to confess wronged Assha entirely, from beginning to
end. Assha, I have remarked, was in every respect charming; besides, she was quite young, so that Chaduji
ought to have instructed her, and by degrees have imparted dignity to her. But she treated her with scorn and
enmity. Her marriage to Majid entitled Assha to first place in the household; nevertheless, Chaduji
patronised her so that the poor, gentle soul would go weeping to my mother, to complain of this unwarranted
treatment. My mother's situation between two fires, as it were, became most difficult and unenviable. Chaduji
declined to surrender any of her imaginary rights, and continued to look upon Assha as an irresponsible
child. In vain did my mother endeavour to rectify her views, and to make her recognise the position of
Majid's wife; in vain she besought her to spare Majid whatever annoyance she could, for his own sake. Yet it
was all done in vain. Our once agreeable existence at Bet il Watoro became unbearable, and in order to
escape from a scene of perpetual discussion my mother decided to leave the house she liked so well.
Majid and his wife would not hear of her departure, Assha being quite inconsolable; Chaduji, on the other
hand, remained unmoved, which served to strengthen my mother in her resolve. Assha herself at last felt she
could put up with Chaduji's autocratic ways no longer, and obtained a divorce from Majid. The poor thing
took her wretched experiences in Zanzibar so to heart that she would none of the country or its inhabitants.
Under favour of the south wind she sailed back to Oman, where she had an aunt living in the neighbourhood
of Muscat, the capital, both her parents having died. As for my mother and me, our removal had been
planned for some time, and we migrated to Bet il Tani. My sister Chole was delighted, as we now were
almost under her very roof; she in fact secured and arranged our new quarters for us.
The Sultan's houses were all so crowded that it was no easy matter to get rooms, and gradually a habit had
arisen of counting upon vacancies through death. It was really abominable to see a woman prick up her ears
at another woman's cough, as if hoping for a case of consumption. Sinful as such thoughts must appear, they
were of course due to this overcrowding. My mother and I owed it to Chole that we got a fine, large room at
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Bet il Tani without having to wait for somebody's decease. Chaduji we rarely saw now; she felt insulted by
our change of abode, and accused my mother of lack of affection for her, quite wrongfully, to be sure. But my
mother had simply been unable to endure Chaduji's oppression of the girl whose chief offense was having
become Majid's wife. He continued to visit us, however, and to remain one of our best friends.

Photograph by Mr. Samuel Zweeren

TYPE OF OMAN ARAB
Bet il Tani was situated in immediate proximity to Bet il Sahel, and was connected with it by a bridge that
passed over a Turkish bath-house midway between the two. At the time I speak of Bet il Tani presented but a
shadow of its former splendours. On its first story there had once lived a Persian princess, Shesadeh by
name. She was one of my father's principal wives and a great beauty. Said to have been enormously
extravagant, she nevertheless had the reputation of great kindness toward her stepchildren. A hundred and
fifty Persian horsemen, who occupied the ground floor, formed her modest suite; she rode and hunted with
them in the open light of day, which, according to Arabian notions, was going rather too far. The Persian
women seem to receive a sort of Spartan education; they have a great deal more liberty than ours, but are
coarser both in thought and behaviour.
Shesadeh, I was told, had led a most luxurious life. Her clothes – Persian style – were literally stitched
with genuine pearls from top to bottom; if a servant, sweeping the rooms, found any on the floor, the princess
would always refuse to take them back. She not only made desperate inroads upon the Sultan's bounty, but
transgressed against sacred laws. Marrying my father for his wealth, her heart was bestowed on another. The
Sultan went nigh to incurring blood-guiltiness one day, in the heat of his anger, when a faithful attendant
stayed his arm, saving Shesadeh from death and my father from a dreadful sin. Nothing but divorce was
possible after that; fortunately the union had been childless. Some years later the Sultan was fighting the
Persians at Bender Abbas, on the Persian Gulf, when, it was reported, the handsome Shesadeh was observed
with the hostile forces, aiming at members of our family.
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In that princess's erstwhile home I began to learn writing on my own account, and after a very primitive
method. Of course this had to be done in secret, as women are never taught to write, and any knowledge they
may acquire of it must not be discovered. For a first lesson I took the Koran, and tried to imitate the
characters on the shoulderblade of a camel, which in Zanzibar does duty for a slate. Success inspired me
with encouragement – I made quick progress. But eventually I needed some guidance in caligraphy proper,
so I imposed upon one of our "educated" slaves the huge honour of acting as my writing master. Somehow
the affair came to light, and torrents of obloquy descended upon me. But not a rap cared I!

CHAPTER V
NATIONAL SINGULARITIES
THE VAUNTED ACTIVITY OF NORTHERN PEOPLES – INFANT DRESS – A CLIMATE
FAVOURING EASE – PRAYER FIVE TIMES A DAY – INTERVENING PURSUITS – CHEWING
BETEL – GOING TO BED – MENU À LA ZANZIBAR – REAL COFFEE
OVER and over again I have been asked: "How on earth do the people manage to exist in your country,
without anything to do?" And the question is justifiable enough from the point of view of the Northerner, who
simply cannot imagine life without work, and who is convinced the Oriental never stirs her little finger, but
dreams away most of her time in the seclusion of the harem. Of course, natural conditions vary throughout
the world, and it is they that govern our ideas, our habits, and our customs. In the North one is compelled to
exert oneself in order to live at all, and very hard too, if one wishes to enjoy life, but the Southern races are
greatly favoured. I repeat the word "favoured" because the frugality of a people is an inestimable blessing;
the Arabs, who are often described in books as exceedingly idle, are remarkably frugal, more so perhaps
than any but the Chinese. Nature herself has ordained that the Southerner can work, while the Northerner
must. The Northern nations seem to be very conceited, and look down with pride and contempt upon the
people of the tropics – not a laudable state of mind. At the same time they are blind to the fact, in Europe,
that their activity is absolutely compulsory to prevent them from perishing by the hundred thousand. The
European is obliged to work – that is all; hence he has no right to make such a great virtue of sheer
necessity. Are not Italians, Spaniards, and Portuguese less industrious than Germans and Englishmen? And
what may the reason be? Merely that the former have more summer than winter, and consequently that they
have less of a struggle for existence. A cold climate implies the providing and securing oneself against all
sorts of contingencies and actualities quite unknown in southern lands.
Luxury plays the same part everywhere. Who has the money and the inclination will find opportunity to
gratify his fancies, whatever quarter of the globe he may inhabit. So let us leave this subject untouched, and
confine ourselves to the real necessities of life. If in this country the new-born infant requires a quantity of
things to protect its frail existence against the perversities of a changeable climate, the little brown-skinned
Southerner lies almost naked, slumbering easily while fanned by a perpetual current of warm air. If in
Germany a two-year-old child needs shoes, stockings, pantalettes, a couple of petticoats, a dress, an
overcoat, gloves, scarf, gaiters, muff, and a fur cap, whether it belongs to a banker or a labourer – the
quality being all that differs – in Zanzibar the costume of a royal prince of the same age comprises two
articles, shirt and cap. Then why should an Arabian mother, whose demands for herself and child are so
small, work as hard as a German housewife? She has never heard of darning gloves and stockings, of
performing the sundry labours done for a European child once a week.
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A certain great institution of European households we are ignorant of – washday. In Zanzibar we wash
every day whatever needs washing, and in half an hour's time the things are all dry, pressed (not ironed), and
put away. We also dispense with curtains, which besides being troublesome and keeping out the sunlight,
have to be kept clean and in repair. An Oriental woman, whatever her rank, tears her clothes to a
surprisingly limited extent, which is natural enough, since she does not move about so much, frequents the
public thoroughfares less, and possesses fewer garments.
All these, and several other considerations help to make the Oriental woman's lot more bearable and
comfortable than the European's, without particular regard to social station. But in order to be familiar with
the details of their daily life one must have spent some time among them. Tourists, who make only a brief
sojourn in those parts, and who, perhaps, get their information from waiters at hotels, are scarcely to be
considered as credible witnesses. European ladies who may actually have penetrated into a harem, perhaps
in Constantinople or in Cairo, are still unacquainted with the real harem; they have only known its outer
semblance in the rooms kept for show, rooms where European finery is partially aped. Besides, the climate is
so generous and beneficent that one hardly need trouble about the morrow. I do not deny that the people
down there are disposed to taking things easy, but remembering the heat of July and August in Europe, one
may conceive what sort of effect the tropical sun would have upon one.
The Arab has no leaning toward commerce and industry; he cares for little else than warfare and
agriculture. Few Arabs take to a special trade or profession; they make indifferent merchants, though much
given to bartering; the Semitic sense of business they appear to lack. His frugality enables the Arab to make
ends meet easily, and as a rule he thinks only of the immediate present. He never plans for the distant future,
for he knows that any day may be his last. Thus the life of the Oriental glides smoothly and easily along. Still,
I now am describing only the life in Zanzibar and Oman, which in various respects differ from other Eastern
countries.
The Mahometan's day is regulated – if that is not saying too much – by his religious devotions. Five times
a day does he bend the knee to God, and if he properly performs all the contingent ablutions and changes of
raiment in accordance with scriptural ruling, fully three hours will be consumed. The rich are awakened
between four and half-past five for the first prayer, after which they return to bed, but the common people
begin the day's work with their first prayer. In our establishment, where hundreds of inmates tried to follow
their individual tastes, it was hard to maintain fixed rules, although the two general repasts and the
devotions compelled a measure of systematic order. Most of us, then, slept on again until eight o'clock, when
the women and children were roused by a gentle and agreeable kneading process, at the hands of a female
servant. A bath of fresh spring water was ready, and likewise our wearing apparel, strewn the night before
with jessamine or orange blossoms, and now scented with amber and musk. Nowhere in the world is the cold
bath used and appreciated more than in the East. After dressing, which usually took up an hour, we all went
to see our father, to wish him "good morning," and then to partake of the first meal. To this we were
summoned by a drum, but as the table was completely set beforehand, much less time was occupied in eating
than the European method demands.
It was then that the day's real activities opened. The gentlemen prepared for the audience chamber, while
the ladies – who were not obliged to work – took seats at their windows, to watch the passing in the street
below, and to catch such private glances as might occasionally be thrown up at them. This provided great
amusement; only sometimes a cautious mother or aunt would contrive to coax one away from the coign of
vantage. Two of three hours thus sped quickly by. Visits were meanwhile being exchanged among the
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gentlemen, the ladies sending out servants with verbal appointments for the evening. Sedately minded
persons, however, went to their airy apartments, where, either alone, or in small groups, they did
needlework, stitching their veils, shirts, or trousers with gold braid, or a husband's, son's, or brother's shirt
with red or white silk, which needed particular skill. The remainder would read stories, visit sick or well
friends in their rooms, or attend to other private affairs. By this time it was one o'clock. Servants came to
remind us of the second prayer. The sun was at its height then, so that everyone was glad to open the early
part of the afternoon reposing, in a thin, cool garment, on a soft, prettily woven mat with sacred inscriptions
worked upon it. Between dozing, chatting, and nibbling at fruit or cake, the time passed very pleasantly until
four o'clock, when we prayed for the third time; a more elaborate toilette followed, and we repaired again to
the presence of the Sultan, to wish him "good afternoon." The grown-up children were allowed to call him
"father," but the little ones and their mothers had to address him as "Sir."
Now came the second and last meal of the day, at which the family would assemble. Upon its termination,
the eunuchs would carry European chairs out upon the broad veranda, but only for the adults; the small
people stood up as a mark of respect for age, which is held in greater reverence there than anywhere else.
The family gathered about the Sultan, while a row of smart, well-armed eunuchs lined the background.
Coffee was passed round, as well as beverages prepared from the essence of French fruits. The conversation
was accompanied by a stupendous barrel organ, the biggest I ever saw; by way of change one of the large
music boxes would be set going, or a blind Arabian girl named Amra, who was gifted with a lovely voice,
would be ordered to sing.
In about an hour and a half the family separated, each following his or her own devices. Chewing betel
was a favourite pastime. It is a Suahili habit, so that the Arabs of Arabia Proper find no pleasure therein; but
those of us born on the east coast of Africa, and brought up among Negroes and mulattoes, took to the habit
quite readily, in spite of derision from our Asiatic relatives. We chewed betel surreptitiously, however, while
absent from the Sultan, who had forbidden the practice.
With the aid of miscellaneous diversions the brief space slipped by till sundown, announced by musketry
fire and drumming on the part of the Indian guard. This also constituted a signal for prayer. But the fourth
observance was the most hurried of the day, since everybody not intending to pay visits would be expecting
guests at home – sisters, stepmothers, stepchildren, secondary wives. For entertainment there was coffee and
lemonade, cakes and fruit, jesting and laughing, reading aloud, playing cards (but not for money or any
other stake), singing, listening to the sese being played upon by a Negro, sewing, stitching, lace-making –
just as one felt inclined.
So it is altogether wrong to suppose that the rich Oriental woman has nothing to do. True, she neither
paints, plays the piano, nor dances (as understood here). But those are not the only existing methods of
passing the time. Down there we are all contented; to us the feverish, everlasting chase after new pleasures
and enjoyments is quite foreign. From the European point of view, therefore, the Oriental might no doubt be
looked upon as a Philistine.
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Photograph by Mrs. Emma Shaw Colcleugh

NATIVE MUSICIAN
Upon retiring for the night we dismissed the male servants, who joined their families, living in separate
dwellings apart from the house. The oil lamps were usually left burning, the candles only being extinguished.
The custom of sending children over two years to bed at a certain hour had died out; they chose their own
time, and often their own place, for going to sleep, so that occasionally they would have to be picked up
tenderly by slaves, and transported with the least possible noise to their own little cots. Whoever had neither
gone out, nor had received visitors, generally retired at ten o'clock, though some preferred to enjoy the air on
the flat, well-swept roof until midnight. At about half-past seven the fifth and last prayer was supposed to be
offered up. But just then one is likely to have company, or be otherwise engaged; hence a rule permitting
postponement of the final devotions till bedtime. Women of wealth go to sleep by the assistance of two female
slaves; one repeats the kneading operation, the other manipulates a fan. To wash the feet first in eau de
Cologne is most refreshing. I may have mentioned that women keep all their clothes on, including their
jewellry.
Returning to the culinary department, I must give some details about the eating arrangements in my
father's palace at Zanzibar. We had no special dining room, but took our meals on the veranda. There the
eunuchs spread along sefra with all the food for the whole repast. A sefra somewhat resembles a billiard
table in shape; it is only a few inches high, however, and around the top runs a wide ledge. Although we
possessed a lot of European furniture – lounges, tables, chairs, and even a few wardrobes – we nevertheless
sat down to eat in true Oriental fashion, upon carpets or mats next to the floor. Precedence by rank was
strictly observed, the Sultan taking the head; near him were the senior children, the little ones (those over
seven) coming at the end.
We had numerous dishes, often as many as fifteen. Rice formed a staple at each meal, and various
preparations of it were in vogue. In the way of meat, mutton and chicken were preferred. We also ate fish,
oriental breads and sundry pastry and sweetmeats. Contrary to the German system, all the food was placed
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on the table before anybody sat down. This obviated the need of service, and the eunuchs would step back,
lining up at a little distance, ready to answer commands. Frequently the Sultan would send one of them, with
a particularly savoury morsel, to a child not old enough to eat at the table, or perhaps to an invalid. I
remember the special corner at Bet il Mtoni where I used to receive the platefuls he consigned to me. We
mites got the same food as the grown-up people, but of course it was a privilege to have it selected by our
father, who himself derived great pleasure from this.
Upon sitting down, everyone said grace in a low but distinct tone: "In the name of Allah the all merciful."
After eating the formula was: "Thanks be to the Lord of the Universe." Our father was always first to take his
seat, and first to rise. One plate to each individual was not the custom, all the dishes (except the rice) being
served in a number of little plates standing symmetrically along the sefra, so that a couple would eat from the
same plate. There was no drinking simultaneous with the eating, but afterward sherbet or sugared water was
obtainable. Nor was conversation usual, excepting when the Sultan spoke to someone; the rest of the time
silence prevailed – a good thing, too. Fruit or flowers were never to be seen on the sefra. A few minutes
before and after the meal slaves offered basins and towels, in order that one might wash one's hands. We
chiefly used our fingers when we ate solids, which came upon the table cut up into small pieces. For spoons
we had employment, but knives and forks were not brought out unless to honour European guests. Persons of
refinement scented their hands, besides washing them, to drive away the odour of food.

Photograph by A. C. Gomes & Co., Zanzibar

NATIVE COFFEE-PEDDLER
Half an hour after the repast eunuchs handed round genuine Mocha in tiny cups resting on gold or silver
saucers. In the East the coffee is thick and syrupy, but filtered clear; invariably drunk without milk or sugar,
it is taken without any sort of eatables, though sometimes delicate slices of areca nut are provided. The coffee
is poured out immediately prior to consumption, which task requires such skill that only few servants are
fitted for it. The coffee-bearer carries the handsome pot, made of tin adorned with brass, in his left hand,
while in his right he holds only a single small cup and saucer. Behind or next to him an assistant carries a
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tray with empty cups and a large reserve pot of coffee. If the company has dispersed, these men have to
follow the various members, and insure their partaking of the delicious beverage. How highly coffee is
esteemed by the Orientals, everybody knows. The greatest care being bestowed upon its preparation, it is
specially roasted, ground, and boiled whenever wanted, and therefore is always taken perfectly fresh.
Roasted beans are never kept, nor boiled coffee, either, when in the least degree stale, being then thrown
away or given to the lower servants.
Our second and last general meal was at four in the afternoon, and since it corresponded exactly to the
first I shall not describe it. We indulged in nothing else but light refreshments, such as pastry, fruit, or
lemonade.

CHAPTER VI
CEREMONIES FOR THE NEWLY BORN
BIRTH – TIGHT BANDAGING – SHAVING OF THE HEAD – PROTECTION AGAINST THE
EVIL-EYE – THE SITTING CEREMONY – BLACK NURSES AND EUROPEAN – HARDINESS
OF ORIENTAL CHILDREN
THE birth of a prince or a princess, though not greeted with salvoes of artillery, was nevertheless always a
happy event, in spite of jealousies to which it might give rise. Seyyid Saïd and the mother would not be alone
in their gladness; we little ones honestly participated in their joy because the ceremonies for infants newly
come into the world were numerous, and the festal doings involved our small presences. There were usually
five or six accessions a year to our family.
The professional accoucheur is unknown among Mahometans, who only engage midwives, these however
being incredibly ignorant. They generally came to Zanzibar from India, being preferred to the natives, but
why I have never succeeded in finding out, since the Indian midwives are just as devoid of practical
knowledge as the Arabian or Suahili. Certain it is that if mother and child manage to survive, they have God
and their own constitution to thank, and not those stupid creatures. After I was grown up some of my married
friends told me about the primitive methods which the ignorant bunglers employed, and which would hardly
bear public repetition.
When the child has been thoroughly washed in warm water, its neck and armpits are sprinkled with scented
powder, and it is put into a little calico or muslin shirt. It is then laid on its back, the arms and legs are
straightened out, and the whole body is tightly wound in a bandage from heel to shoulder, the extremities
being covered thus as well as the trunk. Forty days and nights does the infant remain imprisoned, and is only
released for bathing, which happens twice a day. The object of this bandaging is to give the child a good,
erect carriage. The baby is watched by its mother with loving care, however many servants she may have at
her disposal. Slaves alternate in rocking the spacious, handsomely carved wooden cradle, which, according
to season, is protected by mosquito netting. But rarely does the mother rock the baby, and when she makes
this exception, she regards it as a sort of amusement. If the new arrival be a girl, the ears are pierced with a
needle on the seventh day after her birth. Six holes are usually made in both ears, which upon the lapse of a
few weeks are loaded with heavy rings forever. I say forever, because she who wears none is either in
mourning, or else has no holes in her ears.
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When it is forty days old a peculiar ceremony is performed upon the child, which would be almost
impossible in Europe – namely, the shaving of the head. How surprised my German nurse was in Hamburg at
my infant daughter's long black hair, and how great was her impatience until my husband purchased a brush.
The shaving of the head is done by the chief eunuch amid special formalities, from which fumigation with a
kind of india-rubber must never be omitted. And the first hairs taken off are considered as a great treasure;
they may neither be burnt, nor thrown on the dust heap, but they are buried in the ground, cast into the sea,
or hidden in the crack of a wall. Twenty or thirty people witness the shaving, and the chief eunuch, whose
experience as barber is limited to such occasions, runs no small risk of damaging the precious skull. Our
"court tonsorialist" and his assistant would always be liberally rewarded by my father.
On this same auspicious day the baby is disencumbered of the aforesaid bandage. It is dressed up in a silk
shirt, and a cap with gold braid, earrings, anklets, and bracelets. At this date, too ceases the careful
seclusion of the child from the outer world, as up till now none but the parents, a few privileged friends, and
the servants have been allowed to see it. For the rule of privacy the popular belief in the evil eye and all
kinds of sinister spells is responsible.
Undoubtedly Oriental children look much prettier at this time in their life than European, because these
wear too much white. Though I have been in Germany for years, I cannot change my opinion; in fact my own
children looked dreadful to me in their baby clothes. The contrast with my beautifully apparelled nephews
and nieces was most unfavourable. Perfumes were freely employed in Zanzibar. The child's bedding, towels,
and all its garments were first scented with sweet jessamine, and again with amber and musk just before use,
and finally sprinkled with attar of roses. Only it should be borne in mind that doors and windows were
constantly open nearly the whole year round, which counteracted whatever noxious effects this singular
custom might otherwise have entailed.
For a child's protection against the supposed evil-eye it is given certain amulets, which with the lower
classes consist of an onion, a piece of garlic, a bone, or a shell perhaps, fastened to the left arm in a small
leather bag. Instead of amulets, the higher classes take sayings from the Koran engraved on gold or silver
medals, suspended from the neck by a chain. Boys keep these medals up to a certain age only, but girls often
continue wearing them, though they also affect the so-called "guardian." This is a tiny book, of two inches by
one and a half, reposing in a gold or silver case, and also hung from the neck by a chain.
Besides the mother's milk the baby soon receives other milk, several times a day, boiled with ground rice
and sugar, and poured into a cup bearing a long spout. The bottle was quite unknown in my day, and infants
got no other food until their teeth came, when they could eat anything they liked. They were not carried about
much, but preferably set down on a carpet, where they could roll and tumble to their hearts' content.
As soon as a child makes its first attempts at sitting, another ceremony is enacted. Mother, nurses, and
child wear their finest raiment. The child is placed on a square, medium-sized cart, which has very low
wheels, and is cushioned with pillows and draperies. A short, slender pole stands up vertically at the end of
the axle nearest the cart, and a little leg is put on each side of the pole. Meanwhile some Indian corn has
been roasted by a peculiar process, so that the grains have swelled up to the size of thimbles; they are mixed
with a lot of silver coins, and the whole conglomeration is then scattered over the child's head, young
brothers and sisters making a tremendous rush for the spoils.
Until their feet are strong enough to bear sandals – wooden for females, and leather for males – children
simply go barefoot. Neither sex ever wears stockings at any age, but a lady of rank is apt to do so when she
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rides on horseback, since custom demands concealment of the ankles.
At the age of three or four months, to the child's nurses are added a couple of slaves, who remain its
property from that date. The older it grows, the more slaves it becomes entitled to, and if one dies the father
bestows another or a corresponding sum of money. Every prince stays altogether with the women of the
household until his seventh birthday, when he is circumcised in consonance with the Mosaic rite. Performed
in the father's presence, this ceremonial involves lavish hospitalities stretching over three days. At this time,
too, the boy is given a horse for his own, so that he learns the equestrian art early, in fact he acquires the
sort of proficiency and agility one would only expect of a circus rider. We were innocent of proper saddles
and of stirrups, at home, and therefore a firm seat was something to boast of.
Our nurses, even if they had served but a very short while, were highly considered, and greatly respected
all their lives. Their original condition was that of slavery, but as a rule they were given their freedom in
recognition of fidelity and devotion. The most anxious mother can safely leave her offspring to its nurse, who
is likely to regard the son or daughter as a real parent might, and to treat it accordingly. What a contrast to
the neglect and the heartlessness of German nurses! Many a time, out walking, have I felt inclined to scold
one of those menials, though she might be a stranger to me, for cruelty to her tender charge. How different
the behaviour of a black nurse! To begin with, she may have been in the service of her mistress for years,
may actually have been born in her house. Hence she is, of course, unlikely to have many private interests,
and is so unhindered from making those of the family her own. And then the very important circumstance that
a black nurse very frequently, indeed generally, need not separate from her own child, which receives the
same nourishment as the mistress's, the same brew of milk, the same chicken. It is bathed with its more
exalted comrade, whose cast-off clothes it inherits. Its mother's occupation as a nurse ended, it still remains
the other child's playmate, and none but an evil soul would be guilty of misconduct toward a foster-brother
or sister.
This somewhat patriarchal system may account for our nurses being so much more devoted and
trustworthy than the European, whom I have often pitied, in spite of their odious deficiencies, because they
were obliged to leave their little ones for the sake of money. I have been told that those women do not feel the
pang as keenly as I imagine, but I cannot believe it. Our native nurses are however conspicuous for one bad
quality; they tell their young charges the most incredible, monstrous stories and legends, either to entertain
or to quiet them. Lions, leopards, elephants, and witches figure the most prominently in these hair-raising
recitals, which are sometimes enough to terrify adults. Nor does any amount of remonstrance seem to change
the habit.
Upon the whole, it is much easier to bring up children in the South than in the North; they are spared the
eternal colds, which lead to so many other things. But they are self-reliant and active, their luxurious life
notwithstanding, and have greater opportunity to scamper about and play out of doors. Formal gymnastics
do not exist; on the other hand, a boy's taking a run and leaping over a horse, or even two horses, excites no
surprise. High jumping is a favourite sport at which everyone tries to outdo everybody else. Swimming forms
an equally popular diversion, and is invariably self-taught, while the pursuit of shooting is taken up with
enthusiasm quite early. Although boys go armed to the teeth, and carry as much powder and shot as men,
one rarely hears of an accident happening through carelessness.
Only to a certain age does the young prince dwell under the paternal roof; after that a separate residence
is assigned him, where he sets up independently – with his mother, if she happens to be living. The Sultan
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would pay him a monthly sum by way of allowance, which might be raised at his marriage, upon an increase
of his family, or in case of irreproachable conduct, but not otherwise. If war broke out in Oman – a
regrettably frequent occurrence – all the princes, including those half-grown, were obliged to join the forces
and take part in the fighting like the common soldiers. The discipline at home was strict, but it tended to
heighten the respect of the Sultan's sons for their father, and to make them honour him the more. As a little
tot I often noticed how one of my elder brothers, anticipating a servant, would offer my father his sandals,
that had been deposited by their owner at the door at entering the room.
There is scarcely anything to say about the rearing of the princesses; they are brought up at first in the
same way as the boys, only that after the seventh year the male children have far more liberty outside the
house. However, the juvenile princess has a broad, heavy silver comb put in her hair, following the local
fashion, so that the back of her head may be flat when she is grown up. Should she marry one of her cousins
– more plentiful in Oman than in Zanzibar – she naturally quits her father's roof, exchanging it for her
husband's. Keeping unwed, she has the choice between continuance under her father's care and the
protection of a brother. Each sister has a pet brother, and vice versa; in joy and in sorrow do they cling
affectionately together, comforting and supporting one another at all times. Laudable enough in itself, to be
sure, this sentiment yet stirred up jealousy and quarrels, and all sorts of family strife.
Upon occasion a sister would plead the Sultan's pardon for a delinquency committed by her favourite
brother. To his daughters he was always willing to turn an indulgent ear, especially the elder ones. Did any of
these come before him, he would advance to meet them, and would allow them to sit beside him on the sofa,
while the grown up sons and we small people stood by in proper awe and humility.

CHAPTER VII
SCHOOL
AN OUTDOOR CLASSROOM – PRIMITIVE APPARATUS FOR STUDY – PLAY BEFORE
WORK – THE COURSE OF INSTRUCTION – VERBAL TERM REPORTS – BRIBING THE
SCHOOLMARM – DEFECTS OF EUROPEAN EDUCATION – CIVILISATION AND
RELIGION
SCHOOL is of small importance to the Oriental. In Europe the life of Church and State is bound up with that
of the schools, influencing all, from prince to pauper. Here the individual depends very largely, both as
regards the development of his character and the hopefulness of his future prospects, upon his scholastic
career, which has so little significance in the East, and which to many dwellers of those parts has no
existence. Let me begin my disquisition on this subject by describing the system in vogue at my home.
At the age of six or seven all my brothers and sisters, without exception, were supposed to commence their
schooling. We girls needed only to learn reading, but the boys had to learn writing as well. For the conduct
of instruction there was one female teacher at Bet il Mtoni and one at Bet il Sahel, either having come from
Oman upon my father's behest. When therefore the mistress fell sick, and was confined to bed, we rejoiced
greatly over the obligatory holiday, since no substitute could be obtained. We had no special schoolroom.
The lessons took place on an open veranda, to which pigeons, parrots, peacocks, and bobolinks enjoyed
unrestricted access. This veranda overlooked a courtyard, so that we could amuse ourselves by watching the
lively proceedings down below. Our academical furniture consisted of one enormous mat, and equal
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simplicity distinguished our apparatus for study: Koran with its stand, a small pot of ink (domestic
manufacture), a bamboo pen, and a well-bleached camel's shoulderblade. Easy to write upon with ink, this
last-named serves as a slate; one's nerves are spared the screeching of the slate pencil. The camel bones
were usually cleaned off by slaves. Our first task was to acquire the complicated Arabic alphabet, which
done we began to practice reading in the Koran, our only text-book, the boys, as I have already mentioned,
receiving tuition in writing as besides. When some progress had been attained in reading we did it all
together in chorus, at the top of our voices. And that was all, for no explanations are ever given. Hence but
one in a thousand understands properly, and can interpret the thoughts and precepts which the Mahometan
scriptures embody. To analyse holy writ shows impiety; it is strictly forbidden, and one is expected to believe
what one is taught.
By seven o'clock in the morning, after partaking of some fruit, we were on the veranda, awaiting the
mistress. Pending her arrival, we would have jumping and wrestling matches, and would clamber about the
balustrade, doing our best to risk our lives. One of us would be stationed as sentinel at a suitable place,
whence a fictitious cough warned us of the pedagogic approach. In a twinkling every pupil was down on the
mat, looking the picture of innocence, and upon her actual appearance we all bounded to our feet, to pay the
tyrant obsequious reverence. In one hand she bore a huge metal ink pot, and in the other the odious bamboo
cane. So we stood up deferentially until she had seated herself, when we followed her example. We all sat,
cross-legged, surrounding the teacher. First she recited the opening chapter, or sura, of the Koran, which
runs thus: "In the name of the most merciful God. Praise be to God, the Lord of all creatures, the most
merciful, the King of the day of judgment. Thee do we worship, and of Thee do we beg assistance. Direct us
in the right way, in the way of those to whom Thou hast been gracious, not of those against whom Thou art
incensed, nor those who go astray." Then we jointly repeated this sura after her, concluding with the usual
amen. Hereupon the lesson of the preceding day was reviewed, upon which new tasks in reading or writing
were begun. Instruction continued until nine, being resumed from after breakfast to the second hour of
prayer, about one o'clock.
Everyone was permitted to bring a few slaves to school; they took position somewhere in the background,
while we children arranged ourselves on the mat as we pleased. Neither regular seats nor division into
classes were customary; still less was there any attempt at the term reports that cause such tremendous
excitement here. If a pupil was particularly backward or exceptionally forward, if remarkably good conduct
or the reverse had been observed, the mother and the Sultan would be notified verbally. Rigid orders had
been given by our father that we were to be thoroughly punished for such delinquencies as we might commit.
Viewing our unruly conduct, the mistress had frequent occasion to swing that detested stick.
Besides reading and writing a little ciphering was taught; mental arithmetic involved numbers up to one
hundred, while on paper one thousand was the limit. Anything beyond these figures was regarded as
pernicious. Not much pains are bestowed on grammar and orthography. As for history, geography, physics
and mathematics, I never heard of them at home, and not until I came here did I get acquaintance with these
branches of study. But whether I am really any better off for my small amount of learning, which I
laboriously obtained here by dint of untiring industry, than my friends in Africa, still remains an open
question to me. I can say with full veracity, though, that I was never so egregiously humbugged and browbeaten as after acquiring the most valuable treasures of European knowledge. Oh, you happy souls over
there, you cannot even dream of what may be done in the exalted name of civilisation!
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Of course the whole plan of our schooling forbade anything like preparation after hours. However much
the mistress may be feared, she is highly respected by her pupils, who all their lives treat her with
consideration and esteem. She indeed is occasionally called upon to act as mediator between persons unable
to agree on some point, thus fulfilling an office here entrusted by Catholics to their spiritual shepherd. But
one thing Oriental scholars have in common with Western. I mean the natural instinct to bribe their teachers
with presents. When my children in Germany begged me for a trifle to buy flowers for Miss So-and-So, I
could not help recalling my own youth. This trait is not peculiar to any one nation, but may be found all the
world over. Before I ever knew there was such a place as Germany I used to offer my instructress – as the rest
did too – numerous sweetmeats, in order to curry favour with her; the most delicious French bonbons our
father gave us would we attempt to sacrifice upon the altar of propitiation. Unfortunately, the object of our
assiduities was a victim to toothache, and therefore rather cold toward our diplomacy, her idea being that by
feeding her on sweets we hoped to make her toothache so bad that she would be obliged to give us a holiday.
The length of the course was quite uncertain. Whatever was to be learnt had to be learnt, and it depended
on your own abilities whether you finished in one, two, or three years. Needlework formed no part of the
curriculum, but was left to the mothers, who were usually expert in its practice. Still, I have known some of
my sisters to grow up unable to sew on a button. Public schools exist too, though only for poor people's
children. Everyone who can afford it keeps a governess or tutor. Sometimes the teaching devolves upon the
secretary to the head of the family, but of course he would have charge of the girls only while they were
extremely young.
It is inevitable that, having been brought up where I was, I should make comparisons with the European
system, of which my children enjoyed the privileges. There certainly is a great disparity between German
over-education and Arabian ignorance; too much is exacted on the one side, too little demanded on the other.
But I suppose such sharp differences will never cease, but will persist to the end of the world, as no race
appears capable of settling upon a golden mean. Here, at all events, the children have their minds stuffed
with a great deal more than they can possibly absorb. Their schooldays once begun, the parents see very
little of them. Owing to the sundry tasks that have to be prepared for next day, true family life is out of the
question, and with this loss a steady, telling influence upon the juvenile character must in many cases by
forfeited. All day long it is not living, but hurry and scramble, scramble and hurry, from one lesson to
another. What a lot of time they waste, too, in arduously gaining facts destined to prove utterly useless,
inasmuch as they seem to be imparted for the sole purpose of being forgotten! How approve a method by
which the young are robbed of time that were much better spent at home?
Besides, the poor things are confined every day for five or more hours in a prison-like space called
"schoolroom," hot and stuffy beyond description. Four tumblers to drink water out of allowed by an
institution harbouring two hundred children! Would this not disgust a mother who wanted to kiss her child
upon its return from that place? And why express surprise if under such conditions the little ones fall ill? Do
for them what one may at home to keep them in health, the foul air of the schoolhouse must frustrate all one's
efforts. How wretched many of the scholars look in this country, and how your heart bleeds for their
deplorable state! Give me that open, airy veranda of ours. What profits the highest education so the body be
ruined in the struggle to possess it?
I notice little here of that respect which we all, my brothers, sisters, and self, accorded to our parents and
teachers, in fact, to age generally. Neither does the religious instruction given at the schools seem to be as
effective as it ought, and no wonder, since it takes a purely mechanical form; endless lists of dates pertaining
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to ecclesiastical history are the children compelled to learn by heart, instead of being urged to observe a
regular attendance at church, where a good sermon would inspire them far more than those barren historical
facts. We had to memorise lessons too, but not to the entire neglect of the soul, which here suffers at the
expense of the brain. Book-learning is overdone here – that is my opinion. Everybody wants to rise up and up
so high through education that finally manual labour becomes a disgrace; too much importance is attached
to knowledge and culture. Therefore it is not surprising if deference, honesty, piety, and contentment yield to
appalling ungodliness, scorn for everything sacred and established, and the unscrupulous pursuit of worldly
advantages. With their outward education people's necessities increase, and their demands upon life, hence
the severity and the bitterness of competition among them. Yes, the mind is cultivated, to be sure, but the
heart is left untilled. One should study the word of God and His holy commandments first, speculating upon
"force and matter" last.
I was once dismayed to see by a statistical table of lunacy that the great majority of these unfortunates
were recruited from former students at gymnasia and prominent institutions of learning. Undoubtedly, many
had fallen into idiocy as victims of their ambitions striving after a fine education. I could not help thinking of
my own country, where no lunatic asylums are wanted, and where I never heard of any maniacs but two, one
a Negress and the other a woman from India.
European culture offends the Mahometan's religious views in countless ways. They often ridicule the
Turkish half-education, yet the Turks have done more than is good for them to become civilised, if only
superficially. The Turks have weakened themselves by those endeavours, in spite of which they have still
remained uncivilised, because European civilisation contradicts and opposes all their fundamental axioms.
You cannot produce civilisation by force, and you should allow other nations the right to follow their own
ideas and traditions – which must have developed as the result of mature experience and practical wisdom –
in seeking enlightenment after their own fashion. A pious Arab would feel deeply affronted were one to
attempt beginning his illumination by inculcating science, without which there can be no question of higher
culture in Europe. It would give him a terrible shock, it would convulse his mentality, if one spoke to him of
"natural laws," to him who, in the whole life of the universe, down to the smallest details, through the eyes of
his immutable faith sees only one thing – the all-guiding, all-governing hand of God!

CHAPTER VIII
FEMALE FASHIONS
YEARLY DISTRIBUTION OF CLOTHING MATERIALS – SIMPLE WANTS OF ARABIAN
WOMEN – THE SHALE – THE RAINY SEASON
HERE, and in Europe generally, the father of a family gives his wife and unmarried daughters an allowance
of so much per month or quarter, and there his responsibilities end, so far as concerns their clothing. But a
totally different state of affairs prevails in Zanzibar. We have no industries there, and consequently not a
single factory. Wearing material and apparel are imported from abroad for the whole population.
My father maintained an elaborate system of barter, owing to this circumstance. Once a year a fleet of his
sailing vessels laden with native products, especially cloves and spices, started for British, French, Persian,
Indian, and Chinese ports, by means of our agents there employed exchanging the home commodities for
foreign. The captains invariably took an enormously long list of articles required; most of which had
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something to do with clothes. The return of the ships, was of course awaited most eagerly and impatiently,
since it meant not merely the annual division of spoils, but the opening, as it were, of a new season in
fashions.
For us children those ships symbolised delightful mystery, as they brought us all our lovely toys from
Europe. Upon the fleet's arrival a day would soon be fixed for the distribution of the goods among high and
humble, old and young. Twenty or thirty boxes were full of playthings: horses, carts, dolls, whips, fishes and
ducks that followed a magnet, musical boxes of all dimensions, concertinas, flutes, trumpets, mock guns, and
what not. If we were displeased, woe to the delinquent captain; he was a plenipotentiary instrusted with full
powers and no restrictions; he sailed under the one specific order to purchase the best regardless of expense.
When finally the division was enacted at Bet il Mtoni and Bet il Sahel, it took three or four days to get
everything duly apportioned among several hundred persons. Eunuchs attended to the unpacking and sorting
out, while a few of the Sultan's elder daughters performed the allotment proper. Jealousy, envy, and malice
were unfortunately more conspicuous on this happy occasion than at any other time of the year. Materials for
dress, whether simple or costly, were only distributed by the whole piece, and one was free to change what
one did not want for a different article with somebody else. This trafficking might occupy a fortnight. As we
had no tables, we used to cut the pieces up sitting on the floor, and in eagerly plying the scissors a lady
would now and then rip the clothes on her body.

Photograph by A. C. Gomes & Co., Zanzibar

PICKING CLOVES FOR EXPORT
Musk, amber, attar of roses, rose water, and other perfumes were presented to us, likewise saffron (which
women mix with various ingredients to put in their hair), silks of all hues, gold and silver thread for
embroidering, woven gilt buttons, in short, whatever belonged to an Arabian lady's toilette. And then,
besides, each got a certain number of silver dollars, according to rank and age. But an extravagant
individual would sometimes spend more, in the course of the twelvemonth, than she had received, when she
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would beg father or husband for an additional sum, although appeals of this kind had to be made under great
secrecy, undue wastefulness being frowned upon, and moreover certain to bring down a lecture on the
petitioner's head. As every household in the world, so ours included thrifty characters besides the prodigals,
and they believed one should not keep slaves merely for luxury's sake, but should utilise them for one's
substantial benefit. So they had their slaves trained to sundry handicrafts, such as carpentry or saddlery, the
girls learning sewing, weaving, millinery. Of course, this proved a good method of economy, while those who
neglected the practice paid out their money to strangers, and often failed to make both ends meet. Slaves thus
specially fitted for a trade were thought more of than others, and if liberated found less difficulty in
sustaining life. In Oman, where people keep few slaves, they are all taught some regular profession, that they
may profitably serve both their masters and themselves. That accounted for many slaves being sent from
Zanzibar to Oman, to get training there, and Negroes of this class went up considerably in price.
A visitor happening to be with us at the aforesaid period of distribution would receive such share, cash
included, as he or she might be entitled to by rank. Whatever was left from the whole consignment the Sultan
would despatch to his kinsfolk in Oman.
Perpetual summer reigning at the equator, and the four seasons existing in name only, this decidedly
simplified one's yearly outfit. To have provided against autumn, winter, and spring into the bargain would
have entailed redoubtable complications. The rainy season, which lasts six or eight weeks, and during which
the mercury sinks to eighteen degrees Réaumur (about seventy-two Fahrenheit), is all the winter that region
ever knows. Damp rather than cold, the weather just now mentioned saw us in velvet and other heavy stuffs,
and instead of waiting for the nine o'clock breakfast we then took tea with biscuits an hour or two before.
All wearing apparel was made by hand; sewing machines had not been heard of in my youth. The
garments are cut quite plainly, the same way for either sex. Lacing, that injurious, abominable habit, is one
to which the Oriental female has not yet succumbed. Styles never vary, but only materials, so that a European
would complain of monotony; nevertheless, in Europe the continued changes of fashion cause family
quarrels and ugly scenes owing to the great expense involved. Not that I would presume to reform this
fashion craze, nor that I would wish to turn my enlightened European friends into Philistines; but I merely
ask permission to observe that the Arabian women are far less extravagant. They use fewer things, and
dispense with a winter coat or cloak, another for spring, a waterproof for summer, a host of dresses, a dozen
or so of hats (for some ladies need one hat per costume), several sunshades matching hats and dresses, etc.,
etc.
Now, the gear of an Arab female, no matter what her station, is simplicity itself. She wears a shirt reaching
to the ankles, a pair of long, wide trousers gathered above the foot – not short knickerbockers – and a
kerchief for the head. The materials vary. Rich women prefer gold brocades in many devices, velvet or silk
richly trimmed, but in very hot weather plain, light calico or muslin is worn. Shirt and trousers never
conform as to pattern. Neither may the shirt be too long, for it must not conceal the embroidery on the
trousers or the golden anklets, from one of which are suspended numerous little bell-shaped pieces of gold
producing an agreeable tinkle at every step. From the headband, which is wound about the forehead, two
long ribbons with large fringes hang together over the back or one down each side. The silk headkerchief
proper reaches as far as the ankles.
When an Arabian lady goes out she dons her shale, representing comforter, jacket, ulster, waterproof, and
dustcoat all in one. It is a large wrap made of black silk, worked round the edges with gold or silver designs
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according to the owner's prosperity and taste; but neither a rich woman nor a poor has more than one shale,
and its style never alters. My humble opinion is that an Oriental, with all her leisure, and her inactivity
enforced through the heat, has a better excuse to devote much interest to her clothes than the bright, busy
European, and I must say it baffles me how such clever people, with such high mental development, can
absorb themselves so completely in trivialities of that kind.
During the rainy season the well-to-do put on a djocha, a sort of long cape coming down to the feet, and
richly embroidered in gilt. This is worn, indoors, over everything else; open from top to bottom, the djocha is
held together at the chest by means of metal clasps. Elderly ladies prefer a thick Persian shawl.
However, we were prepared for all contingencies in the possession of a very convenient heating apparatus.
A brass tripod standing a few inches above the floor was filled with glowing charcoal, and placed in the
middle of the room, diffusing an agreeable warmth. This, too, was the season of the maize harvest. The cobs
are peeled, and put on the tripod to roast, so that they become eatable in about five minutes. Meanwhile the
grains would continually be going "pop!" – a fine diversion for us children. Despite the miniature stove,
doors and windows were as a rule left open.
CHAPTER IX
THE SULTAN'S VOYAGE TO OMAN
PERSIAN HOSTILITY IN ASIA – PROVISIONING THE SHIPS – RELATIVES IN OMAN –
DIFFICULTIES OF CORRESPONDING WITH THEM – THE DEPARTURE – SHALED
REPRESENTS SEYYID SAÏD – CHOLE AS LADY SUPERINTENDENT – THE SULTAN'S
STRANGELY PROLONGED ABSENCE – RESORT TO PROFESSIONAL SEERS –
SOOTHSAYING BY VENTRILOQUISM
WHEN I was about nine years old, the Sultan took a journey to Oman, as he was in the habit of doing at
intervals of three or four years, to regulate the government of his Asiatic realm. My modest brother Tueni had
been representing him at Muscat, both as ruler and as head of the family. On the present occasion my father's
reasons for visiting Oman included one that was particularly urgent. The Persians had several times invaded
the region of Bender Abbas, without very serious results, it is true, but yet not without the possibility of
generating a war. Originally Persian, this small territory of ours, important enough through its commanding
position at the entrance to the gulf, never brought my father any real advantage, but on the contrary, rich
harvests of trouble and expense. So that its eventual recapture proved no misfortune; while the tract was in
our possession the Persians left us not a moment free from anxiety, for which, after all, they could scarcely be
blamed.
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Courtesy of Frederick A. Stokes Company

MUSCAT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 17TH CENTURY
As sketched by the Dutch traveller, Jan Struys
Having no steamers, but only sailing vessels to dispose of, we depended altogether on the caprices of the
wind, and voyages from Zanzibar therefore frequently suffered postponement. The preparations consumed at
least eight or ten weeks, since food had to be provided to meet the needs of a thousand people for a similar
period. It took an immense time to bake the durable pastry that was required. Pickled meats were foreign to
us, and preserves, even had we had any, would have been forbidden as unclean by our religion; hence a
stupendous number of live cattle were taken on board, among them perhaps a dozen milch cows. The
quantities of fruit enshipped defies my calculation, but I know that all our forty-five plantations kept sending
fruit for days. Small wonder if dysentery broke out on these voyages.
Any of the sons might go, but only a few of the daughters, because of the inconvenience, for which reason
no more than a couple of the secondary wives could embark. Not many of us, in fact, cared to visit Oman,
whose conceited women liked to treat natives of Zanzibar as inferiors. Members of our family born in Oman
would exhibit this attitude toward their Zanzibar relations, assuming that we must resemble Negroes from
having been brought up among them. Our most obvious patent of degradation was our speaking another
language besides Arabic.
As I mentioned before, we had needy connections living in Oman, to whom a visit by the Sultan meant the
arrival of gifts, and this expectation caused a further increase of the luggage. His journey would also revive
our slim, infrequent correspondence with Asia. Ignorance of writing, however proved a serious difficulty in
many cases. Your letters had to be written for you by someone else, and then strangers would read them to
their recipients. My brothers and the male servants who had acquired penmanship were besieged, and if they
refused you had no choice but to ask somebody outside the house. The following is an example of the sort of
thing that might happen:
A lady summons her confidential slave, and says to him: "Now, Feruz, go to such and such a cadi; tell him
to write a fine letter to my friend in Oman, and pay him anything he asks." Feruz is then given copious
details, all of these to be embodied in the letter. Unfortunately the cadi is pressed and importuned by a dozen
other would-be correspondents at the same time, so that he mixes up his commissions. Feruz returns
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triumphantly to his mistress with the cadi's effort, but the lady is cautious enough to make an expert read it
out to her. Surprise is the first emotion that seizes her, and dismay follows quickly. The epistle is conceived
wrong in every respect; where the lady intended condolence the cadi has expressed congratulation and so on.
Thus a letter must be written several times over by sundry individuals before it can be sent.
At last all was ready for departure. One vessel was reserved for my father and members of his family; the
retinue and luggage were to go in two or three other ships. The number of travellers was considerable in
proportion to the ships; still, the Oriental does not take up much room: he demands no separate cabin, but
when night falls he selects a place on deck, where he spreads out his mat. The Sultan's suite and the servants
embarked first; early in the morning came the women's turn; about the middle of the day followed Seyyid
Saïd and his male relations. My brothers Khaled and Majid, I recollect, went down to the shore with some of
their younger brothers to see the Sultan off, a salute of twenty-one guns celebrating the start.
A hush seemed to fall on the house, which now felt solitary – though densely populated – without its head.
Khaled, as the Sultan's eldest son in Zanzibar, was to represent him during his absence. He came to our
house several times a week to enquire about us, and went to Bet il Mtoni as often to see the inmates, and to
consult our high and mighty stepmother, Azze bint Sef.
Khaled was a strict master; we had frequent cause to resent his severity.
One day a fire broke out at Bet il Sahel, which was fortunately extinguished without delay. But when it
began, and we all ran panic-stricken to the doors, we found them locked and guarded by soldiers. They had
been ordered there by Khaled, who wished to prevent us from exposing ourselves to the popular gaze in
broad daylight. Another time he turned a distant but influential connection out of a mosque for having dared
to propose for the hand of one of his sisters. The unhappy suitor ventured neither into Khaled's presence
again, nor into the mosque where he prayed. Fate ordained, however, that after Khaled's and Seyyid Saïd's
deaths the rejected one was to marry another sister.
For the period of his absence my father had nominated Chole as lady superintendent – if I may use such a
term – over the two houses Bet il Sahel and Bet il Tani. The appointment of this bright star of our family
aroused great disapproval, due to envy, of course. Her kindness of heart notwithstanding, she was unable to
please everybody, since she was only mortal like the rest of us. The impossible was expected of her, the limits
of her delegated power being ignored; it was clearly not her fault if she was favoured by the Sultan, but envy
blinded intelligence.
Meanwhile our three-masters sailed to and fro between Oman and Zanzibar, so that we often received
news and gifts from the Sultan. The arrival of a ship naturally occasioned great joy; the excitement, the
tumult, and the wild gesticulating were of a kind to be seen nowhere but in the South. Sad to relate, Khaled
was soon taken away by the Lord. The regency was transferred to Majid, who was entitled to it, as the
Sultan's next son, and whose amiable disposition had won all hearts.
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From a contemporary engraving

WATERFRONT OF MAJID'S CAPITAL
Finally a ship came in from Oman with the glad tidings that the Sultan was coming back. The news spread
quickly, and the whole island was overjoyed; his absence having lasted over two years, my father had been
greatly missed. Whoever did not feel genuine devotion toward him at least anticipated his return with
pleasure on account of the presents he would be sure to bring old and young in Zanzibar. Yet after the lapse
of a period sufficient to allow for the voyagers' arrival, not a single ship had heaved in sight. People grew
alarmed both in town and country. Now, the Arab is addicted to questioning so-called "seers" about the
hidden future, and in Zanzibar as well as among the Suahilis this abuse runs riot. Gipsies might learn a lot
from their Suahili brethren; they practise an appalling amount of deception which, on the other hand, is met
with astonishing credulity. Any means of gaining an explanation as to the Sultan's protracted journey were
considered legitimate, and thus the talented individuals I have mentioned came down upon us by the score.
They were fetched from all parts of the island, even the remotest; if they happened to be very old, they were
brought in on donkeys.
Of the most remarkable of these prophetesses it was said that she, or rather her yet unborn child, could
forecast future events, and this unparalleled monstrosity was accordingly sent for. I remember the day she
appeared quite distinctly. Her stoutness was abnormal. The child that she professed to have been carrying
about in her womb for years was a wonder of omniscience: nothing that occurred on the heights of the
mountains or in the depths of the seas was concealed from it. Some asked it how the Sultan was faring, and
why his voyage was taking so long. The reply came in a small, piping voice, plainly. Several three-masters,
the creature proclaimed, were on the ocean, steering for Zanzibar. It would light upon the Sultan's ship, it
said, to ascertain what was doing there. And in a little while it gave a detailed account of everyone's
particular activity at that moment. Then it commanded a liberal sacrifice to propitiate the spirits of the water,
that they might watch over the travellers and keep them from harm.
Of course the prodigy was obeyed to the letter; for several days professional beggars – our beautiful
island harbours legions of them – revelled in the meat, poultry, and rice dealt out to them, to say nothing of
clothes and money. We eventually discovered, to our intense disgust, that we had been victimised by a
ventriloquist. We had all believed in the marvellous child, with its capacity to disclose the unseen, to reveal
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secrets hidden from the human eye. But at the time none of us suspected ventriloquism, because we had up
till then never heard of such a thing. The occult and the mysterious attract the natives of Zanzibar
irresistibly; the less comprehensible a circumstance, the more probable its reality. Everybody believes in
invisible spirits, good and evil. The room in which a person has died is thoroughly fumigated with incense for
days, and since the soul of the departed is supposed to be fond of visiting the erstwhile sick-chamber, that
place is studiously avoided, especially at night, when no one could be induced to go there at any price.
Superstition reigns supreme. Illness, betrothal, pregnancy, and all sorts of reasons are given for
summoning seers. They are asked if a disease be curable, and how long it is likely to last; whether a boy or a
girl may be expected – and so forth. In the event of her prediction turning out wrong, which happens quite
frequently, the prophetess always musters a plausible excuse. The day was an unlucky one for her, she
alleges, and no doubt she will do better next time. Which goes down beautifully! The trade is so profitable
that whoever engages in it may soon hope to become a made man – or rather, a made woman.

CHAPTER X
DEATH OF SEYYID SAÏD
PREPARATIONS FOR THE SULTAN'S RETURN – MAJID SETS OUT TO MEET HIM – THE
PALACE SURROUNDED BY ORDER OF BARGASH – WHO WANTS TO USURP THE
THRONE – ARRIVAL OF THE SULTAN'S DEAD BODY – MAJID'S RETURN – COURT
MOURNING – MAJID'S IRREGULAR SUCCESSION – SEVERANCE OF ZANZIBAR FROM
OMAN – DIVISION OF SEYYID SAÏD'S PROPERTY
DAYS and weeks went by, and the Sultan did not arrive. One afternoon, at length, while some were still at
prayer, the good news was reported that a fisherman had descried several ships flying our national flag,
although owing to the rough weather he had not ventured out very far. Of course this must be the Sultan
returning! So all threw themselves into their best finery, long held in readiness for the joyous event.
While we made the fisherman repeat his statements over and again, and swear as many times to their
veracity, a mounted messenger was despatched to our stepmother at Bet il Mtoni. In the courtyard
commenced butchering and boiling and baking, the apartments were sprinkled with perfumes, and everything
was arranged to look perfect. According to the fisherman's version, the vessels were due in a couple of hours.
Majid hastened, with an escort, to meet his father. They went in two cutters, fighting the storm which
threatened their destruction, and expecting to be in our midst again that evening accompanied by Seyyid
Saïd.
Night fell, and not a ship was seen. The town, and especially our house, began to show disquietude, then
loud alarm. It was supposed that Majid and his escort had perished in the tempest, but this apprehension
grew into a fear that the whole fleet had sunk to the bottom. Presentiments were exchanged against surmises,
and vice versa, while nobody, down to the infants, would go to bed without learning of the travellers' safe
landing.
Suddenly a rumour sprung up which at first obtained no credence, to the effect that the palace was
surrounded and guarded by soldiers. We all rushed to the windows to ascertain the truth. The night was dark
as pitch, but you could occasionally see the barrel of a gun glisten, which sight was not exactly soothing in
its effect upon a lot of nervous women and frightened children. Besides, we were given to understand that the
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soldiers had established a blockade of the house allowing neither entrance not departure. What had
happened, and why we had been shut up, everybody was clamouring to know, but uppermost was the
question as to who had originated these proceedings. Majid, so far as we knew, was not back; moreover,
people were hastening to and fro uneasily in his house, which was guarded like ours.
As the eunuchs and all male slaves slept outside our residence, the women and children were the more
terrified. A few of the bravest women betook themselves to the hall on the ground floor, where they could
speak to the soldiers through the windows. The troops however proved obdurate, abiding by their
instructions to give no information; in fact they went so far as to threaten to shoot the noisiest servants.
Weeping lamentations accused an evil demon; children screamed, and could not be quieted; pious souls
prayed to the Almighty. In short, the scene was indescribable, and one suddenly transplanted amid the
horrible confusion of that dreadful night must have thought himself in a lunatic asylum.
Morning dawned, and still we were left in ignorance as to why we had been imprisoned; nor did we hear
anything of Majid. But as we were dispersing, at the regular hour for prayer, someone exclaimed that the
fleet lay anchored in the harbour with mourning flags displayed. Then our brothers came – without the
Sultan. And then we understood what the mourning on the ships signified, and what an irreparable loss the
nation had sustained; for during the voyage from Oman to Zanzibar that faithful servant of the Lord had
been called to the eternal rest. The bullet wound in his leg, that had tormented him so long, had done its fatal
work. Not only was the deceased the devoted father of his family and people, but the most conscientious of
rulers. How generally he was loved was shown at his death, when every house, down to the humblest cottage,
exhibited a black flag.
Bargash, who had travelled in our father's vessel, and had witnessed his death, gave us the sad
particulars. We owed thanks to Bargash for saving the precious corpse from burial in the ocean, which would
have conformed with the Mahometan religion; he had insisted upon bringing the body back to Zanzibar, in
fact, ordering a sort of coffin to be made on board for its preservation. Though actuated by profound
sentiments toward his father, he here commited a grave offence against our religious doctrines and customs.
We do not acknowledge the use of coffins, we believe that everybody, prince and pauper alike, ought to go
back in a natural state to the earth whence he came.
Now we discovered, too, why we had been so carefully guarded the night before. Majid, in his frail little
craft, had been driven hither and thither by the storm, and had so missed Bargash, who – in command of the
fleet as the Sultan's senior survivor at sea – had landed the corpse unobserved in order to bury it secretly in
our cemetery. Tradition orders that in case of a dispute about the succession, the matter shall be settled
publicly in the presence of the deceased. Bargash, however, desired to seize the reins of power himself; he
knew that if the prescribed ceremonial debate took place, his elder brother Majid would prove a universal
favourite, and therefore concluded to forestall any such result. So, directly after landing he had caused the
two houses to be surrounded. His scheme failed because he did not catch Majid, who had not yet returned.
Bargash subsequently tried to justify his proceedings on the ground that he wanted to avert the possibility of
a revolution.
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SEYYID BARGASH
Ruled from 1870 to 1888
Majid thus became ruler of Zanzibar, proclaiming himself Sultan that very day. The rest of us felt uneasy
doubts as to how long Majid would keep the sovereignty; for our eldest brother, Tueni, who had remained in
Oman, and was entitled to the throne, might come to take it away from Majid by force.
On going into mourning for Seyyid Saïd we all had to discard our fine clothes, and put on coarse black
woollen garments; the handsomely embroidered veils gave way to veils of a plain black material. Anointing
and scenting of the person was stopped; whoever sprinkled a little rosewater on her apparel, to counteract
the disagreeable smell of the indigo dye, was denounced as heartless or coquettish. The first few days the
grown-up people slept on the floor, and not in bed, in order to show their regard for the deceased, who lay on
the hard ground. A full fortnight did our house resemble a huge hotel, while anybody, beggar or prince, was
at liberty to come and eat "ad libitum." In obedience to an old tradition, the Sultan's favourite dish especially
was cooked in large quantities, and put before the poor.
The wives of a dead Sultan, principal as well as secondary, are without exception obliged to submit to a
period of religious mourning, which lasts four months. These unfortunates must spend the whole time in a
dark room; they must never purposely expose themselves to the light of day, let alone the sunshine. If a
widow is for some reason compelled to leave her artificially darkened room, she throws a heavy black cloth
over her veil, so that she can just manage to grope her way. The eyes become affected by this confinement,
and some caution must afterward be used in accustoming them to the light. At the beginning, the women are
reminded by the cadi, that is to say the judge, or magistrate, before whom they of course appear densely
muffled, of their widowhood in certain set phrases. When the four months are over the same official ends
their rigid seclusion by other verbal formalities.
At this date, too, my father's widows had simultaneously to undergo a complete washing, from head to foot.
Throughout its duration a servant stood behind each, beating a pair of sword-blades together above her
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mistress's head. (In the case of a poor man's widow a pair of nails, or anything of iron, was permissable.)
Owing to the large number of wives left by my father, this ceremony could not be accomplished at the baths,
extensive though they were, but had to be performed on the shore, which afforded a strange and animated
spectacle. The widows were now allowed to change their costume, and to consider themselves eligible for
remarriage. Ordinarily the Sultan's wives were visible at home to all their male relations and their own male
servants, but during the four months no men except their brothers and step-brothers might see them.
The first year following his death, some of us would repair to Seyyid Saïd's grave each Thursday, the eve of
the Mahometan Sunday. His tomb was a rectangular structure covered with a large cupola, where several of
my brothers and sisters reposed. After reciting the first sura of the Koran, and then other prayers, beseeching
the Almighty to forgive the departed their sins, we poured attar of roses and rosewater upon their resting
places, which we also scented with amber and musk, all the while giving vent to loud lamentations over our
loss. Mahometans believe firmly in the immortality of the soul; they likewise believe that the spirits of the
dead occasionally visit (unseen) their living friends, who acknowledge this interest by devotions at the
graves. Briefly, the dead are profoundly revered; when a Mahometan of good reputation swears by the head
or the name of one departed, you know that he would sooner perish than break his oath.
A ship having been despatched to Oman for the purpose of announcing the sorrowful calamity that had
befallen us, my brother Muhammad, representing all my brothers and sisters in Oman, arrived at Zanzibar to
supervise the apportionment of the heritage. Hardly was this task done, when he sped back to Muscat without
delay. Muhammad was accounted the most pious member of our whole family; from his youth up he had
sought to eschew the world and its affairs. Hostile to riches and outward show, he never enjoyed his position
as prince. The more displeasing did he find the luxury of the court at Zanzibar, particularly as Oman knew no
such splendours. He felt positively unhappy surrounded by all the magnificence, whence his haste to resume
his wonted simpler life.
The question of succession was not properly settled. Majid, who reigned in our island, cared not at all
whether Tueni, who assumed rulership over Oman, acknowledged him as Sultan of Zanzibar, which in fact
Tueni never did. Eventually a sort of compromise was patched up through British influence, Majid binding
himself to pay his elder brother a yearly sum; however Majid only kept to the agreement for a short time,
ceasing the payment because it might appear as tribute from a vassal. Tueni was helpless; he had enough to
contend with at home, and was far too poor to assert his rights against the prosperous lord of Zanzibar by
means of an armed expedition. Sans pact, sans treaty, Zanzibar and Oman parted company, either existing
thenceforth as an independent state. On the other hand, Muhammad contrived a satisfactory division of my
father's private fortune in Zanzibar. The "State," as it is understood by Europeans, means nothing in
Zanzibar. National income and national revenue being unknown there, everything levied by way of imposts
was my father's own personal property. Out of this and the income derived from his forty-five plantations –
he was the principal landlord of the island – he fed his treasury and met expenses. In my day, at least, there
was neither an income tax, nor a ground tax, nor any industrial tax of the kind familiar here.
My father's whole private property, then, was divided up, even the warships going to Tueni and Majid
between them. The Mahometan law favours the sons above the daughters in cases of legacies, for the reason
that a man must support a family, which a woman is not obliged to do. Each of my sisters therefore got only
half as much as each brother. My brother Ralub, once my playmate at Bet il Mtoni, and I were declared of
age, although neither was more than twelve. This contradicted the usual practice, but the occasion brought
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peculiar changes. Both of us received our part in the inheritance, and so became emancipated citizens of
twelve. Our younger brothers and sisters and their share remained under Majid's keeping and control.
My father's will ordered his childless wives to be provided for until they died, the mothers of his children
getting but relatively small lump sums. He must have presumed that we would take care of our mothers, since
we inherited vastly more than they did. Nor did he judge us wrongly, for I can answer, to the credit and
honour of all my brothers and sisters – thirty-six survived my father – that not one abused his tacit
confidence. A mother is a mother, whether born princess or purchased slave, and without regard to money or
station she has every claim to filial attachment.
Soon after the legacy was disposed of our once overpopulated establishment grew lonely and deserted, at
any rate in comparison to former days. Many of my brothers and sisters left Bet il Sahel with their mothers
and slaves of both sexes to found homes of their own. Chole, Assha, and Shewane not following suit, my
mother and I stayed on with them at Bet il Tani. At Bet il Mtoni things altered too in a similar manner. It was
indeed right that some of us who now had resources, and were free to choose our own mode of life, should
relieve the pressure of space by surrendering the large houses to our younger brothers and sisters. Of the
junior children, their mothers, and their servants, Majid took charge, of course defraying all expenditure
from their incomes.
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Present Sultan of Zanzibar. Acceded in 1902
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CHAPTER XI
THE POSITION OF WOMAN IN THE EAST
UNHAPPY WESTERN MATCHES – SECLUSION FROM THE MALE SEX – POLYGAMY AND
MONOGAMY – CONSIDERATION TOWARD WIVES – REDRESS AGAINST HUSBANDS –
DOMESTIC PREROGATIVES OF THE WOMEN – THEIR CHEERFULNESS –
IMPENETRABILITY OF THE HAREM – DIVORCE EASY – EXAMPLES DISPROVING THE
"INFERIORITY" OF ORIENTAL WOMEN
I PASS on to write about the position of woman in the East. As I was born and bred there, I shall be
considered a partisan and shall probably not succeed in demolishing the erroneous views prevailing
throughout Europe, and especially among Germans, as to the relations between an Arabian wife and her
husband.
When first I came to Europe I too made the mistake of judging by outward appearances. The smiling faces
I saw each time I went out into company persuaded me that the domestic situation in Europe was more
conducive to happiness than in my home. But later on, as my children grew up, and needed less of my care
and attention I came into fuller contact with the world; then I recognised that I had been mistaken, that
people and things were other than they seemed. I observed many unions, which going by the name of
wedlock, had the apparent purpose of subjecting the fettered couples to infernal torture here on earth. And I
have seen enough wretched marriages to prevent my believing that the Christian institution stands much
higher than the Mahometan, or insures much greater felicity. Neither a religion, nor the acceptance of
traditional views can guarantee wedded bliss; everything depends on how well husband and wife understand
one another. This alone can bring the peace and harmony which render marriage really delightful. I am
minutely familiar only with conditions in Zanzibar, though almost equally so with those of Oman. Yet
precisely in Arabia and among the Arabs has Mahometanism been maintained in its purest form, and I may
therefore claim to speak for the Mahometan Orient generally – leaving aside those parts of it tainted by
excrescences arising from close intercourse with the Christian Occident.
To commence with: it is wrong to suppose that the Eastern woman enjoys less social respect than her
husband. A man's principal wife – the bought secondary wives are of course not under discussion – is the
husband's equal in every way, keeping her rank and its attendant rights and privileges. What makes the
Arabian woman appear helpless and to some extent restricted in her freedom is the circumstances of her
leading a retired life. This she does in all Mahometan countries of the East, and in some that are not
Mahometan, and the loftier her station the stricter the rule. Her face may be seen by no men excepting father,
husband, sons, uncles, nephews, and her own slaves; if she is to go into the presence of a strange man, or to
speak with one, the faith ordains that she be veiled and covered up. Part of the visage, chin, neck, and ankles
must be concealed. Obedient to this law, she may move about as she pleases, and frequent the streets.
Females of small means, who have few servants or none, are obliged to go out frequently, and they thus have
more liberty. If you ask such a woman her opinion she says those laws were not made for poor people. And I
must avow that ladies of position are known to envy poorer women this advantage, which accrues to those of
Oman because they cannot keep many servants in their unprosperous country.
However, the rich woman may go out in the daytime. Should a relative fall ill or die she may go to the
house, or she may appear before a judge to represent her own interests, as there are no attorneys. But
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tradition ordains that she make no use of this privilege except under urgent necessity; inclination seconds
tradition, for vanity causes the women to dislike covering themselves up and resembling walking dummies.
Although I admit that the Oriental view is extravagant, I find European notions of dress no improvement; the
costume worn here by ladies at balls seems to indicate still worse exaggeration in the opposite direction.
A woman without male connections is indeed to be pitied. Shut off entirely from the stronger sex by religion
and custom, and therefore lacking advice and protection, she may get into sore straits; she is apt to be
fleeced by her steward, and otherwise cheated. Indeed, several of my acquaintances married to escape from
being constantly tricked. So that the enforced seclusion of women may go far enough to become extremely
onerous. Nevertheless, the Eastern woman stands in no need of all the sympathy showered upon her in
Europe; she does not feel the restriction much, for habit makes any life tolerable.
She is yet more commiserated because of polygamy, because she is forced to share her husband's love with
another or others. The Moslem is allowed four wives by law, and if one dies or obtains a divorce he can take
a fifth; secondary wives he may buy as many as he cares to. But I never saw a man who had four regular
wives at once; a poor man can afford only one, and a rich man does not go beyond two, who live apart, each
having her own establishment. Some women maintain their independence, demanding of a suitor that he sign
a contract binding himself neither to marry nor buy anyone else.
In practice, then, monogamy is predominant. But if a man avails himself of his legal rights to the full, a
painful state of affairs is apt to result. Naturally enough hatred and malice step in, and the hot Southern
blood boils up in furious jealousy – whose frequent manifestation should tend to prove how much more
ardently the Oriental loves than her calmer Northern sister. Through the passion of jealousy polygamous life
often renders itself unendurable, and that is well. Many an affluent man balks at the daily scenes and
quarrels, preferring the one-wife system to such a contingency. That polygamy admits of neither defence nor
excuse every person able to think intelligently, and especially every woman, must plainly see.
But what about marriage among Christians, among civilised Europeans? I pass over the polygamy,
existing under the name of Mormonism with a Christian sect in a Christian land. Coming to respectable
society in Europe, is wedlock really such a sacred institution? Is it not often absurd to speak of "one" wife?
True, the Christian dispensation permits but a single mate, and that is a great blessing. Christianity
commands the good and the right, Mahometanism allowing evil. Yet the prevailing customs and actualities of
Oriental life mitigate the bad consequences of the law to an appreciable degree, while here sin very
frequently takes the upper hand in spite of the law. Almost the sole difference between an Oriental woman's
situation and a Western woman's seems to be that the first knows the number and perhaps the disposition and
character of her rivals, whereas the other is kept in charming ignorance.
Of course none but wealthy men can afford to purchase secondary wives. Slaves at the beginning,
motherhood insures them emancipation. In rare cases cruel masters will sell them after the child's death,
from satiety or for the money's sake. Upon a man's decease all his secondary wives become free. If one of
them then makes a match with a brother or other relation of her former master, she does so as a regular, that
is, a principal wife.
That the Arab treats his partner contemptuously is a myth. Our creed alone would prevent this, and if by its
terms woman is in some respects rated man's inferior, she is at the same time recommended to his protection
because of her weakness. A devout, God-fearing Moslem displays just as much kindness as a well-bred,
cultivated European, perhaps even governs himself with more rigour, since he never forgets the omnipresence
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of the Lord, nor till his last breath relinquishes his firm belief in Divine retribution. Of course, you find
wretches everywhere who deny their wives the proper amiability and consideration, but I can conscientiously
affirm that here I have heard more of tender husbands who beat their wives than at home; a good Arab
would think he was dishonouring himself did he thus transgress. With the Negroes the matter stands
differently on the plantations. I have often interfered and made peace between a pair lustily belabouring each
other.
Nor is a woman subject to all her consort's whims. If one of them offends her she may seek support with
her relatives, or she is entitled, if alone in the world, to apply for justice to the cadi. Sometimes she fights her
own battle. An intimate friend of mine at sixteen accepted the hand of a much older cousin, who was quite
unworthy of her. Thoroughly devil-may-care, he imagined his wife would endure anything; consequently his
surprise was great, upon returning home one night, to find her absent and a message couched in strong
language awaiting him instead. I had been in the habit of visiting my friend on her estate without giving
notice, for I knew her delightful spouse preferred the pleasures of the town. But one day she came to tell me I
must visit her no more without previous announcement, as her husband was now always at home. He had
gone after her repentantly, and implored her pardon; having once discovered how resolute she was, he took
good care not to affront her again. I might quote other examples of female independence.
When a married couple meet they kiss one another's hands. Their meals they eat together with the
children. A woman does sundry little works of love for her husband; when he goes out she hands him his
weapons, relieves him of them upon his return, proffers him drinking water, and so forth, performs, in short,
those trifling attentions which render common existence pleasant and happy – and does so without an atom
of compulsion. In domestic management she reigns supreme. A special allowance for housekeeping is not in
vogue, man and wife drawing upon the same purse, though if a man has two principal wives with separate
establishments he divides his income. To what extent a woman will assert her domestic prerogatives varies
according to her disposition and her husband's. Once, when I was giving a large party on a plantation of
mine, and a number of refusals seemed imminent because of the difficulty of procuring mounts in time, a lady
offered to lend me all the donkeys and drivers I might want. Upon my suggestion that she obtain her
husband's consent to this generous proposal, she replied rather curtly that she was not accustomed to asking
his sanction in such unimportant matters. Another of my Zanzibar acquaintances had yet wider control over
domestic and economic affairs, managing his country estates and his town houses. He did not even know the
amount of his revenues, neither did he object to receiving from her hand whatever money he needed, and
owing to her cleverness and far-sightedness he came off very well.
The bringing up of children lies entirely in the mother's hands, be she a regular wife or an acquired slave,
and therein she is most fortunate. While a fashionable Englishwoman is expected to look into the nursery
once every twenty-four hours, and a Frenchwoman sends her offspring to the country, where they are taken
charge of by strangers, the Arabian tends hers with minute care and circumstance, scarcely letting them out
of her sight so long as they require motherly tutelage. Intense love, deep respect, are her reward; her
relations with her little ones compensate her for the detriments of polygamy, making her family life happy
and enjoyable. One who has witnessed the lightheartedness and mirthfulness of Eastern women must know
how little truth resides in all the stories of their oppression and degradation, and of their listless, futile
dreaming.
But a profound insight of the real conditions is not to be gained through a visit counting minutes. All his
courtesy notwithstanding, the Arab does not like outsiders – particularly if they belong to a foreign nation or
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creed – spying into his private concerns. When a European arrived to see us we would begin by staring at
her tremendous circumference, as in that day crinolines were worn which filled the width of a staircase. The
conversation was scant, and usually confined to the mysteries of dress. After the lady had been shown the
customary hospitalities, scented with rosewater by a eunuch, and presented with farewell gifts, she would
depart no wiser than when she came. She had been in the harem, seen the "unfortunate" inmates (veiled),
wondered at our costume, our jewellery, our agility in sitting down on the floor – and that was all. Never
could she boast of finding out anything beyond other Europeans who had visited us. She would be attended
from and to the door by eunuchs; she would not be unwatched for an instant. A Westerner is rarely shown
any apartment but that she is received in; she sometimes fails to make out the veiled lady entertaining her.
Briefly, she gets no opportunity to investigate Oriental family life and the standing of our women.
Another point regarding matrimony: a girl's entering the wedded estate does not alter her rank or name. A
prince's wife sprung from simple folk would never think of claiming titular equality with him; despite the
union she remains "daughter of So-and-So," and is thus addressed. Contrariwise, an Arab prince or chieftain
often allows a daughter or sister to marry his own slave; he says to himself; my servant is her servant, and
therefore she stays his mistress as before. However, at such a marriage he ceases from being a slave in the
proper sense, though he speaks to his wife as "highness" or "mistress" as a matter of course. A man alluding
to his wife in conversation – which he preferably avoids – never refers to her as "my wife," but designates
her as "daughter of So-and-So"; or he may say "mother of my family," whether she has children or not.
A couple unacquainted before marriage sometimes find agreement difficult or impossible, and the
Mahometan rule of easy divorce hence proves undoubtedly beneficial. Surely it is better that a pair radically
differing in opinions and character should separate peacefully than be chained together for their whole lives,
to their mutual torment, perhaps culminating in an outburst of violence or crime. A woman then gets her
property back, over which she has had unrestricted control all along. If the husband applies for divorce she
retains his wedding gift, but surrenders it if divorce takes place at her instigation.
From all I have written above it must clearly appear that the Oriental woman is no such wronged and
oppressed creature, no such zero, as she is reported to be. My stepmother Azze bint Sef's example is
significant. She held complete sway over Seyyid Saïd, with court and state direction bent to her caprices. Did
one of us wish to obtain anything from the Sultan the request had to be approved by her, and she preserved
her power until his death.
Another case I remember is that of the daughter of a military officer belonging to Oman. She came with
her husband to live in Zanzibar; she was sharp and witty; yet hideously plain. Nevertheless he adored her,
meeting her fads and fancies with angelic patience. Willy-nilly, he was obliged to escort her wheresoever she
went, and not a moment of his time could he safely count upon as his own. He was simply her slave.
I have still another personage to mention in disproof of the fiction as the Eastern woman's "inferiority." To
this day my great aunt – sister to my grandfather – is thought of as a model of shrewdness, courage, and
efficiency.
Upon the death of my grandfather, the ruler of Oman, known as Imam of Muscat, three children survived,
my father Saïd, my uncle Selim, and my aunt Assha. My father being nine years old, a regency had to be
established, when my great aunt, contrary to all precedent, declared she would herself govern until her
nephew reached his majority, and overruled the objectors. The ministers, who had been anticipating the
pleasure of governing the country to suit their own plans, were greatly disappointed, but had to obey. Every
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day they were obliged to appear before the regent, to make their reports and receive orders. She kept an eye
on everybody, and seemed to know about everything, to the chagrin of the idle and the negligent. The bonds
of etiquette she cast off arbitrarily. When she consulted with her ministers she wore her shale, as if she had
been going out, quite indifferent to the world's criticisms, and intent upon accomplishing her task with
prudence and energy.
She had not been reigning long when war broke out, a lamentably frequent occurrence in Oman. A clan
related to ours wanted to upset the government, and seize upon it for themselves – an easy matter, they
thought, in view of the petticoat rulership. So, devastating the country with fire and sword, they marched as
far as Muscat, and laid siege to it, having driven into that town a lot of peasants fleeing before them, and
seeking shelter and succour. Muscat is strongly fortified, but what avail the thickest walls if food and
ammunition run short?
It was now that my aunt showed the stuff she was made of, gaining even the admiration of the enemy. At
night she would ride forth in men's clothes to inspect the outposts, and sometimes escaped capture only
through the swiftness of her horse. One evening she rode out in very low spirits, for she had learned that the
enemy intended to try bribery with the purpose of breaking into the fortress, and slaying the whole garrison.
Determining to put the fidelity of her troops to the test, she approached a sentinel, asked for his superior, and
offered a tempting inducement in the name of the opposite side. The wrath of this gallant soldier reassured
her, though she was nearly killed for a spy by her own adherents.
Muscat's plight went from bad to worse. Famine started, and general gloom set in. No assistance being
expected from without, it was decided at least to die honourably, and to make a final, desperate sortie. There
was just enough powder left for one battle; on the other hand, there was no more lead. Then the Regent
commanded that all nails be gathered, and even pebbles of the right size, to make ammunition for the
muskets; all other objects of iron or brass were broken up, and cast into cannon ball; yes, even the silver
dollars in the treasury were sacrificed – they were melted into bullets. And these extreme measures resulted
in success. Taken by surprise, the hostile force scattered to the four points of the compass, leaving half their
number behind as dead or wounded. Muscat was saved.
My great aunt continued to govern unmolested after that, and the realm was in such perfect order when
she handed it over to my father, that he was able to cast his eyes abroad in search of new conquerable
territory – Zanzibar. That we ever acquired this second domain was therefore largely due to her.
And she was an Oriental woman!

CHAPTER XII
ARABIAN SUITORSHIP AND MARRIAGE
FIRST ACQUAINTANCE – GENERALLY BY HEARSAY – GIRLS FREE TO REJECT SUITORS
– FORMALITIES TO BE OBSERVED BY THE BRIDE – WEDDING RITES
AMONG the Arabs a matrimonial union is generally arranged by the father or the head of the family. Nor is
there anything peculiar about this; it frequently happens in Europe, where extreme liberty of intercourse
exists between the sexes. How often do we not hear of a reckless spendthrift, so deeply in debt that the only
way out is to sacrifice a beautiful or charming daughter to his creditor; or of a frivolous, worldly woman
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positively driving her child into an unhappy marriage simply to get rid of her at any cost? There are
tyrannical Arabian parents, too, that, deaf to the voice of conscience, disregard their offspring's future
welfare; but over there one cannot look upon it as an abuse of authority if the parents make the choice. The
seclusion of the women renders such a course imperative. Living altogether apart from the male world, they
communicate only with their nearest relatives of the sterner sex, though one must admit that despite all
precautions an acquaintance is now and then formed and continued. However, according to the
predominating rule no girl ever sees her intended except perhaps from a window, or speaks to him until the
evening of the nuptials.

MEMBERS OF AN ARABIAN HAREM
Meanwhile he does not remain a complete stranger to her, since his mother and sisters and aunts vie with
one another in describing him in minute detail. Sometimes the pair have played together as children, boys
and girls being permitted unrestricted companionship to the age of nine, and a few years later the youth asks
the father of his erstwhile playmate for her hand, but not without having sounded the prospective wife
through his mother or sister. Whenever a young man brings his suit forward, the careful sire commences by
asking: "How did you manage to see my daughter," which enquiry is properly answered with: "I have never
had the privilege of setting eyes upon your esteemed daughter, but I know all of her virtues and graces from
my relatives."
Only in the event of the suitor being quite unsatisfactory does he meet with prompt rejection at the hands
of the father, who usually requests time to consider the offer. This parent then comports himself at home as if
nothing had happened, observing wife and daughter narrowly in conversation with them. Casually he lets the
remark slip that he is thinking of giving a gentleman's party soon, and when asked whom he intends to invite
enumerates his friends. If he notices any sign of pleasure at mention of the suitor's name he becomes
convinced that the women on both sides are agreed. He thereupon states to his daughter that So-and-So has
applied for her, and he inquires what her views may be. Her answer usually settles the question; none but a
heartless or domineering father will decide without waiting for her consent or refusal.
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In this respect our progenitor showed his never failing justice by leaving his children to determine their
own fate. My sister Zuena was but twelve when a distant cousin presented himself. The Sultan, although
annoyed because of her youthfulness, would not refuse the young man point blank without consulting her.
Zuena had just lost her mother, so, having no one to advise her, for the sheer fun of the thing she accepted
her cousin, and the Sultan assented.
Cases arise in which betrothal, and even espousal, takes place at a very young age. Two brothers of
Zanzibar had engaged to unite their progeny, and when the boy, on one side, was seventeen or eighteen, and
the girl, on the other, about seven or eight, talk already began on the subject of carrying the match into
effect. The boy's mother, a prudent, clear-sighted woman, complained to me of her husband's and his
brother's obstinacy in attempting to force upon her a daughter-in-law who was little more than an infant, and
whom she would have to take care of and bring up. As for the girl's mother, she was inconsolable over the
loss threatening her. Between them, the female parents contrived to obtain a postponement of two years.
What eventually came of the affair, I am unable to say, for I left the island.
A betrothal is formally announced to friends and acquaintances by servants, who go from house to house,
dressed in their best, distributing invitations to the wedding, and being presented with gratuities by those
called upon. Great activity now develops at the bride's home, since the nuptials may occur in a month's time,
at all events the period of betrothal is never a long one, nor is much preparation necessary in the favoured
South. Orientals have no conception of the countless articles indispensable to the European; an Arabian
"fiancée" would be struck dumb at the sight of a European "trousseau." Why are people here so fond of
loading themselves with ballast? But the Arabian bride gets relatively little for her dowry, which may consist
– according to her position – of handsome clothes, jewellery, slaves of both sexes, houses, plantations, and
cash. Not only her parents, but the groom and his parents bestow gifts upon her, all of which remain her
personal property.
During the first week a wife of high station is expected to change her clothes two or three times a day. A
special bridal dress, like the white gown and tulle veil, is not in vogue; but the lady must wear new things,
from top to toe, the choice being left to her, and sometimes resulting in the gayest assortment of colours,
which however do not offend the eye. Then certain perfumes are made for the occasion – riha, for instance, a
costly hair ointment composed of powdered sandalwood, musk, saffron, and attar of roses. Aloeswood, musk,
and amber combined form an agreeable incense. Baking, confectionery and securing animals to be
slaughtered busy a number of people also.
A tiresome usage the woman must submit to is spending her final week of maidenhood in a dark room,
when she abstains from wearing any but the plainest garments – on the supposition that she will look all the
more beautiful at the auspicious hour. During the weeks preceding it she is beset by visitors. All the old
women she has ever known, particularly her nurses, whom she may not have seen for years, pay their
respects with open palm. The chief eunuch, too, that once shaved her hair proudly reminds her how he
performed the eminent service, begs her continued patronage – and a keepsake. Usually he receives a
valuable shawl, a ring for the little finger of his left hand, a watch, or a few gold pieces.
The husband-to-be, though spared confinement to a dark room, is not exempt from rewarding anybody who
has ever done a single thing for the lady or himself. He remains at home the last three days, and is only
visible to his most intimate friends, meanwhile exchanging compliments and presents with his adored one
through their families.
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The marriage rite is generally enacted after sunset, and not in a mosque but at the bride's house, by a cadi,
or, if none is available, by a man of acknowledged piety. The principal performer, so to speak, does not come
upon the scene at all, her father, brother, or some other close male relative representing her. Should she be
without male connections, she appears personally before the cadi, muffled up beyond recognition, and
repeats the usual set phrases in a tone of voice almost inaudible; the room must be empty when she enters it,
cadi, groom, and witnesses following in and going away after her. Upon the ceremony's conclusion the newly
wedded retires to her apartments, while the husband and the rest of the men hold a feast.
Official surrender of the wife does not always figure as an immediate sequel to the tying of the knot, being
customarily adjourned until the third day. Beautified and adorned to the utmost, she is taken to her new
home, about nine or ten o'clock at night, by her female relations, where she is met by the husband and his
male connections. If she bears the higher rank of the two, she remains seated when he comes in. She waits for
him to address her, upon which she may speak to him. But she still keeps her face concealed; before she
unveils, the husband must signify his devotion in the shape of a gift corresponding to his resources. Poor men
bestow a few pence, but the rich hand over large sums.
On this night the master of the establishment opens it up for universal hospitality, lasting as long as two
weeks. Friends, acquaintances, even strangers are welcome, and can eat and drink to their hearts' content.
True, neither wine nor beer is proffered, and the Abadites (the sect we belong to) are forbidden to smoke
tobacco; nevertheless, people enjoy themselves thoroughly. They eat what they please, drink milk of almonds
and lemonade, sing, execute war dances, and listen to recitations. Eunuchs burn incense the while, and
sprinkle rose-water on the guests.
Honeymoon journeys are unknown in the East. The young couple keep strictly at home the first week or
two, and see nobody, after the lapse of which term the wife receives her female friends, who come in throngs
every evening to offer their congratulations.
CHAPTER XIII
SOCIAL CUSTOMS
CALLS MADE IN THE EVENING – WITH ESCORT OF ARMED SLAVES – FORM OF
RECEPTION BY THE HOSTESS – ETIQUETTE CONCERNING SLIPPERS –
CONVERSATION – RIGID EXCLUSION OF MEN FROM ASSEMBLIES OF WOMEN –
SAYING GOOD-BYE – ROYAL AUDIENCES – ORDER OF PROCEEDINGS THEREAT –
OBLIGATION TO ATTEND THEM – VISITS BETWEEN MEN.
ANY lady who wanted to pay a call was supposed to have her coming heralded by a servant; we rarely took
the liberty of making impromptu visits. Residents of the town we went to see on foot, but into the country we
would ride on mule or horse back. In Zanzibar you dress up for these occasions, just as you do in Germany,
for the purpose of honouring your hostess and exhibiting your finery (which you hope will throw other
people's into the shade).
Mahometan ladies avoid showing themselves in public during the daytime; custom bids them give
preference to early morning or to nightfall. Zanzibar had no street lighting when I lived there, so that we had
to provide our own means of illumination. We employed large lanterns, some no less than four or five feet
round. The handsomest resembled Russian churches: a big central cupola and four smaller ones. In each
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division burned a candle, whose rays glowed through a coloured glass. The wealthy would take several of
these lanterns, which were borne by strong servants, middle class people doing with one.
You have an escort of armed slaves, but they look more formidable than they really are. They used to give
us a lot of trouble, and to cause great expense. For all their weapons, with the exception of rifles and
revolvers, were inlaid with gold or silver, and these rascals would put them in pledge for a trifle with some
East Indian usurer, simply to quench their thirst in pomba (palm wine). So what could a mistress do but buy
the articles back at ten times the amount, or fit the creatures out anew after having them soundly whipped? I
am sorry to say, however, that even this severe deterrent was not as effective as it ought to have been.
Thus a lady would start out with a dozen or more armed slaves, by twos preceding her and her lantern
bearers, a number of highly bedizened waiting women bringing up the rear. If a pedestrian were met,
whatever his rank, the slaves motioned him out of the road, and he had to step into a side street, or shop, or
doorway, until the procession had gone by. Only it was found difficult to enforce this rule, excepting in the
case of the royal family; other ladies of distinction were not always able to assert their rights, since the
roughs and rowdies objected to that form of deference. Although propriety everywhere ordains the quietest
and most unobtrusive behaviour outdoors, nature was not to be denied, and the procession wound gaily
along with such loud talking and joking that the inquisitive flocked to their windows or doors, or out upon
their flat roofs.

Photograph by A. C. Gomes & Co., Zanzibar

IN ZANZIBAR'S COMMERCIAL QUARTER
Arrived at your destination, you sent in your name. But there was no tiresome twiddling of thumbs in a
dark hallway or ante-chamber while the lady of the house was putting the last touches to her toilette. You
followed close upon the announcer's heels, and were received in the hostess's room, or, if the moon was up,
on the roof – kept scrupulously clean, and edged by a balustrade. The hostess sits on a long, richly
embroidered cushion, or divan, three or four inches thick, her back supported by another (against the wall).
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She does not come to meet one, as in the West real or pretended cordiality would bid her, but rises in token of
personal regard for the visitor or of respect for higher rank.
Toward strangers of all classes an Arabian woman is very reticent and reserved, though between dear
friends differences of birth and position count for nothing. I admit the Southerner to be terribly jealous, but
look how much more passionately she loves than the cold Northerner! Down there the heart is lord supreme;
here frosty reason too often holds complete sway, but perhaps one should accept the harder life as
justification therefor.
After kissing the hostess on the head, the hand, or the border of her shawl – persons equal in rank clasp
hands – one sits down on the divan but, if one happens to be her inferior in station, not without her request,
which signified, one acknowledges her dignity by sitting a little way off. The veil is not discarded, nor
anything but the foot-gear. The wooden sandals worn at home are exchanged for handsomely worked
leathern slippers to go out in, these being lightly dropped from the feet before entering a room, an obligation
from which absolutely no one is exempt. It is the business of the servants attending the door to arrange the
slippers carefully, so that their owners may find them at once. Here again a canon of etiquette must be
obeyed: the shoes of the noblest in rank are placed in the middle, with the others ranged about them in a
semicircle.
Following upon the appearance of a guest, servants hand round coffee in tiny cups, each new arrival
bringing a repetition of coffee, supplemented by fresh fruit and sweetmeats. Pressing one to take something
would be thought barbarous. Neither is the lady of the house obliged to keep the conversation up to a set
pitch – that painfully artificial, European habit. Instead, people chat freely and spontaneously about any
subject they like. Since there are no theatres, concerts, circuses, or balls to discuss, and one would rather
omit profound reflections on the state of the weather, topics are limited. Usually the talk turns upon personal
affairs and matters concerning agriculture. Everyone of substance in Zanzibar pursues agriculture, without
much skill or system but with great enthusiasm. Conversation proceeds delightfully amid genial smiles and
laughter unrestrained, for we Southerners enjoy a happy, mirthful disposition. And why not? The bright
sunlight sheds unfailing cheer, and the lavishness of nature's voluntary gifts precludes all need of calculating
for the morrow.
Under no circumstances may the master of the house venture into a room where his wife, mother, or sister
is entertaining friends. Only the sovereign and his nearest male connections stand above this law. Hence, if
one visits a married sister, her spouse must remain unseen till one departs. In the event of something
important requiring to be communicated, he sends to beg her momentary presence in another room. Women
do the same when their masculine relatives have friends with them. This regulation is enforced even when a
lady has an all-day visitor, from six in the morning till seven at night, and then the men experience some
difficulty in keeping out of the way. Of course the custom is onerous, but the Oriental does not feel its
pressure. Brought up on certain views, and not knowing any others to compare them with, he naturally thinks
they are quite right and proper. The might of custom and its influence are much the same everywhere. By no
means would I deny that the East has unnecessary or extravagant usages, but is Europe free from such?
There, the strictest separation of the sexes; here, the most unlicensed liberty of intercourse. In one place,
muffling up and close-veiling despite the heat; in the other, low-necked dresses, the cold climate
notwithstanding. So you find extremes and exaggeration wherever you go. That the golden mean has not been
discovered yet, is my opinion. Ladies' visits last three or four hours. Then the slaves have to be wakened, and
formed up to resume the order of march. Meanwhile the lanterns have been kept burning, a waste to be sure,
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yet nevertheless fashionable. After giving her guests a present, however small, the hostess allows them to
depart; they must be back at midnight, the latest term for the fifth prayer. One great advantage accrues to
Arabian women; they are not obliged to express thanks for their entertainment after a party or a visit – a
decided improvement on paying your hostess the prettiest compliments to her face, and vilifying her as soon
as you are outside the door.
An old custom in Zanzibar demands that the ruler of the land grant interviews twice a day – before
breakfast and after the fourth prayer – to the males of his family, his ministers, his other officials, and
everybody who may desire to speak to him. The hall of audience, or barza, was situated on the ground floor
in our palace, close to the sea and commanding a beautiful view over its animated surface. Though very
large, this hall was sometimes inadequate for the crowd assembled. Like every Arabian apartment, it was
fitted out with striking simplicity, containing nothing but carpets, mirrors up to the ceiling, clocks, and chairs
at the sides. Since no Arab of eminence goes out alone, a couple of hundred satellites were always swarming
about the entrance; who could find room sat on the stone benches running along the walls, the rest waiting in
the open square in front of the house for their masters or friends. The gentlemen invariably came to
audiences in full state costume – turban, djocha (an outer coat reaching to the ankles), and sash.
At home an Arab wears on his head – shorn bare once a week – a white cap often prettily embroidered; to
go out he puts on his turban. It takes some skill to build this up artistically, and some time, for which reason
a man removes the delicate structure with infinite precaution. The cloth used for turbans is relatively cheap,
but the material for a sash may run up to two hundred silver dollars. A noble always owns a lot of sashes,
and changes them as a man does his neckties here. Plain white or black silk girdles are worn by the less
prosperous, by the elderly, and by those indifferent to fashion. An Arab's costume, as I have mentioned, is
incomplete without his weapons.
Before a man of note enters the audience hall he takes off his shoes just as he arrives at the door; a
plebeian, at some distance from it. In this there is no suspicion of despotism; it is an ancient custom, to which
everyone willingly subscribes. To all ranks the Arab pays due honour and respect; especially does he feel
sentiments of instinctive reverential devotion toward the royal family.
When the barza is full the Sultan starts. In my father's lifetime the procession would move as follows: First
a company of Negro guards, then the junior eunuchs, the senior eunuchs, the Sultan, the Sultan's elder sons,
and finally his younger sons. At the door of the hall guards and eunuchs formed a lane, through which my
father and brothers entered the barza. All present rose to greet Seyyid Saïd, his departure taking place in the
same order again. If a noble left before he did, he would perhaps walk down the room with him a few steps,
while the others stood up for that moment.
Coffee was rarely served at the morning, but regularly at the evening audiences. Petitions and complaints
were presented and answered by word of mouth, documentary transaction of business being unfavoured.
Usually, therefore, petitioners had to come in person. Matters of minor importance were handed over to a
minister, cadi, or head eunuch. An audience lasted two hours or so, and questions unattended to were
relegated to the next day.
Princes of the blood visit the assembly dating from about their fifteenth year, when they are bound to do so.
Each notable, likewise, must appear once a day before his sovereign, unless prevented by the most urgent
circumstances. In case of prolonged absence, the Sultan sends an inquiry, going himself if illness is reported.
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No disease, however virulently contagious, neither cholera nor smallpox, acts as a deterrent. For everything
is in the hand of God.
Gentlemen make calls upon one another at the same hour as the ladies, that is to say after seven at night
by preference. An Arab must have a definite object in going out. He knows not the existence of the
"constitutional," and if he sees a European pacing his roof in the evening imagines this some form of
Christian prayer. I need give no particulars about visits between gentlemen in Zanzibar, which very nearly
resemble those of the opposite sex. The conversation embraces a larger field of topics, both local and
national; the last audience is discussed, the various petitions brought forward there, the lawsuits settled.
Europeans being admitted to the audiences and to male social gatherings, they are more familiar with that
side of our patriarchal doings than with the secluded life of the Eastern women.
CHAPTER XIV
MAHOMETAN FESTIVALS
THE MONTH OF RAMADAN – DAILY FASTING – NOCTURNAL FEASTING AND
HOSPITALITY – PRESENTATION OF HOLIDAY GIFTS – WATCHING FOR THE NEW MOON
– GENERAL REJOICINGS – THE BANYANS – HENNA, AND THE WAY TO USE IT – PUBLIC
PRAYERS – THE "GREAT FEAST" – PILGRIMAGES TO MECCA – A TENTH TO THE POOR
– HOW PAUPERISM IS CONSEQUENTLY A NECESSARY INSTITUTION.
IT is no doubt well known that the Mahometan world celebrates a month of the year by fasting throughout the
whole of each day, an observance not to be compared with the Catholic, which is far easier. This fasting is
compulsory for all adherents of Islam, the children over twelve included. My mother being a woman of
extraordinary piety, she made me keep the month of Ramadan when I was nine. Surely it is a great hardship
for a child of nine to abstain entirely from food and drink during a period lasting fourteen hours and a half.
But hunger is much less unbearable than the raging thirst one experiences in the tropics. At my age I
naturally had rather faint ideas about religion, and I confess, to my shame, that I occasionally stole a sip of
water; on being closely questioned by my mother, I repentantly acknowledged the transgression, when I was
forgiven upon the understanding that I would not break the sacred law again. Strict obedience to the rules
would not even allow one to swallow one's spittle purposely.
At four o'clock in the morning a cannon shot is fired off as a signal for the fasting to begin. Were one in the
middle of eating, one would stop immediately; if one were just about to raise a vessel with fluid to one's
mouth, one would desist at hearing the cannon's report. From that moment no adult in good health may eat a
morsel or drink a drop. There is a general preference for sleeping during the day in the month of Ramadan,
and for enjoying oneself until late at night. The sun goes down at six, so that after prayers the fast may be
broken at half-past six. Fruit and cold spring-water in earthenware jars are held in readiness as first
refreshment of the sufferer. Soon the family gathers to consume an Epicurean meal, by way of compensation.
A simple, frugal liver, the Arab yet develops into a glutton at his repasts in Ramadan.
The evenings, or rather nights, are spent together sociably, with religious hymns, recitation, stories,
interspersed by eating and drinking. At midnight a cannon wakes up sleepers and bids them prepare the
suhur, a meal served between three and four o'clock in one's private room. The whole month passes in this
manner. At first there are cases of fainting fits, and people grow visibly thin. By degrees they become
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accustomed to the deprivation; fewer sleep all day, and many who came out only for prayers and the meal at
half-past six show themselves in public as usual.

From a mid-century print

BRITISH SAILORS PLAYING CRICKET AT ZANZIBAR
All members of every household must strictly keep the fast, and one is expected to admonish one's servants.
Plantation labourers, being usually without a religion, are at liberty to fast or not, as they please. Young
children and invalids are excused, as I said, but the latter must make up the fasting after recovery. Travellers
and women in a state of confinement are also exempted, though for them likewise the duty is purely deferred.
Fasting is of course no mere outer observance; in Ramadan the faithful Moslem submits to rigid selfexamination, that he may discover his moral faults and sue forgiveness of his sins – just as in Holy Week the
devout Christian prepares for the sacrament. One tries to do all the good one can this month, even avoiding
to kill wild beasts. Hence the celebration of Ramadan tends to soften the heart, to bring man nearer to God,
to improve and elevate him for the time being, if not for his whole life.
The Arabs' traditional hospitality now reaches its height, in fact becomes a religious tenet. Everyone who
has a house or family entertains at his board a huge number of people, some of whom he does not so much as
know by name. He simply asks the prayer-reader at the mosque he attends to send a certain number of
people to supper every night. Nor are his guests restricted to the poor and humble, but frequently include
men of great substance, strangers away from home at this sacred period of the year. To provide for such a
one always delights the truly hospitable Arab. Nobody demurs at accepting food and drink from an inferior;
least of all would payment be thought of, since an offer of money would constitute an insult. Under principles
like these selfishness cannot take deep root, and happy the nation that regards brotherly love as an inviolable
duty.
To some extent Ramadan resemble the weeks preceding Christmas, since gifts are distributed at the
beginning of the next month. Needlework is not often presented, and never excepting to intimates. The
difficulties incident to secrecy are those familiar here; many a time have I seen a solitary figure bending over
her task in an unfrequented nook by the bright light of the African moon. Generally, presents are bought
ready-made, and the jewellers do the best business. This trade is entirely absorbed by East Indian Banyans,
unsurpassed at cunning, deception, and trickery. Highly expert in their handicraft, they have altogether
superseded the Arabian goldsmith. Orders pour in upon them at this season, and they refuse none. Did we
want to insure the prompt making up of an article commissioned, we would send a couple of armed slaves to
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watch our man at his job, and to prevent his executing other orders. A drastic method, no doubt, but one
(invented by a sister of mine) absolutely necessary with these wretched Hindu blacklegs, whose word counts
for nothing, and who are miserable cowards into the bargain.
Jewellery and arms form the favourite objects for donation, though anything else is acceptable, blood
horses, white mules, and – horrible to the civilised European – even slaves!
Thus the last week is full of activity and expectation. The night of the twenty-sixth of Ramadan is
particularly sacred, as Mahomet then received the Koran from Heaven. When, at last, the great day dawns,
or rather when dusk sets in, the whole population has no thought but to descry the new moon. Our almanacs
are only intended for scholars, and would be of no avail as the new moon must be actually visible before the
fasting can end. Whoever owns a telescope or opera-glass is greatly envied, the coveted instrument travelling
from hand to hand; friends and acquaintances send from a distance to borrow it. Our father would despatch
men with sharp eyes to the roof of the fort – a relic of the Portuguese dominion – and to the mastheads of his
ships, with the mission of spying out the silver crescent. At eventide universal suspense prevails; each
moment someone imagines he has heard the happy longed-for signal – every sound is mistaken for it. Finally,
when the shot booms out, the whole town gives vent to loud jubilation and exchanges of festive compliments.
In the country the matter is less simple. There the ruler's forethought can guarantee no oral token that the
right time has come. People residing on plantations send a mounted messenger into town, who after the big
gun's report may ride back with the certain news that the moon has actually been seen. Others let slaves
climb up the highest palm trees, whence they scan the horizon. Now and then the sentinel mistakes a light
little strip of cloud for the lunar sickle; the fast is broken prematurely, and the error remains undiscovered
until tidings arrive from town. That means making up by renewed abstinence – a severe shock to the holiday
spirit.
During the last week there is not only a great amount of baking, but quantities of oxen, sheep, goats,
gazelles, chickens, and pigeons are purchased, overflowing the stables. We do not eat veal, and Moslems are
strictly prohibited from partaking of pork. People in easy circumstances have money given out to the poor so
that they too may satisfy their needs.
Upon the sound of the cannon, allowing the actual initiation of the so-called "Little Feast," an Arabian
house becomes the scene of ever-increasing excitement and tumult. Hundreds of radiant mortals hasten
hither and thither, forgetting their usual dignified deportment, all intent on pronouncing blessings and good
wishes to family and friends. Amid these feelings of religious exaltation two enemies are apt to clasp hands in
mutual pardon, hoping to have earned God's by their own previous purification of heart.
Owing to the lively rejoicings, the manifold exclaimings in sundry tongues, the cursings at overworked
slaves, sleep is almost impossible that night. Servants especially find rest out of the question. The butchers
pounce upon their bellowing or squeaking prey in order to kill them, having first uttered the prescribed
formula "In the name of God the All-Merciful!" And in accord with holy ritual the beast's throat is slit, its
head chopped off, and its carcass skinned. So it reaches the kitchen in time to be done for the morrow's
banquet.
Our yard looked like an ocean of gore after the wholesale slaughtering. The vegetarians living in Zanzibar,
the Banyans, hated our feasts, and shunned the places where animals were put to the knife. They are virtually
the only manufacturers in the island, and at the same time the most usurious skinflints. Bitterly loathed by
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their victims, they are mocked by them on these occasions in cruel fashion. Pretending that some rich lady
wishes to make a purchase, rough people lure the Banyans – ever on the lookout for trade – into the
shambles, there holding them up to general derision. At all events these star-worshippers, however corrupt,
faithfully obey the vegetarian teachings of their creed.
But it is not only the noise that keeps the ladies awake. They are racking their brains how to outshine one
another in the splendours of dress. The festival endures three days, upon each of which a new outfit of clothes
must be worn – entirely new to the smallest detail, from head to foot. Perfumes are then employed in such
profusion as to suggest for analogy the quantities of beer consumed in Berlin at Whitsuntide. Many an
Arabian lady spends five hundred silver dollars a year on scents, and their odour would probably overpower
one but for the windows and doors being constantly open.
An important part in the oriental gala toilette is played by henna, derived from the leaves of a shrub, and
used to colour the hands of women and children to a lasting red, though also to cure pimples, freckles, and
itching. Still, henna leaves – they resemble those of the myrtle – are not efficacious alone; after drying and
pulverisation they are mixed with lemon juice and a little water, then kneaded into a dough, which is set out
in the sun, and finally treated again with lemon juice to prevent hardening.
The recipient lies rigid at full length on her back. First the dough is applied to the feet; their surface
remains untouched, but each toe is covered, and the soles and sides. Next a layer of soft leaves is put on, and
tightly bandaged down. Then the hands are proceeded with in the same manner exactly. The back of the hand
is left free, the edge of the palm and each finger to the first joint being plastered with dough and enswathed.
Motionless does the vain beauty lie on her bed all night, that she be not disfigured through the shifting of the
dough. For, mark, only the parts I have specified may be tinted; if henna should appear on the back of the
hand, or above the first finger joint, that would be thought hideous. No defence is possible against
mosquitoes and flies, though the wealthy can have them fanned away by slaves until morning, when the
dough is carefully removed. That night the torture begins anew, and the following night once more, since
three applications are necessary to produce a rich, dark red, which will keep a month, despite all washing.
Elderly ladies and children do not submit to this operation, but use henna, in a liquefied form, as a cooling
ablution for the skin of their hands.
On the morning of the festal day everybody is up at four o'clock, and tarries long over the first prayer,
earnestly thanking the Omnipotent Creator and Director of the Universe for all blessing vouchsafed, and for
the ills inflicted with the purpose of trying us. These orisons concluded, bedizened ladies are seen hurrying
along the veranda; they intend exhibiting their finery to a few others, as an hour later, amid the general
splendour and magnificence, an individual has no chance to distinguish herself. One might think of a
comparison with a ballroom, were not the pallid monotony of white so conspicuous in the North. With us, in
the East, only bright assortments of colour are approved. How a European fashionable would be shocked at
an Arabian woman, dressed in her long, red silk, shirt-like garments, patterned and corded all over with gold
and silver thread, and wearing a pair of green satin trousers! Of course she would find it extraordinary, just
as I did when I first saw Europeans going about in grey with grey and black with black. I disliked the colours
of civilisation, and was some time persuading myself to adopt "elegant" tastes.
At six o'clock another cannon. Then report after report to celebrate the event. Foreign men-of-war
chancing to be in the harbour join the firing by salutes of twenty-one guns. Every Arab who can manifests his
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joy by shooting, and he spares no powder; a stranger would certainly believe the town under bombardment.
All ships are gaily decorated; flags fly from yardarms and masts of native and alien vessels alike.
An hour more, and all the mosques fill up, hundreds of people unable to get admission performing their
devotions outside them. The exercise of Mussulman worship entails bodily effort, as the worshipper must
repeatedly bend low down, touching his forehead to the ground in the Divine presence. In a dirty, stony street
this is no trifle. But no loyal disciple of Islam will allow rain, storm, or anything else to interfere with his
prayers, and upon feast days he regards it as a serious duty to offer them within or close to a mosque. Seyyid
Saïd was wont to obey the rule, visiting a holy edifice nearby with his sons and an innumerable escort.
Another salvo of artillery denotes the conclusion of the religious service, and from that moment one may
revel to the heart's content in one's favourite gastronomic delicacies, the fast actually ceasing after the early
prostrations.
We women awaited the Sultan's return in his apartment, all rising as he entered, to step forward and
congratulate him, and to imprint a respectful kiss on his hand. An aristocratic hand of either sex has a good
deal to go through on a religious holiday; it is washed and perfumed without end, from dawn to dusk. Equals
kiss each other on the hand; middle-class persons touch a superior's inclined head with the lips; a common
woman may only salute the feet.
At these festivals my father would order a grand distribution of presents, which were similar to those
described in a former chapter, and whose handing over was effected under supervision of the chief eunuch.
But this time gifts were universal. The Sultan donated not to his family alone, but to Asiatic or African nobles
sojourning at the capital, to all civil functionaries, soldiers and their officers, sailors and their captains, the
stewards of his forty-five plantations, and to all his slaves, perhaps counting about eight thousand. The
charming German custom of children giving birthday and Christmas presents to their parents is not in vogue
in my country, where one's birthday passes unobserved, and where the head of the family never receives
anything from his children.
Mahometans keep but two festivals a year, which might seem incomprehensible to Catholics, with their
frequent holidays. Two months lie between the "Little Feast" and the "Great Feast," either being known as
Bairam. The second forms a virtual repetition of the other, yet is celebrated more gorgeously, and hearts are
keyed to a still higher pitch of sacred fervour. It is the season, too, for the grand pilgrimage to Mecca,
undertaken at least once in the life of all true believers able to go. Undismayed by cholera and other diseases
that carry off thousands of pilgrims, zealous Islamites repair in untold numbers to the Prophet's holy city,
there suing pardon for their sins. The needy must travel huge distances on foot, and the voyages on
shipboard, where they almost lie on the top of one another, are appalling. But on they journey; their fate is in
the hand of the Lord. Truly such steadfastness, fearing no exertions, no hardships, no dangers, deserves a
favourable eye.
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PILGRIMS SURROUNDING THE PULPIT AND KAABA (SACRED SHRINE) AT MECCA
The "Great Feast" falls on the tenth day of the twelfth month, and lasts from three to seven days. Everyone
in a position to afford buying a sheep has one killed on the first day, and delivered to the poor. The law
prescribes that the animal must be perfect, without a single flaw, deficient by not so much as a tooth. Neither
the owner of the sacrificial beast, nor his family, nor even his servants may touch its flesh; every morsel
belongs to the indigent.
In the real Oriental countries (I except Turkey, Egypt, and Tunis because of their half-European
civilisation) no one understands the meaning of "stocks" and "bonds," so that the word "investment" does not
exist. Property comprises plantations, houses, slaves, cattle, jewellery, and cash, and his creed bids the
Moslem surrender to the poor a tenth of all that remains to him from his crops, the rental of his houses, or
other sources of revenue. Furthermore, his treasures in gold, silver, and precious stones must be appraised by
an expert, and of the bulk one-tenth set aside for the poor – income tax and property tax in one! And this is
all done without regulation by the authorities, everybody being bound by his own soul. But it is a law of the
Prophet strictly obeyed, and carried out sans comment or discussion, on the principle of not allowing the left
hand to know what the right is doing. And one complies with the most scrupulous exactness so as not to be
tormented by remorse or pangs of conscience.
Under such circumstances every Mahometan state must, of necessity almost, contain an army of paupers
as an institution. How else could the duty of self-taxation be absolved? Now, these paupers resemble not the
unfortunate creatures seen here, but half perhaps own more than they actually want. Begging is their
profession, it is their second nature, and if they stopped they would be unhappy. Sometimes begging passes
down as an inherited vocation, when one may be addressed: "Do you not know me? I am the son (or
daughter, or sister-in-law, etc.) of So and-So, to whom you were so liberal when he (or she) was alive. I have
taken his (or her) place, therefore if you have anything to give please send it to me."
Whenever we had to fulfil vows, which happened several times a year, these paupers would flock by to
share in the customary dispensing of alms. Or if anyone was sick they would get wind of the fact, and would
stand guard under the windows in reliefs, earning handsome remuneration for doing so. Whether this form of
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charity is brotherly love, or intended as a means of propitiating the Almighty, I cannot say; anyhow, the
custom is a beautiful one.
Many beggars, however, are a mass of sores and ulcers. Some go about with their noses rotted away or
other dreadful mutilation; they are victims to a disease we call belas, hands and feet turning white as snow.
Nobody will have aught to do with these people, whose ailment is accounted contagious. I do not know if the
malady in question is leprosy. But the unhappy wretches get plentiful alms, which render their piteous
existence a little more bearable. Not that all the giving stops at the great Bairam feast. Those who have been
ill, or otherwise detained, through a journey perhaps, from attending the distribution, never dream of
relinquishing their claim. Weeks, months, may have sped by since the festival, even the next may be
approaching; they none the less come, and ask for their presents.
CHAPTER XV
MEDICAL TREATMENT
CUPPING – KNEADING – SWALLOWING SENTENCES FROM THE KORAN –
CONSULTATION OF FOREIGN PHYSICIANS – MALTREATMENT BY DOMESTIC
REMEDIES – SUPERSTITIOUS PRACTICES – POSSESSION BY SPIRITS, GOOD AND EVIL
– EXORCISM AND PROPITIATION – FEMALE DOCTORS NEEDED IN ZANZIBAR.
PEOPLE grow up in Eastern lands without particular attention to any rules or care of health. Only severe
illness calls forth aid to nature, but the means employed are pure hocus-pocus. The grand, universal remedy
is cupping, for every ailment, from smallpox to cholera, this atrocious operation being also regarded as a
preventive. Hence persons in robust condition submit themselves to cupping at least once a year, that their
blood may be cleansed, and their bodies strengthened against possible future sickness. I remember bursting
into loud screams on a certain occasion at Bet il Mtoni, when I saw a sister of mine stark and white after
blood-letting; she had fainted away from the weakness caused by the loss, and I supposed her dead.
Kneading of the limbs is agreeable and beneficial. Our slaves were highly expert thereat; I mentioned
before how they sent us to sleep and woke us up by this process. It is much in vogue for various kinds of
indisposition, especially "pains in the body." Vomiting – another favourite cure – demands the administration
of nauseous herbs, concocted to make a brew so horrible that its mere approach to one's nose produces the
desired effect.
In case of a grave malady, we appeal to the Higher Power, using sentences from the Koran. Some
individual of known exemplary life writes the sentences on a plate with a solution of saffron. Mixed with
rosewater, this writing turns into a beverage for the patient, who takes three doses a day. The greatest
caution is observed lest a drop of the sacred drink be spilled. I have myself taken this medicine for several
weeks at a stretch while down with a malignant fever.
Exceptional instances occurred when a medical man – either a real doctor or a magician – would be
summoned to an invalid's bedside. My sister Chole, after protracted suffering from an obstinate, unceasing
earache, was to see a noted Persian doctor, and I got permission to attend the consultation. Chole was
wrapped up so that she could not be recognised, with however the ailing ear left uncovered. Then she seated
herself on a divan. On her right my father assumed his position, standing, and my brother Khaled on her left.
My younger brothers, dressed in state raiment and fully armed, formed a semicircle about them. Escorted by
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a band of eunuchs the physician came into the room, other eunuchs having been stationed in sundry parts of
the house to warn away female inmates who might otherwise have met the Persian. He, of course, dared not
himself address my sister, but carried on his examination through my father and brothers.
When, at a later date, I was afflicted with typhoid, and all native remedies had failed, my father's sister
Assha decided to call in a European. My father having died, and I being to some extent my own mistress, the
ceremonious visitation of Chole was not repeated. The doctor in question, though familiar with Arabian
customs, insisted on feeling my pulse, to which my aunt, who was sincerely anxious about me, at last gave
her sanction. Still, a host of eunuchs were marshalled, and, like Chole, I had to be enswathed beyond
recognition (I was unconscious at the time, and heard the story from Assha afterward). Upon the mediciner
asking to see my tongue, the chief eunuch berated him so violently because of this impudent request, that the
disciple of Esculapius left the place, feeling grossly insulted in his professional dignity.
The Arab has no idea of classifying diseases. He knows but two kinds, "pains in the body" and "pains in
the head." To the first category belong any complaints affecting stomach, liver, or kidneys, while under the
second he lists all manifestations of distress assailing the head, whether sunstroke or softening of the brain.
No one ever discovers the fundamental cause of an illness, and if domestic nostrums prove unavailing,
sometimes a European doctor will be sent to for medicine. But he is in an awkward predicament – forbidden
to see the patient, and uncertainly informed concerning her case. Small wonder, then, if he return the wrong
medicine, or, at best, something innocuous.
Dieting is likewise unheard of. The victim to cholera, smallpox, or typhoid showing an appetite, he may
gratify it with any eatables the kitchen affords. What one's nature craves must be good for one, is the
supposition. Thus Divine ordinance rules in everything, and usually forsooth, blinds the Moslem to the
danger of contagion. No one would dream, for instance, of segregating sufferers from the smallpox. The
bath-house I mentioned, above which went the passage connecting Bet il Sahel and Bet il Tani, fell to ruin,
and served as a refuse pit. Nevertheless, when the clamour for additional quarters grew, new ones were built
upon the decayed wreck, so that the inhabitants virtually lived over a mass of filth.
Unhappily, smallpox ravages our island in regular recurrence, claiming thousands of victims. The patient's
whole body is smeared with a salve, and then exposed to the sun; or else cocoanut milk is applied. But when
the patient is covered with sores, and he cannot endure the contact of the bedclothes, he is laid on a soft
straw mat or a large fresh banana leaf whose stiff spine has been removed. No method of internal relief is
attempted, and water is not allowed to touch him.
Consumption, unfortunately no rare guest, either receives no treatment whatever, although the disease
most feared, and held to be infectious – as the European medical fraternity believes. A consumptive is
shunned by everyone; people avoid shaking hands with him, and will not drink out of a glass he has used.
Not a few of my own family succumbed to phthisis in their very prime. Things belonging to the dead were
disinfected; clothes and bedding were washed by the seashore, and gold and silver articles made red-hot.
Whooping-cough among children appears as often as in Germany. They drink dew gathered from banana
leaves, and superstition does the rest; the dried rind of a pumpkin is cut up into small discs, these strung
together, and suspended round the neck. Boils of a certain kind are overlaid with shrivelled onion skins,
taking the place of court plaster. If you want a boil to burst you administer warm dough. Never a doctor!
Nothing but primitive domestic remedies!
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On the other hand, soothsayers are greatly in demand, and well paid. We usually consulted an old oneeyed hag of fifty. Her magic outfit was contained in a dirty leather bag: little shells and pebbles, bleached
bones of animals, bits of broken glass and china, rusty iron nails, mutilated copper and silver coins, etc.
When you ordered her to answer a question, she would pray to God for guidance, shake up the bag, and spill
out the whole mess in front of her. According to the position of all that rubbish she would then prophesy as to
the patient's recovery. Chance seemed to favour this woman, since her prognostications often came true
which rendered the business doubly lucrative, each successful forecast bringing an additional gratuity.
External injuries are of course more easily got rid of; tinder, for example, will stop a wound from bleeding.
But with fractures it is a different matter, as I learned to my cost. I was quite young, and therefore ineligible
to sit at meals. The Sultan one day sent me some delicacies on a plate which I was in such a hurry to exhibit
to my mother that I tumbled downstairs, and broke my forearm. My aunt Assha and my brother Bargash
bandaged it, but did not set the bones properly; hence it never became quite straight again, and it now
constantly reminds me how sadly my countrymen need medical and surgical experts.
These pages of mine have thus far neglected a highly important personage – his Satanic Majesty! That
nearly all Orientals believe in an actual fiend is generally known, I imagine, though perhaps not that he is
much given to taking up his domicile within human beings. Hardly a child in Zanzibar but what had been
possessed. So soon as a new-born babe screams too vociferously, or cannot be quieted, at once steps are
taken to drive out the devil. Tiny onions and garlic bulbs arranged in a necklace for the child form the simple
means of expulsion – not a bad idea if the devil has a nose. Adults too are frequently possessed, though far
oftenest the women. The outer signs are cramps, loss of appetite, listlessness, a partiality for dark rooms, and
like morbid symptoms.
However, in order to find out if they are genuinely afflicted, a formal investigation takes place. They or
their relatives invite to the ceremony a company of individuals all reputed to be possessed. The patient sits in
a dark room, with her head so wrapped up that not the faintest glimmer of light could penetrate. She is
fumigated in the literal meaning of the word, for the censer is held beneath her nasal organ under the cloth.
The company surround her, singing a peculiar song, and occasionally wagging their heads. Nor must a
certain Abyssinian beverage be omitted, prepared from wheat and dates brought just within fermentation,
and making a rather palatable drink. Under these influences the heroine of the occasion goes into a sort of
trance, and begins to talk incoherently. At last she raves, stamps about, roams at the mouth. She is now filled
with the spirit. The spectators address it, inquiring as to its intentions. For not alone evil spirits but good
spirits visit people, to comfort and protect them through life. It may happen that a person is visited by a spirit
of either kind simultaneously, when there is a furious battle, and none but the bravest dare stay for the
terrifying conjurations and exorcisms. An evil spirit may be expelled by a practiced seer, but with a good one
you establish a compact: it must only at stated times visit its "protégée," by whom it will always be festally
welcomed, and to whom it must reveal everything in store for herself or her family.
Connected with these idiotic superstitious habits are others that must be censured as brutal. Many persons
possessed will not allow the goats and hens chosen for their secret sacrifical rites to be slaughtered
beforehand, but insist on drinking the blood warm. Besides, they gobble uncooked meat, and raw eggs by the
dozen. No wonder if the poor wretches are laid up as a result.
The worst example is soonest followed. Although Mahometans are greatly devoted to superstitions, the
Omanites reject such nonsensical practices as I have been describing. When they come to Africa, they at first
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think us barbarians, and would like to return immediately; however, they soon become receptive to the very
notions they denounced, and adopt the most absurd. I was acquainted with an Arabian of that sort, who
believed herself possessed by an evil spirit which made her ill; she was convinced that it could be propitiated
if she held festivities in its honour.
It seems to me that it were better to send female physicians to Zanzibar than the demoralising brandy. Why
must civilisation always be heralded by vice? Here is an opportunity for Christian brotherly love, and the
difficulties would not be formidable. For my own part, I would willingly, if some association decided upon a
suitable emissary, help her learn Arabic and Suahili – the least I could do for my beloved country. And the
venture ought to be successful from a pecuniary point of view. But the doctor must be a woman. She could do
more in the East than a dozen men – even here ladies often prefer female practitioners – and the hearts of
Orientals are easily won by attentiveness, cheerfulness, and kindness.
CHAPTER XVI
SLAVERY
A RUINOUS RELEASE OF SLAVES – IDLENESS OF THE NEGRO – A DEFENCE OF
FLOGGING – SLAVES AND CONCUBINES KEPT BY EUROPEANS IN THE EAST – TO
ABOLISH A TIME-HONOURED CUSTOM, GO SLOW – MOSLEM "FANATICISM."
I WAS still a child when the term expired at the end of which, according to a treaty between England and
Seyyid Saïd, slaveholding British subjects living in Zanzibar were obliged to release their slaves. It was a
hard time for the owners, who complained bitterly, and sent their wives and daughters to enlist our sympathy,
though of course we could do nothing whatever for them. Some kept a hundred or more slaves to work their
estates, which without labourers ceased to yield revenues, and this meant ruin to the landlords. Besides, our
island now enjoyed the advantage of being enriched by the presence of a few thousand loafers, tramps, and
thieves. The grown-up liberated infants understood freedom to signify their exemption from work henceforth,
and this freedom they determined to make the most of, whether they were entitled to shelter and substance
from anyone, or not.
The humane anti-slavery apostles held aloof. Had they not attained their object in freeing those poor
wretches from the degradation of serfdom? It was no concern of theirs what might happen afterward, and
quite enough was done if their ladies knitted thick woollen stockings for those residents of the equatorial
zone. Let the rulers down there deal with the lazy vagabonds as best they could. For everybody who has
visited Africa, Brazil, North America, or any country where Negroes live, must be aware of their antipathy
against work, whatever their virtues.
Only British subjects, I repeat, could hold no slaves after the date agreed upon; to my father England had
no right to dictate concerning the government of his country, and therefore slavery still exists in Zanzibar, as
it does in all Mahometan countries of the East. However, one must not form one's views on serfdom in the
East by the precedents of North America and Brazil, since a Mahometan's slaves are infinitely better off.
A very bad feature is the trading. Taken from the interior, they have to make long marches to the coast,
when they perish in shoals from hunger, thirst, and fatigue. But the slave-trader, exposed to the same
hardships himself, can with no show of reason be branded a monster. His interest demands the slaves'
preservation, as that caravan may represent his whole fortune. Their destination once reached, they are
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thoroughly well cared for. True, they must labour unpaid, but they are exempt from all anxiety, and assured of
their maintenance, their masters desiring their welfare. Or is every non-Christian a heartless rascal?

Photograph by A. C. Gomes & Co., Zanzibar

AT THE MUNICIPAL FOUNTAIN
Now, Negroes are very lazy, and will not work voluntarily, so they must be strictly watched. Neither are
they perfect angels, for they include thieves, drunkards, runaways, incendiaries. What is to be done with
these? To let them go unpunished would be out of the question, would mean to invite anarchy. And a creature
of that class laughs at incarceration; he would feel immensely pleased at the prospect of resting a few days in
a cool place, to gather strength for new misdeeds. Under such circumstances nothing remains but the lash.
This gives rise to a great outcry in certain circles here, that always go upon abstract theory, and disdain
studying a practical situation. Yes, flogging is inhuman; but let somebody provide a substitute. By the way,
were it not better to administer an occasional whipping in German prisons, than to apply spurious
"humanitarianism" indiscriminately to jailbirds of all feathers?
Tyranny must be condemned, whether inflicted upon the poor Negro, or the civilised white toiling in a
Siberian mine. But to be fair you cannot ask the same standard of right and wrong for every place. Slavery is
a time-honoured institution among Oriental peoples; that it will ever be entirely abolished, I doubt; in any
case, attempts to destroy venerable custom at a single dash are foolish. Europeans should therefore go slow,
and, first of all themselves set us the right example. Numerous Europeans keep slaves in the East, buying
them to suit their convenience. This is not reported at home, or is said to be done "for the good of science."
An Arab using slaves for field or housework, and a European compelling them to the harder task of carrier,
or "coolie" – where's the difference from the moral standpoint? Then, European slave owners do not
invariably set the negroes free after long service, as the Arabs so often do, but resell them.
Considerable indignation once seized the Mahometans of Zanzibar upon learning how a departing
Englishman had sold his black concubine – not, to be sure, in the open market place (where an English
church now stands), but quietly to an Arabian official. Or another incident likewise affronting our sense of
propriety: A neighbour to the French consul chastised his recalcitrant slave as severely as he deserved, but,
with a Negro's usual cowardice and inability to bear pain in silence, he struck up a frightful howl, which
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brought down the French consul's rather arrogant interference. This gentleman was himself no immaculate
saint, seeming to hold the maxim, "let others practice what I preach." For he lived with a negress he had
bought, who had presented to him an excessively black little daughter – finally taken in by the French
mission.

Photograph by A. C. Gomes & Co., Zanzibar

WATER-CARRIERS PRACTISING THEIR VOCATION
It should cause no surprise if upon such experiences the Arabs distrust Europeans, and if they long for the
return of the days when they were safe from intrusive, subversive ideas. They believe that the abolition of
slavery has the object of ruining them, and of thus upsetting Islamism. The English they particularly suspect
as crafty schemers.
Should the real possibility exist of slavery's abrogation, one would have to proceed with the utmost
slowness and care. The Negroes must be trained to think and to work, and their masters persuaded how the
employment of improved agricultural machinery would enable them to do without hundreds of labourers now
needed to cultivate their fields. The proprietor must be made to recognise that no one intends his ruin, and
that justice is for him as well as for the serf. This would surely be more humane, more Christian, than
ostentatiously building a church in the slave market, which was superfluous, by the way, because the two
churches already standing, one Catholic, the other Protestant, had small congregations. Any such methods
can only affront the Arab, who, like most other Orientals, is extremely conservative, and clings with the
greatest tenacity to ancient traditions. He ought therefore not to have new ideas violently forced upon him
which he finds incomprehensible and outrageous. Disagreement with European views brings upon him the
immediate accusation of Moslem fanaticism, a thing vastly exaggerated, as was proved when I returned to
Zanzibar after an absence of nineteen years. I had in the meantime turned Christian, so that, being a
renegade, I deserved my countrymen's hatred worse than if I had been born one, but they all welcomed me,
with frank cordiality commending me to God's protection. It is not fanaticism but the instinct of selfpreservation that animates them when their cherished institutions are assailed by ignorant or unworthy
representatives of Christianity.
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Negroes are usually indifferent to any creed, and their conversion frequently depends on what substantial
inducements the missionaries can offer. An English clergyman in Zanzibar once complained to me that the
number of his flock varied with the state of the supplies sent out to him from home. Before the Negro can be
embarked on a higher spiritual plane, he must have the religious instinct awakened in him. Here again, you
must go slow!
In case I should be thought prejudiced on the score of unremunerated labour by blacks, I refer my readers
to recent European testimony on the subject. Firstly, there are the communications of Reichhard to the
German African Society, and secondly Mr. Joseph Thomson's book "To the Central African Lakes and Back"
– both published in 1881. Let me conclude by quoting what an Englishman said to me, after I had left
Zanzibar. He simply characterised the whole anti-slavery movement, with all its public meeting, as
"humbug."
CHAPTER XVII
HISTORY OF A DYNASTIC PLOT
THE AUTHORESS LOSES HER MOTHER – FAMILY DISSENSIONS – PRINCESS
SALAMAH'S EQUIVOCAL POSITION – SHE CASTS IN HER LOT WITH BARGASH – WHO
ASPIRES TO THE CROWN AND FORMS A CONSPIRACY TO DETHRONE MAJID –
BARGASH'S HOUSE SURROUNDED – HIS ABDUCTION IN WOMAN'S GARB – DEFEAT OF
HIS PARTISANS – HIS RETURN – AND REJECTION OF MAJID'S PEACEFUL OVERTURES
– THE PRETENDER'S HOUSE FIRED ON BY BRITISH MARINES – SUBMISSION AND
BANISHMENT OF BARGASH
SINCE my father's death I had lived at Bet il Tani with my mother and Chole, happy in their love and
friendship. Then, after three years of my complete felicity, an epidemic of cholera swept the whole island of
Zanzibar, carrying off several people of our household every day. It was during the hottest season that this
epidemic broke out. One night, unable to sleep in my bed owing to the oppressive temperature, I ordered my
maid to spread a soft mat on the floor, hoping thus to find coolness and rest.
Imagine my surprise, when, upon awaking, I found my dearly beloved mother writhing in pain at my feet.
In answer to my alarmed enquiry about her state, she moaned that she had spent half the night there; feeling
that the cholera would take her away, she wanted to be near me in her last moments. My dear mother's
sufferings from the dread malady distracted me the more as I was unable to alleviate them. Two days she
resisted, and then left me forever. My grief knew no bounds; I paid no heed to any warnings, but clung
desperately to my mother's body, in spite of the danger of contagion. For I desired nothing more fervently
than that God should call me to Him with the dear departed. The disease spared me however, and I bowed
my heart in resignation to the All-merciful and All-wise.
At the age of fifteen I was now alone, fatherless and motherless, drifting like a ship without its rudder on
the open sea. My mother had always guided me with prudence and good sense, and I suddenly stood
confronted by the duties and responsibilities of an adult, having to care not for myself alone, but for my
dependants too. Happily, the Lord has ordained that recognition of duty is mostly accompanied by the
strength to carry it out. So I was able to survey my position calmly, to arrange my affairs without calling in
foreign assistance.
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Yet new troubles lay ahead: almost involuntarily I found myself entangled in a plot against my noble
brother Majid!
It looked as though, after my father's death, discord had come to reign among us forever. Difficult as the
maintenance of perfect harmony between thirty-six brothers and sisters might have been under any
circumstances, upon Seyyid Saïd's decease we divided into congenial groups of three or four. To strangers
this situation was incomprehensible; even our closest acquaintances could not always make out the intricate
factional system that prevailed. A loyal friend of my brother's, an intimate of my sister's, must forsooth
become my bitterest foe, unless belonging to my particular circle. Though such a state of strife could have
none but disastrous consequences, we were blinded by passion, and unreasonably pursued one another with
hot hatred.
Personal intercourse soon ceased altogether. The numerous spies we all kept widened the gulf by reporting
each word or move of an enemy. At night these worthies would appear for their reward, which varied
according to the value or the venom of their news. Sometimes a hooded figure knocked at the porter's gate
for admittance after midnight, and we were roused from sleep to interview the informer, who would depart
lavishly compensated.
Majid and Chole were on the best of terms at that time, which pleased me greatly, since I loved them both
from the bottom of my heart; they had treated me as if I had been their own child after my mother's death. Yet
the good feeling between them cooled by degrees on account of my brother Bargash, a complete rupture
finally ensuing. Dearly as I was attached to Chole, I sorrowfully confess that she, not Majid, was at fault –
although I cannot here detail the acts which led to the breach.
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NASIR BIN SAÏD
One of the royal family, visiting England with Bargarsh
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For myself this proved a period of inward struggles. Living with Chole, I took my meals with her, and
during the day we were inseparable. When she began to avoid Majid, and to show animosity toward him in
every way – quite without cause – I hoped I could remain neutral; indeed, I ventured to defend my innocent
brother, whose only transgression lay in the point that he, instead of Bargash, was Sultan. Months and
months I found myself 'twixt two fires, so to speak, hesitating which side to enlist on, and when the moment
came that a decision brooked no further delay joined my sister Chole, who, though she was in the wrong, I
yet seemed to cherish most, and whose ascendancy over me had grown absolute.
Majid, a thoroughly noble-minded man, had earned the love of his whole people; but he was ailing, and
could not himself attend to all state affairs, consequently leaving many of these to his ministers. One of them,
Soliman bin Ali, unfortunately possessed the knack of making himself indispensable. A cunning rogue, he
gradually contrived to render his will supreme in the land; the other ministers became mere ciphers. His
arrogance prompted him to play master at every opportunity. Withal, he had not reached the years which
Arabs respect, but was green as grass, and a licentious fop into the bargain. In his conceit and craft he sued
for the hand of one of my stepmothers, mature enough to have been his own mother; he intended to get her
large fortune into his clutches, and she was foolish enough to accept him – bitterly ruing it after the
marriage.
So this evil spirit gained a commanding influence over Majid, at the same time surreptitiously fanning the
flames of discord among the Sultan's brothers and sisters, the more firmly to establish his, Soliman's power.
Quarrel after quarrel occurred in our family, notables were neglected or slighted, and things came to such a
pass that finally loud public murmurs were heard. It was a blessing that at least one faithful, competent
minister remained, who to some extent counteracted Soliman's malignancy and his errors. But upon his other
advisers Majid could not rely with certainty, which facilitated Bargash's course in fostering hostility to him
among our relatives and the people. As Majid had but one daughter and no sons, Bargash came next in
succession; that two elder brothers, Muhammad and Tueni, still survived counted for nothing; they lived in
Oman, and Oman was a long way off. An Eastern heir-presumptive to a throne is always in haste to rule,
without minutely considering the prior rights of someone else, and in the pursuit of his ambition too often
throws scruples and fairness to the winds.
Thus Bargash. Frustrated in seizing the reins of government upon the death of his father, Seyyid Saïd, he
had nevertheless clung to hope, and his plans appeared to take a propitious turn after he came into town,
with his sister Meje from Bet il Mtoni. Their house lay opposite that occupied by Chole and myself. Scarcely
had the pair across the street settled down, when a warm friendship sprung up between Chole and Bargash,
who would sometimes spend the whole day with us. At this Meje took offence, which, being voiced in the
presence of others, resulted in the two women becoming severely estranged. They ended by ignoring each
other if they met, and peace vanished altogether from the two households. Glad though I felt to be no
partisan concerning this new quarrel, the angry sisters yet drew me into it through sheer talking at me. My
intimacy with two nieces of mine, Shembua and Farshu, brought them close to Bargash, so that they entered
the league. They too lived opposite my house and Chole's, Bargash's residence being separated from theirs
by a narrow lane.
Bargash's principal endeavour was to win over as many notables and chiefs as he could. The Arabs are
divided into countless tribes, of greater or lesser importance, each paying unconditioned obedience to its
chief. Naturally, therefore, every prince strives to gain the adherence of one or more such chiefs – which he
secures openly, or, by preference, in secret – that he may have some support to reckon upon in time of need.
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Promises of preferment of course play a great part in these negotiations. No tribe will ever desert its chief, so
strong is loyalty and devotion among the Arabs. One able to write puts the name of his tribe under his own;
my full signature includes the name Lebu Saïdi, the small but valiant tribe to which we belong. Entering into
close relations, then, with several native chiefs, Bargash by degrees formed a sort of little court, and this
started a scandal. Besides, the persons most frequently gathering at his house had bad reputations; they were
a disorderly, turbulent crew. All decent people of course held aloof from his scheming and plotting. Still there
were plenty of self-seekers, disappointed or vindictive, ready to help him, dozens of whom imagined
themselves already promoted to high office, endowed with some other good place, or installed as comfortable
beneficiaries – but all intent upon serving their own interests, not their patron's.
As these followers grew in number, the details of the projected rising took definite form. Majid, in short,
was to be seized, and Bargash proclaimed Sultan. At all hazards, an armed conflict must be prepared for.
Meeting after meeting was held under Bargash's presidence in the night, before the moon rose or after it went
down. Feverish excitement and universal mistrust prevailed. We perpetually believed ourselves watched and
spied upon; often we did the servants' work, so as to keep them away and ignorant of our plans. We women
stopped making visits, and would rarely receive any. Bargash waxed hotter, and more overtly demonstrative.
He began to neglect the sultan's daily audiences, ultimately refraining from attendance altogether. This was
looked upon – in consonance with Zanzibar traditions – as signifying a rebellious spirit, and a subject
ostentatiously so offending was liable to punishment. No one could now but suspect Bargash's hostility; in
fact he himself commenced to act with such recklessness, that the vigilance of the royalists became
thoroughly aroused and his success in laying hands on Majid very doubtful.
The Sultan made a final attempt to wean me from my false notions before it should be too late. Since, under
the existing circumstances, he could not visit me in person, and I had long shunned his palace, he sent a
favourite stepmother of mine to plead with me. He begged me to desist from plotting with his enemies, who
were making a fool of me, and from whom I might expect no reward; on the other hand, I might regret the
consequences of persisting in my obduracy, for if there should be any firing my house could not be spared.
But before my high-minded brother's warning arrived, I was already pledged to Chole and the pretender, and
felt myself solemnly bound by the promise. My stepmother left me with tears running down her cheeks.
Although the youngest member of the conspiracy, on account of my being able to write I was made
secretary-general, as it were, and did all the correspondence with the chiefs. Nevertheless I was old enough
to feel the pangs of conscience; I winced at having to order guns, powder, and shot for the destruction of
innocent lives. Yet what could I do? Was I to break my word, and abandon my beloved sister in the hour of
peril? Never! My devotion to Chole influenced me far more than any leaning toward her brother. He, the son
of an Abyssinian, is a highly talented man, distancing all of us in perspicacity and shrewdness. Proud,
overbearing, imperious, he was credited with a forcible character. How little he was liked is proved by the
fact that of our whole family none but we four women and our twelve-year-old brother Abd il Aziz, Chole's
ward, actually went over to his side.
Despite the vigilance with which our movements were watched, we continued as before, sometimes meeting
under auspices extremely perilous. We fixed the day for an open revolt. Then, suddenly, Bargash's house was
surrounded by troops. We of course expected the same fate, and that would have meant the death of every
hope. Indeed, as afterward transpired, the ministers and some other officials had advocated a blockade of the
three dwellings, to which Majid had refused his consent because he wanted us women spared.
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Our plans had to be entirely changed. It was decided that all Bargash's partisans should assemble at the
estate of Marseille, near the capital, where they should entrench themselves. This was no bad idea, since
Marseille could easily be turned into a fortress, and could shelter several hundred men. Thence, accordingly,
arms, ammunition and provisions were transported; the soldiers levied were quartered close by. From the
new centre of agitation the cause would be propagated throughout the island. By straining every nerve we
succeeded promptly; without a regular treasury for the expenses, we each contributed as we were able out of
our private resources, not omitting to furnish a quantity of well-armed slaves.
Our work done of establishing Marseille as the conspiracy's new focus, we meditated a grand stroke. We
concluded to abduct Bargash from his residence, so that he might escape to Marseille, and direct affairs from
that place himself. Fully appreciating the terrible danger of the enterprise, we were equally undaunted in our
resolution to carry it through.
On the memorable evening Chole and I left our house with a large retinue; in the street we were joined by
our nieces with their servants, as prearranged. The whole company proceeded to Bargash's door. Here our
van was stopped by the soldiers, these having no idea who was following. Upon being thus brought to a halt,
I complained in a loud tone of the unwarrantable indignity, and peremptorily ordered the captain to be called
for. This was an utter violation of custom and etiquette, but the issue justified anything, and the officer was
dumfounded when Chole and I stepped out of the procession to accost him. We began arguing at him
violently for allowing his command to interfere with us; speechless at first, he then muttered excuses, and
finally gave way before our insistence upon visiting the prisoners. He even acceded to our request that we be
granted a certain space of time.
Inside, we found both Meje and Bargash excited to the verge of distraction. They had peeped down from a
window, and witnessed the dispute upon the result of which hinged success or ruination. A fresh difficulty
arose, however, when Bargash, in his virile pride, objected to donning female garments, a juncture the more
embarrassing as there was none too much time available. At last he allowed us to dress him up so that only
his eyes were left visible, and little Abd il Aziz we attired similarly. Before starting we offered a prayer to the
Omnipotent.
With Bargash between the tallest women, we quitted the house in leisurely fashion, chatting unconcernedly,
though trembling the while lest the soldiers should suspect anything. But they made way for the procession
with the deference due to our rank, and we went on unmolested. Once outside the town, Bargash and the boy
got rid of their disguises, bade us a hasty farewell, and vanished in the direction of Marseille.
The rest of us returned home in small groups and by circuitous paths. It may readily be conceived that
sleep was out of the question that night. Overcome by the frightful strain of the adventure, anticipating the
morrow with terrified forebodings, and conscious that we had perhaps narrowly escaped death, we gave free
vent to groans and tears, some fainting away from weakness. All night we imagined we heard the tramp of
horses and the firing of muskets.
No later than seven o'clock came the disastrous tidings that our enemies were apprised of what had
happened. The government could do nothing but meet the open rebellion by force, and therefore despatched
several thousand troops, with artillery, to Marseille. That charming palace completely demolished, the
outnumbered conspirators fled in disorder after a short, sharp engagement costing hundreds of innocent
lives.
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The reader will inquire how we women were punished for our daring participation in the revolt. We got no
punishment whatever! Had not the decision rested with the high-souled Majid, surely we must have come off
less well, our machinations deserving a severe penalty.
The next news was that Bargash, his men being routed, had come back to town, and entered his house by
stealth. Of course everyone thought his intention was voluntary surrender to his brother. Majid, in fact, tried
to make the expected act of submission easy for him. Instead of soldiers, he sent his nephew Suud bin Hilal,
with the message that he would forgive and forget, upon Bargash's promise to renounce such doings for the
future. Suud, a mild, benevolent individual, went alone on his embassy, to show how peacefully the Sultan
was disposed. Bargash began by refusing him admission, demanding that the envoy – his senior by many
years – should communicate the message from the street. Suud naturally declined, and after a long wait the
door was opened just wide enough to let him in. He then found himself obliged to climb up, literally to climb
up, the barricaded stairway. At the top he had to crawl through a trapdoor, after a heavy chest had been
removed from it. Not content with forcing Majid's ambassador to enter in this humiliating manner, Bargash
frustrated his mission by emphatically rejecting the Sultan's indulgent proposals.

Copyright by Mauli & Fox, London

TARIA TOPON
An East India merchant who accompanied Bargash to England
Such obstinacy now left Majid no alternative but a second resort to violent measures, much as he shrunk
from them. The English consul, with whom he conferred, persuaded him of the necessity of putting a final
stop to these protracted disturbances, and offered his assistance to that end. A British gunboat, which
happened to be lying in the harbour, was to heave to opposite Bargash's palace, land a party of marines, and,
if this demonstration failed, begin a bombardment. In effect, the marines commenced by aiming a few rounds
of rifle fire at Bargash's house, himself fleeing to its rear, with Meje and Abd il Aziz, for safety from the
bullets whizzing about their ears.
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At the first shot Chole burst into convulsive tears, cursing Majid and the government and the English one
after the other, accusing them all in turn of wronging us outrageously. As the musketry firing waxed vigorous,
the whole household went into a panic, for our residence was behind Bargash's, so that we were likewise
exposed. Old and young, high and low, lost their wits. Some bade eternal farewells; some begged each
other's pardon for past offences; the coolest began to pack up with a view to flight; others stood about
wailing and lamenting, incapable of thought or action; others, again, set to praying, wherever they happened
to be, in the corridors, on the stairs, in the courtyard, on the roof, which was protected by a palisade. The
example of these last found followers, and by degrees the general agitation gave room to the calming
assurance that not man's will but the Lord's must ever prevail, that human destinies are settled from the
beginning of the world by the All-merciful and the All-wise. Thus did we all devoutly sink upon our knees,
our foreheads next to the ground, betokening deepest humility and resignation in the face of God.
The peril increasing apace, Chole at last made our obstinate brother consent to submit. Contrary to every
rule of propriety she ran to the English consul's in person, with this information and the request that
hostilities might cease. At that time the Britons did not enjoy their present power in East Africa; they had as
little voice in Zanzibar's domestic affairs as, let us say, the Turks in Germany's. Since 1875, only, have
circumstances materially changed – thanks to England's slave policy – in her favour and in the direction of
our people's total ruin.
Chole did not find the consul, but as the occupants of Bargash's house were just then exclaiming: "Peace,
peace!" to the marines, the firing stopped, and a greater calamity was averted. Had the gunboat actually
bombarded the pretender's palace, not he but a different Sultan would now be sitting on the throne of
Zanzibar, and I should never have come to Europe.
To prevent like conspiracies from recurring, it was determined that Bargash be exiled to Bombay, and
thither he was taken in a British warship, accompanied (voluntarily) by Abd il Aziz. This was done upon the
English consul's advice. Probably the Britons wanted to keep Majid's heir presumptive in their own hands,
with the object of training him nicely to suit their own schemes. Two years he lived in Bombay, when he
returned quietly to Zanzibar, and finally, upon Majid's death in 1870, succeeded to the long coveted crown.
CHAPTER XVIII
A TERM OF RURAL RESIDENCE
COMPLICATED RELATIONS WITH AN INVISIBLE STEWARD – LIFE ON THE PLANTATION
OF KISIMBANI – AND OF BUBUBU – SALE OF BUBUBU – IN TOWN AGAIN –
RECONCILIATION WITH MAJID – QUARREL WITH CHOLE – ORIENTAL HATRED OF
DISSEMBLANCE – GREAT FIDELITY IN FRIENDSHIP
OUR enterprise, begun with such high hopes, and so thoroughly set at naught, had cost us dear. Though my
nieces were rich enough to take their losses lightly, many of our finest slaves had fallen, and others, invalided
or mutilated, constantly brought back to our memory the disaster we had stirred up. But this was the least
punishment we could expect to reap from the evil we had sown. Much worse was it for us – Chole, Meje, my
two nieces, and me – to be conspicuously avoided and ignored by all of our rightminded relations and
friends, and simultaneously to feel that this treatment was fully justified. Other people, who disliked us, or
hoped to curry favour with the authorities by talebearing, took the greatest pains to go on spying upon us. To
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ourselves this mattered little, for our cause was now lost beyond redemption; but the fact that we were still
under suspicion, and being watched, kept away our few remaining friends, while even the crafty Banyans
shunned us for a long time, eventually slinking in at night to praise up their Indian wares as impudently as
ever. Our houses, once all a-flutter, like dovecotes, with people coming and going, were now oppressively
lone and dreary, unfrequented by a single soul from the outside world. This situation becoming unendurable,
I resolved to retire to one of my estates; my four erstwhile accomplices soon imitated my example, and left
town to live in the country.
Since my mother's death I had rarely been to any of my three plantations, and then only for a couple of
days at a time; after all my late vicissitudes, and all the discordant strife, I was therefore prepared to enjoy a
term of rural residence doubly. I chose Kisimbani as the place distinguished by my dear mother's preference
and by memories of her frequent visits there. But I also realised that I must take upon me the disadvantages
besetting Arabian ladies who live alone, because of their enforced independence of male advisers.
The tyrannous etiquette of our country forbids us to speak even with our own functionaries if these be free
men. Orders and accounts must then be transmitted through slaves, and as but few noblewomen understand
writing few single ladies ever see a balance sheet from their stewards. If they provide the supplies for the
household, and remit so much hard cash after the harvest, the mistress is usually quite satisfied. These
revenues are produced by the disposal of cloves and cocoanuts; potatoes, yams, and other things coming out
of the ground, we are too proud to sell, and the steward may do what he pleases with any of them not needed
for our home consumption.
While I lived in town my steward Hassan came every week or fortnight to hand in his report, through one
of my domestic slaves, and to ask for instructions, which I sent him through the same channel. To meet cases
like this a room is reserved on the ground floor, where the men rest after their long ride on muleback, and
refresh themselves with food and drink before returning home. Now, however, when I intended to stay at
Kisimbani, Hassan became inconvenient; the poor fellow himself had to keep hiding and dodging lest he
should accidentally see one of us women. I therefore transferred him to another plantation, appointing an
Abyssinian – a slave, not a freeman – in his stead, who was intelligent (he knew how to read and write) and
energetic. The Abyssinians in general are smart people, and we would buy them rather than Negroes when
we had the choice.
So I could go about the estate to my heart's content, without fearing to embarrass my steward. My
domestic animals afforded me much pleasure; I spent several hours among them daily. I also enjoyed
comforting the old and sick in their small, low huts, my servants taking dainties to them from my abundant
table. The slaves' children – a sort of dividend accruing to the owner of the parents – I had sent to me each
morning, to be washed at the well with rassel, and then fed. Rassel is made from the foliage of an Eastern
tree, whose leaves, dried and powdered, produce a foamy substance through contact with water, thus
resembling soap. Until their progenitors came back from the fields, at four in the afternoon, I kept them in
the courtyard, where they played games under the eye of a trustworthy female serf. This was better for the
little urchins than being carried about in the sun all day tied on their mothers' backs.
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SUAHILI MOTHER AND CHILD
The free, untrammelled country life agreed with me thoroughly; I was delighted to have exchanged the
tumults of the town for this charming rural place. Obedient to etiquette, the wives and daughters of the
neighbouring notables called upon me, and soon I had guests in the house for weeks, even months, together.
Strangers, too, sometimes came to rest in the men's room after a tiresome journey. This is an old custom with
us. Kisimbani being situated at the junction of two busy roads, the number of these birds of passage was
always considerable.
I maintained regular communication with the town. On alternate days two mounted slaves rode in, and
brought me back the news. Two or three times a week, besides, I sent in a maid or servant, who returned with
messages from my friends and relations. The excitement supervening upon that woefully unfortunate
conspiracy having abated, dissent nevertheless continued among my brothers and sisters – another reason
why I was in no haste for renewed urban residence.
My happiness was complete but for one thing. I missed the sea – which I had been accustomed to gaze
upon every day of my life. My three plantations all lay inland, but as I knew not what it was to have a wish
unfulfilled, I decided to purchase one near the water. I therefore, after due negotiations, acquired the estate
of Bububu. My domestic pets accompanied me thither, and no doubt were surprised, at issuing from their
baskets and cages, to meet again in a new courtyard; apparently they relished the change as much as I did. I
would sit watching them by the hour, or would idle along the shore, looking out upon the blue surface with
the ships sailing down from the north toward the town and the swift fishermen's boats that glided by in quick
succession.
At Bububu I was nearer the town, which was within easy reach by road or water. Here, in fact, I lived more
sociably than at Kisimbani. Three of my brothers came out frequently, either on horseback or by boat, and we
spent the time happily together, chatting, eating and drinking, playing cards, setting off fireworks. Not four
and twenty hours ever sped but one or two, though sometimes no less than ten ladies would visit me, whether
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for a short call, whether for several days. My own sojourn at Bububu was, however, destined to be
exceedingly brief, deeply though I felt attached to the place. Because Majid sent me word that the new
English consul had expressed a wish to purchase Bububu for a country seat, and despite my great
unwillingness to part with that cherished possession, I could not let the first opportunity pass of showing
repentance by making this sacrifice – toward one whom I had so wickedly wronged.
About a week after I had left Bububu and settled in town again, Chole came to see me one evening. She
was in a lively state of mind, as I could not help noticing the very moment she appeared. Indeed, she had
come with the object of upbraiding me for surrendering my estate to the consul, and when I quietly remarked
that this was really my own business, she blazed out the passionate accusation that I had sold my property to
gain favour with Majid, "the accursed," as she called him. She then grew more violent still, and at last tore
out of the house with the exclamation: "You may choose between Bargash and myself, and that Englishman's
slave! Good-bye!"
From that day on I never saw Chole again, although I continued living in the town, and it was only after
my departure from Zanzibar that she began to show a less hostile spirit. Meanwhile I had resolved to shun
both Majid and Chaduji, so that the suspicion might not arise of Chole's impeachment having been correct
after all. But there was a surprise in store for me.
A fortnight from the date of my arrival in town, who should come to me but Majid, escorted by a great
retinue! He wanted to thank me, he said, for pulling him out of the dilemma with the English consul, to refuse
whose request would have placed him in an unpleasant position. I muttered some incoherent phrases, and
Majid went on to talk of other things, making no allusion whatever to the late conspiracy, thus generously
allowing me to infer that he harboured no resentment on account of it. We parted the best of friends after he
had asked me to return the visit to himself, Chaduji, and my aunt Assha, who was with them. But my
performance of this simple act of civility was to cost me dear; to this day it is counted as a crime against me
by the same people whom I aided in the plot to enthrone Bargash. Such jealousy may seem incomprehensible,
yet was characteristic of our family when under the stress of factional contention.
The two parties existed as before, and intriguing went on unabated, though less overtly and less
clamorously. The friction was the harder to endure as none concealed their opinions, but gave them
unrestrained vent. For the Oriental is very candid by nature, and quite incapable of dissembling after the
masterly fashion of the European. When he regards somebody as his bitter foe and opponent he rarely makes
a secret of it, and cares not a jot if he grossly insults him by glance, word, or gesture. The fact is the Oriental
does not understand how to behave in contradiction to his real feelings and beliefs; he is almost entirely
ignorant of the formal politeness which people here adopt indiscriminately under all circumstances. The
mere attempt to sham – difficult, anyhow, for our impetuous, hot blood – would invoke the aspersion of
cowardice. Over and over again, in those days, I used to hear questions, like: Why should I show myself
otherwise than I am? Are not all my thoughts and feelings plain to the Lord? Why should I tremble or pretend
in the face of man?
On the other hand, to see devoted and really self-sacrificing friendship, one must go to the East. Not as
though such a relation were possible only there, but certain it is that if an Arab loves he clings to the object
of his affection with a fidelity that moves mountains. Although class distinctions are nowhere more rigidly
observed, nowhere do they count for less in a genuine friendship. Thus a prince treats a groom's son he is
fond of just as he would a scion of noble lineage, and no differently; a princess will exhibit the same
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tenderness toward her steward's wife or daughter as to a lady of lofty rank. My sister Meje, for instance, took
a girl of humble station to live in her palace, and her attachment to this poor and modest, yet clever girl,
persisted until they were separated by death.
Sometimes an aristocratic lady will be a close friend to someone else's slave, not a Negress, to be sure, but
a Circassian or Abyssinian. The slave is then very fortunate, because her patroness will buy her at any figure
so as to set her free. This liberation is performed under legal auspices, establishing its inviolability. Should a
man be thrown into prison, his best friend allows himself to be locked up in the same cell for a few hours
every day. An exile his intimates will accompany. Mishap or sudden poverty means disposal over one's
friends' purses; hence no appeal is ever needed for public contributions. We are accustomed to this from
youth up; and look upon it as a matter of course.
CHAPTER XIX
ELOPEMENT FROM ZANZIBAR
ACQUAINTANCE WITH HERR RUETE – THE ESCAPE – MARRIAGE AT ADEN – BRIEF
HAPPINESS IN HAMBURG – SUBSEQUENT GERMAN DAYS
DURING these dark days of dissension and strife in our family, I was made happy by the attachment of a
young German representing a Hamburg commercial house in Zanzibar. Inexact reports of the details
connected with this event having been published, I think it best to outline the story in brief.
While my brother Majid reigned, Europeans enjoyed great consideration. They were welcome guests at his
palace and his estates, and were always the recipients of marked attention. My sister Chole and I entertained
pleasant relations with the Europeans in Zanzibar, expressed by the exchange of such courtesies as the
country's customs permitted. The European ladies in Zanzibar for the most part confined their visits to Chole
and myself. I made my future husband's acquaintance after returning from Bububu. The new house I then
took was next to his, and his flat roof a little lower than mine; from an upper window I often witnessed the
convivial men's parties which he gave in order to show me European meals. Our friendship, which ultimately
grew into deep mutual love, was bruited about the town, and my brother Majid heard of it. His enmity toward
me on this account, and my incarceration were, however, fictitious tales.
Naturally I wished to leave my country secretly, where our union would have been out of the question. The
first attempt failed, but another opportunity presented itself. Through the mediation of my friend Mrs. S., wife
to the English doctor and consular agent, I was one night fetched away in a boat by Mr. P., commander of the
British war vessel Highflyer. No sooner was I on board than her engines began to move. The Highflyer took
a northward course, landing me safely at my destination, the port of Aden. Here I was taken in by a Spanish
couple, whom I had known at Zanzibar, and here I patiently waited for my intended. It took him a few months
to wind up his affairs, when he followed me to Aden. Meanwhile I had been instructed in the Christian
religion; my baptism – with the name of Emily – took place in the English chapel at Aden, being immediately
succeeded by the marriage ceremony according to the Anglican rite. My husband and I then sailed for
Hamburg, his native town, where his parents and other relations gave us a warm welcome.
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From a contemporary local engraving

"FREE CITY OF HAMBURG" BEFORE ITS INCORPORATION WITH THE PRESENT GERMAN
EMPIRE
I soon got used to the foreign surroundings, and zealously learned all I could to fit me for my life here. My
unforgettable husband watched the various stages of my new development with keen interest; he took a
particular pleasure in observing the first impressions made upon me by European habits and customs. These
impressions I recorded on paper, and may perhaps speak about in the future.
Yet our happy, contented existence was to last only a short while. A little over three years had elapsed from
the date of our settling in Hamburg, when my dearly beloved husband chanced to meet with an accident in
jumping from a tramcar. He was run over, and died after three days of intense suffering. I now stood alone in
this great, strange country with three infants, of whom the youngest counted but three months. At first I
thought of returning to my home, but fate willed it that my own dreadful loss was followed, in two months, by
the decease of my dear brother Majid, who had always treated me so kindly. He never even resented my
secret escape from the island; as a true Moslem he believed in divine foreordination, and was convinced that
this had determined my departure. He gave touching proof of his brotherly affection, not long before he died,
by loading a ship with gifts, which were to be presented to me at Hamburg; none of the articles reached me,
for, as I found out some years afterward, although the vessel came into port, Majid's intentions were
dishonestly frustrated. I might add that he did not molest my betrothed after my sudden disappearance, but
allowed him to transact his business in perfect freedom.
Two years more I stayed in Hamburg, constantly undergoing fresh misfortunes. I lost a considerable part
of my property through the fault of others, and discovered that I had to take my affairs into my own hands.
Complete aversion seized me toward the place where I had once known so much happiness, especially as
among some people of the town I was not treated with that civility which was perhaps my due.
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Removing to Dresden, I met with cordial friendliness in all circles. Thence I took a journey to London, of
which the next chapter will tell. When, at a later date, I conceived the desire to live in a quiet town, I chose
that delightful little capital Rudolstadt. There, too, I met with a great deal of genuine friendship and affection
during the years of my residence, which their Serene Highnesses did their most to make agreeable. My health
improving at Rudolstadt, I decided upon Berlin as a good place to educate my children. Once more I found
many friends who tried to render my sojourn pleasant. Royalty itself manifested a gracious interest which I
shall remember my whole life with sincere gratitude.

CHAPTER XX
A PIECE OF ENGLISH DIPLOMACY
JOURNEY TO LONDON – INTERVIEW WITH SIR BARTLE FRERE – THE CHOICE
OFFERED – AVOIDANCE OF MEETING BARGASH – RETURN TO GERMANY –
DISAPPOINTMENT – DUPLICITY OF THE BRITISH GOVERNMENT – ITS MOTIVE
ALL this time I was in constant epistolary communication with home, which I never gave up the hope of
visiting. But thus far my brother Bargash's obduracy had rendered any prospect of being made welcome by
my family impossible. The reason for his persistent attitude of enmity was sheer vindictiveness: he could not
forgive my having resumed amicable relations with his old antagonist, Majid. This did not, however, diminish
my yearning for home and friends, and I went on secretly looking forward to a reconciliation.
In the spring of 1875 a report spread through the newspapers that profoundly agitated my whole being: my
brother Bargash, Sultan of Zanzibar since Majid's death, was coming to London. At first I remained inactive,
concealing my uneasiness, but I was prevailed upon – though after all my disappointments I had few illusions
left – to bestir myself. So I concluded upon a journey to London, and Count Bulow, the German foreign
secretary, led me to believe that I might expect diplomatic support from the imperial ambassador, Count
Muenster, which, alas, proved of little efficiency.
The short interval at my disposal I employed in learning English, so as to mitigate my helplessness. During
those two months I would often pore over my books until dawn, conning words and phrases by rote. And then
there was my growing anxiety about the three children, from whom I had never been separated for long.
Finally I started by way of Ostend. Worn out and nervous, I reached the giant metropolis, where my only
acquaintances, Mr. and Mrs. P., kindly took me in, and did everything for me they could. Meanwhile, having
arrived in London a week before Bargash, I called on Count Muenster, who assured me of his good will. My
friends in Germany had made me promise to act carefully, and above all to secure the English government's
help in my cause. Originally I had felt disposed, as I had found out through experience how few people are to
be trusted, to rely upon the Lord and my own efforts; but I yielded to my friends. The fear that I might be
regaled with polite diplomatic formality and phraseology, and my affair then pigeon-holed, was a trifle
compared to the actual course of events. For I had yet to learn that I was now in a world where lying and
cheating counted almost as virtues.
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Copyright by G. Hansen, Hamburg

EMPEROR WILLIAM I. OF GERMANY
One day Sir Bartle Frere was announced. This man, who subsequently became governor of the Cape
Colony, I knew by name only, but if ever I put faith in a presentiment it was on that day, when my fondest
hope and my children's future were both doomed. An indescribable feeling of uneasiness overcame me the
moment I set eyes upon the great diplomat, who lorded it over Zanzibar at will, and had the Sultan in his
pocket, so to speak.
The usual civilities exchanged, Sir Bartle began by inquiring into my affairs, and particularly wanted to
know my reason for coming to London. Although he appeared to be perfectly informed already, I told him my
exact object. There was in fact little to say, as I simply wished for reconciliation with my family. Imagine my
surprise, therefore, when Sir Bartle cooly asked the question: Which was most important to me, this
reconciliation or the security of my children's future prospects? Even now I scarcely feel equal to analysing
the emotions aroused by his proposal. I had anticipated anything but a stroke of that sort. Let me be accused
of cowardice or vacillation if I wavered at such a moment. The welfare of my children of course stood higher
than my personal wishes.
On slightly recovering from the embarrassment into which this astonishing diplomatic manœuvre had
thrown me, I requested that Sir Bartle explain the motive of his proposition. He then stated positively that the
British government had no wish to mediate between myself and my brother, whom it regarded as its guest;
and, whom, as such, it must spare any annoyance. (I am in doubt, nevertheless, as to what would have
annoyed the Sultan most: signing the slave treaty under moral duress, and so indirectly acknowledging
English supremacy, or holding out his hand to a penitent sister.) If I, on the other hand, would solemnly
engage not to approach my brother, either in person or by letter, during his visit to London, the British
authorities would guarantee the material welfare of my children.
Bitterly disillusioned, I now stood before the choice of acting independently and without English official
assistance (but with the conviction that it would place insurmountable difficulties in the path of one too weak
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to overcome them), or of accepting governmental aid for my children. In view then, of the promise given to
my German friends, not to go alone and unprotected to my brother – although I never thought he would
offend against the laws of England even if I appeared before him suddenly – I assented to Sir Bartle Frere's
offer. When, suspicious of the government's intentions, a friend of mine asked Sir Bartle how it had come by
such a sudden benevolent interest in my case, that astute diplomat returned no less than three reasons: 1st,
We do the Sultan a favour; 2nd, We pacify the princess; 3rd, We anticipate the German Chancellor's (Prince
Bismark's) opportunity of taking a hand in this himself. All of which sounded plausible and reassuring.

COUNT BERNHARD ERNST VON BULOW
Foreign Secretary of the German Empire
To avoid meeting Bargash in public places, whether at museums or other building open to all, or in Hyde
Park, or in the streets, I studied the newspapers, where his daily excursions were announced in advance. And
I begged my amiable hostess to excuse me from driving out with her, but this she would not hear of because
my health demanded that I take fresh air regularly. So, when the Sultan went east we drove west, and vice
versa. This precaution I believed absolutely necessary, since I felt diffident about my strength of mind, and
feared I might break my word if I actually did meet him. But it was not likely that in the European clothes I
now wore even my sainted mother would have recognised me, much less a brother, who had usually seen me
veiled.
I should have preferred to reëmbark for Germany, leaving behind me the place that had witnessed the
defeat of my hopes. But even this satisfaction was denied me. Far from my children, I was to go on suffering
untold agonies for weeks in a city where I had known nothing but grief and disappointment: Sir Bartle Frere
had ordained that I must draw up a detailed memorial. Unversed in such matters, and mentally reduced to an
automatic state, I gladly allowed my kind friends to undertake this report for me, supposing, naturally, that
only good could come of it. When it was done, at the end of about six weeks, I went back to Germany and my
children.
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Zanzibar being then looked upon as a future British dependency, my memorial had first to be submitted to
the authorities in India. A few months passed, until one day I received a letter from London. It inclosed the
copy of a document which the British government had handed the German Ambassador for transmission to
myself, and which contained nothing else than a brief rejection of that very memorial so urgently insisted
upon by Sir Bartle Frere. As a reason for declining to consider the memorial, the document stated that I,
having married a German, and living in Germany, my case would be of greater interest to the German
government. This lame subterfuge was the more ridiculous as I had appealed for alms neither to the one
government nor the other, but had solely asked for the moral support of both. Sir Bartle Frere had himself
suggested the memorial – the same diplomat who had wormed out of me a vow to abstain from seeing my
brother in exchange for my children's assured prosperity.

SIR BARTLE FRERE
Whether such treatment of an unfortunate woman was worthy of a great country like England, I leave to
the decision of the fair-minded. But I should like to ask if the British government, represented by Sir Bartle
Frere, when it made that offer to me was ignorant of the fact that I had married a German, and was therefore
a German subject? The point was never brought up when the promise was lured from me not to see my
brother. I had kept to my part of the agreement faithfully and conscientiously. You perceive that while I was in
a position to communicate with my brother, then I was not a German individual of no importance to the
English, but the Sultan's sister, who might have harmed English interests; but la and behold, after my brother
had gone home again, I became innocuous, and this card was played to get rid of me forever.
Later on I was informed as to why the authorities wanted to prevent a reconciliation between me and
Bargash. The Sultan being ignorant of any European language, and not understanding the refinements of
European statecraft, the English were quite willing he should remain in darkness, for he would thus less
likely balk when it came to signing certain treaties. If I made up with him, I, with some knowledge of
European ideas, might tell him things advantageous perhaps for the ruler of Zanzibar to know, but
inconvenient for the designs of the British government.
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Yet I must note a great difference between the English government and English society, among which latter
I encountered warm sympathy, and to some of whose members I shall feel indebted for the rest of my life.

CHAPTER XXI
VISIT TO THE OLD HOME
EMBARKATION – ALEXANDRIA – EGYPTIAN DISLIKE OF THE ENGLISH – TRAVEL IN
THE SUEZ CANAL – THE RED HOT SEA – ARRIVAL – WELCOME BY THE POPULACE –
CAUSING DISPLEASURE TO SEYYID BARGASH – HIS OFFICIAL FACTOTUM AN EXLAMP CLEANER – DILAPIDATION AND DECAY – BARGASH'S FRIGHTFUL CRUELTY –
THE AUTHORESS'S CLAIMS UNSETTLED – BRITISH INFLUENCE OVER THE SULTAN –
CONCLUSION
WHEN I penned the preceding chapter, a few years back, I had almost entirely given up the realisation of a
wish that filled all my thought and being. The eventful times since I had left my Southern home had been a
period of well-nigh incredible stress and storm. I had gone through the strangest experiences, including some
that one would not even desire for an enemy. By means of a strong constitution I managed to endure the
severe Northern climate a long time, but at last, yielding to my inclination for a change, two years ago I
conceived the idea of revisiting Zanzibar with my three children.
Confidently I took the necessary steps, and met with hearty coöperation from the authorities. Matters
dragged none the less, and I was about to despair anew of ever seeing my country again, when one day came
a letter from the office of the imperial Foreign Secretary, bidding me hold myself in readiness for departure
to Zanzibar. The news agitated me to such a degree that I did not immediately appreciate my good fortune.
Next to praising and thanking the Lord for His wonderful guidance, I felt under profound obligations toward
our revered, beloved emperor and his exalted government; my children and I shall always remember them
with intense gratitude.
On the first of July, 1885, I started with my children from Berlin, safely reaching Trieste on the third, by
way of Breslau and Vienna. Not until I was actually settled on board the Lloyd steamer Venus, which weighed
anchor at noon that day, did I feel free enough from anxiety to enjoy the peace I had so sadly missed of late.
The morning of the fifth we were at Corfu. A few hours' drive gave us acquaintance with the best sights of
that charming island, whence we proceeded, past barren Ithaca, at Greece's southern-most extremity, and
lofty Candia, to the port of Alexandria.
At setting foot on shore here, among the palm trees and the minarets, a warm sensation of homelikeness
flooded over me, which can only be understood by such as have been long absentees under similar
circumstances. The real South I had not laid eyes on for nineteen years; during this whole time I had sat by
the stove in Germany, winter after winter. Even if I had become a Northern resident, with the multifarious
duties of a German housewife falling to my lot, my thoughts were usually far, far away. I knew of no
entertainment, no distraction that I preferred to poring over a book describing the South. No wonder if at the
aspect of Alexandria I nearly went out of my senses, and stood watching the bustle of the harbour as if in a
dream.
At the custom house we were required to identify ourselves. Resolved not to tell my name if it could
possibly be avoided, I asked a travelling companion to lend me one of her visiting cards, which, to my
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astonishment, was accepted as sufficient proof. Literally besieged by the noisy mob, we had pains enough to
get a cab, and so reach our hotel. Two dozen people surrounded us, clamorously offering their services, and
persisting until driven off by the police. The cab could then begin to move, but not without one enterprising
individual jumping on behind, and recommending himself loudly as an interpreter as we drove along; that I
spoke Arabic myself, and therefore could do without one, seemed an incomprehensible mystery to him.
The two days we spent here at an hotel, which was dear and dirty, went by in a flash. I liked best going to
the Arab quarter of the town, whose animated life afforded me continual pleasure. No sooner would I address
the people in Arabic – they began by scanning me suspiciously – than their faces cleared, and their eyes lit
up. "Mother," they would cry, "where did you learn to speak our language so well? You must have lived in
Bagdad; how long were you there?" Our cabman took such a fancy to us that he finally besought me to take
him as a servant; he swore he would be faithful to me all his life and would never touch a drop of my wine.
The poor fellow was much grieved to learn that I could not entertain his project.
The once beautiful city of Alexandria still lies in ruins – a monument to English "humanitarianism!"
Excepting the Viceroy of Egypt and a few of his ministers – mere creatures of Britain – all natives cordially
detest the English. On several occasions I heard very disparaging remarks passed about them by people in
the shops and the streets. I was repeatedly asked whether I was English, and when I said I was a German this
would make a favourable impression. Neither has the European colony at Alexandria any better opinion of
the English.
From Alexandria we got to Port Said in a passage of eighteen hours. Here we met the supply ship Adler, of
the German East African squadron, and were taken on board. Although Port Said is but a small harbour
town, you can get almost anything there; the shops abound with all luxuries the heart of man could desire.

From the Illustrated London News, June 26, 1875

LADY FRERE RECEIVING SEYYID BARGASH AT A GARDEN PARTY
At this place begins the desert and the canal that runs through it, connecting the Mediterranean with the
Red Sea. The channel is so narrow that vessels cannot pass each other. Species of sidings therefore exist at
intervals, distinguished by signs erected on shore, as "Gare Limite Sud" or "Gare Limite Nord." A ship may
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have to wait at a siding for hours until one from the other direction shall have passed by. At Port Said every
steamer takes on board a pilot, who knows how to get it safely through, understanding the ball signals run up
on ropes which indicate whether you are to wait, how many ships you must allow to pass, and so forth. No
ship may go through the canal at full steam, because a heavy swell might damage the unsubstantial sandy
banks. Traffic is suspended altogether at night.
The channel widens at Suez, and we steamed through into the Red Sea. Oppressive enough in the canal,
the heat became unendurable between the high rocky sides of the Gulf. We were bathed in perspiration day
and night. As for me, the homelike temperature agreed with me capitally, but my children it did not suit,
making them show irritation and enervation. The sea was running too high to permit the opening of the port
holes, and as the air below grew thicker, we spent the night on deck in wicker chairs, uncomfortably and
restlessly. The passage to Aden lasted a week, and there we stuck for five days before the Adler was ordered
to continue on the voyage. On the second of August the isle of Pemba hove in sight, and oh, what joy! For
this meant that the coast of Zanzibar was no more than thirty miles distant, and easily attainable in three
hours. But as night was upon us we stopped at the North Cape, since it would then have been dangerous to
attempt the port, because of the sand bars.
The following day we were up betimes. On the horizon the forest of masts in the harbour was visible.
Steaming along the shore we could plainly discern the palm groves dotted with Negro villages. After much
signalling an anchoring ground was assigned us, which we however had to change very soon. We found four
German men-of-war lying in the harbour, the Stosch, Gneisenau, Elisabeth, and Prinz Adalbert, two vessels
belonging to the English navy, five steamers of the Sultan's and several sailing ships. Commodore Paschen
thought it advisable to regard me as "secret cargo," a designation that greatly amused the officers of the
squadron. But as soon as the gallant Admiral Knorr arrived with the Bismarck the situation altered, and I
was free to go ashore as I liked.
Upon our first visit to the town I seemed to read unfeigned surprise in the countenances of the people who
crowded about us. Right and left they exclaimed, in Arabic and Suahili, "Welcome, mistress!" Did we enter a
shop to make purchases, a vast throng would gather outside, respectfully making room when we emerged
again. Day by day our voluntary escort grew in number, and the populace became more and more
enthusiastic. This of course angered both the Sultan and his political adviser, the British consul-general; in
fact Bargash had some whipped for following us. Then he and the English official saw fit to make a
complaint to the commander of the squadron because of the popular demonstrations in my favour. Hearing of
this, I warned the people against accompanying me any more, but they replied that the risk of punishment
should not deter them. Slaves would approach me with messages from their mistresses begging me to accept
the assurance of their fidelity and devotion; they wanted to visit me on board, and said their houses were
open to me. Notes secreted under their caps were also surreptitiously slipped into my hand by slaves. Passing
by a house I would sometimes observe ladies who had hidden behind the door in expectation; when I passed
by they would speak to me, or would simply call out, "God be with you, and keep you in good health!" My
brothers, sisters, other relations, and former friends repeatedly sent word asking me to come and see them;
but I declined all these invitation, not from personal reasons, but because compelled by circumstances.
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SQUARE OF THE CONSULS, ALEXANDRIA
Result of bombardment by the British fleet under Admiral Seymour in 1882
If we went by the palace in rowboats, or under the windows of the royal harem, the Sultan's wives waved
their hands to us; and as naval officers accompanied us on our expeditions I was obliged to request these
gentlemen not to return the salutes, for the ladies' own sakes. I even avoided doing it myself, in order to save
the thoughtless fair ones from destruction, it having been reported to me that their lord and master was wont
to hide somewhere in the palace, and overlook the water or the street, so that he might catch delinquents, and
punish them. Nor is this invention. It is quite well known that, a year before my visit to Zanzibar, the
concealed Sultan detected a favourite – a lovely Circassian – exchanging salutations with a Portuguese who
was passing in a skiff. This is by no means a new custom. I remember how, thirty years ago, in the days of my
childhood, we were bowed to by Europeans, especially by French and English naval officers, and by resident
traders; we used to acknowledge the compliment in the same way, and never did our men folk raise the least
objection. Yet Bargash took a different view. He flogged his Circassian so brutally with his own hands for the
offence, that a few days after she gave up the ghost. He is said to have implored her forgiveness in vain; he
still has prayers said over her grave.
On our excursions into the interior we often met people riding on donkeys. To show their respect they
would get off, lead the animals past by the reins, and then mount them again. Despite the Sultan's
chastisements the inhabitants persisted in their demonstrations of attachment, and of course the shouts of
"Kuaheri, bibi" (Farewell, mistress), resounding almost under his windows whenever we started back for
shipboard, must have annoyed him. Every time our boats neared shore somebody beat an old biscuit tin like
a drum – so I was told – to bring the people together.
Naturally there were always spies on our trail, mostly East Indians, to whose intense chagrin we conversed
in German. The very evening before my departure, two faithful friends, who had ventured out to the ship
under cover of darkness, called to my notice the sombre figure of a man who had frequently honoured us with
his attentions as a peddler, the clever tool of the influential, quondom lamp cleaner and court barber, Pera
Dauji. An excessively crafty Hindu, this individual has worked himself up to the position of a factotum to the
Sultan, undertaking any kind of job, high or low. All diplomatic negotiations go through his hands, which
same hands wait upon the Sultan's guests at table. He draws the huge salary of thirty dollars a month!
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Everybody in Zanzibar takes good care to keep on the right side of the omnipotent Pera Dauji, who, unable
to maintain himself in such splendid raiment on thirty dollars, seeks other channels of revenue. The court
jeweller, by refusing the ex-lamp cleaner a percentage on all of the Sultan's orders, lost this custom, which
Pera Dauji transferred to a more pliable competitor.
Long residence abroad has perhaps made me fastidious; at any rate the inner part of the town looked to
me in a deplorable condition. Ruins all along the streets, that were narrow and kept none too clean; ruins
everywhere overgrown with weeds and even with trees sprouting up. No one seemed to care; everyone walked
on indifferent, picking their way through a network of puddles and rubbish heaps. Ash and refuse pits are
unknown – the open street serving their purpose. Nor can the art of municipal administration be quite easy,
otherwise the Sultan, who has known the pleasure of clean streets in Bombay, England, and France, would
have remedied the evil long ago. Meanwhile he has introduced the manufacture of ice, electric light, a socalled railway, and other fine things, not least of them French cooks and cookery.
The terrible decay of the inner town was most painful to me, but as yet I had no notion in what state I
should find my venerable Bet il Mtoni again. Coming upon the place where I had first beheld the light of day,
I sustained a severe shock. What a spectacle it was! Instead of a house an utter ruin; not a sound to rouse me
from the depressing sensation caused by the unexpected sight. It took me some time to recover. One staircase
was completely gone, the other overgrown and shaky enough to be dangerous. More than half the house was
in ruins, left just as it had fallen; the roofs had vanished from the bathhouses, some of which were
represented by piles of rubbish; the parts still standing were likewise floorless or roofless. Dilapidation and
decay at every hand! In the courtyard all manner of weeds flourished. Nothing was left to remind the
spectator of the former splendours of that palace.

COMMERCIAL STREET, PORT SAID
Having alluded in this final chapter to the head of our family in Zanzibar, I feel tempted to unveil a few
more episodes from his career. It cuts me deeply to expose one of my own blood, for, all the years of
separation from my people notwithstanding, and regardless of Bargash's cruelty toward me, who once staked
life and property for his success, I have yet an inextinguishable sentiment of family affection. But Seyyid
Bargash is a man without a grain of compassion either for his subjects or his closest of kin.
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It is commonly known in Zanzibar how, upon succeeding to the throne, he imprisoned his next brother,
Khalifa, sans reason or excuse. For years the unfortunate languished in iron footrings weighted with chains.
Why? Nobody ever could tell. Perhaps he feared that Khalifa, being nearest in succession, might head just
such a conspiracy as himself once had fomented against Majid. When a sister whom he had affronted was
starting on a pilgrimage to Mecca, Bargash's conscience disturbed him, and he entreated her pardon; he
dared not face a curse invoked upon him in the Prophet's holy city. Yet she declined to forgive him until he
released his innocent brother.
Nevertheless, Bargash continued to keep an eye on Khalifa and his friends. Learning that one of his
brother's intimates was well blessed with worldly goods, he recollected how alliances with rich chiefs had
once been important to himself, and determined to rid his heir presumptive of any such valuable support. So
he sent for Khalifa's friend, and said to him, in substance: "I have heard that you propose to sell your
plantations; tell me how much you expect, as I should like to acquire them." "That must be a mistake,"
replied the other; "I never had an idea of selling my property." "But," returned the Sultan, "it will be to your
advantage if you sell me your land. Think the matter over."
Soon he was summoned into the royal presence again, and once more he explained that he had no design
of selling, this time however receiving the conclusive answer: "It is not of the slightest consequence what
your intentions may be. I will give you fifty thousand dollars. Here is an order for the money." Sorrowfully
the poor wretch took himself off – to meet with a still worse blow. Because when he tried to cash the order he
was informed that the sum was payable in twenty yearly instalments of two thousand five hundred dollars
each. The man was therefore ruined – exactly what the Sultan had planned.
Another incident, that makes me blush with shame, and fills my soul with pity: A malicious piece of slander
had spread concerning one of my sisters; she was alleged to be in love with someone not approved of by
Bargash for a brother-in-law. The Sultan went to her, charging her with the offence. In vain did she protest
total ignorance of the affair: this tender-hearted brother personally administered fifty lashes to his own sister
with a cane! As a consequence she was laid up in bed for a month, and suffered from the effects of his brutal
treatment long after. No doubt he will some day have prayers said over her grave, as in the case of his
Circassian wife.
You often hear how highly Europeans praise the Sultan of Zanzibar's affability; the real truth may be
judged from what I have written about him. Certainly, at the bottom of his heart he hates nothing more than
the mere name of a European. And what of his pretended friendship toward Germany? I fancy the German
East African society possesses material enough to disprove it.
That I could not expect much from Seyyid Bargash in liquidation of my private claims may readily be
understood. The newspapers spread the fictitious report that I went back to Germany in full possession of my
inheritance, this amounting to the proceeds derived from the sale of twenty-eight houses. I received not a
single penny; my claims, acknowledged as just even by the British consul-general – and that is saying a great
deal – remain unsettled to this day. The stupendous figure of six thousand rupees (about five hundred pounds
sterling), which my opulent brother proffered as a total settlement, I declined with thanks. Since Bargash's
accession five of my brothers, five sisters, my aunt Assha, three nieces, one nephew, and a rich stepmother
have died, and I am entitled to a share of all their property. The Sultan rejected the reconciliation with me
suggested by the German government in empty phrases; he must have congratulated himself when my
persona affairs became overshadowed by political questions.
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Another unpleasant matter. Everyone familiar with Zanzibar is fully aware that the Sultan rules but in
small things, whereas the British consul-general manages the rest. His very enemies admit him to be an
accomplished diplomat. Now, were I as inexperienced as to diplomatic practice and strategy as I was ten
years ago, and did I take each well-sounding word for true coinage, I should most likely have believed what
the consul-general told a high officer belonging to the German fleet – that he regretted immensely not to
have been able to do something for me – that unluckily no opportunity had presented itself for him to see the
Sultan and to express my wishes in that quarter. I soon discovered that a fortnight earlier the gentleman had
spent several days with the Sultan on one of his estates. One also hears of an active telephone wire
connecting the Sultan's palace with his Britannic Majesty's consulate-general.

From Stereograph. Copyright 1906, by Underwood & Underwood, New York

THE PORT OF ADEN
While nearing Zanzibar, I felt extreme doubts as to the reception that awaited me there. I hardly expected
my brother would disregard German wishes entirely, and I was not mistaken. And I was prepared for his
merely tolerating my presence in the island out of consideration for Germany. The villainous treatment he
had given other brothers and sisters of mine certainly prognosticated no friendly spirit. But then there was
the further question – how would the people take my arrival? To which I can fortunately answer that I got the
warmest welcome. Arabs, Hindus, and natives all joined in begging me to spend the rest of my days in
Zanzibar. This confirmed my belief that they entertained no religious prejudice against me for having turned
Christian. Indeed, one Arab said that he always looked upon me as my father's daughter, that my change of
religion had been decreed from the beginning of the world, that my departure and return had both been
ordained under the Divine will. "And now," he added, "surely you and your children are going to stay with
us."
Such proofs of attachment and devotion, combined with the blissful joy of having seen my dear country
once more, have sustained my soul in many a heavy hour, have made my voyage an event of lifelong
happiness, and I cannot but humbly offer repeated praise and gratitude to God for His great goodness and
mercy.
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My second parting from home was not accomplished without bitter pangs, shared by my friends, of whose
farewell letter, written in Arabic and sent to me in Germany, I now give a literal translation as a fitting
conclusion to my book:
"They went hence without telling me they were going;
That tore my heart, and filled my soul with a consuming fire.
Oh, that I had clung hard to their necks when they left us:
For they might have sat on my head and walked on my eyes!
They dwell in my heart, and when they went
They hurt my soul as it had never been hurt before.
My body is wasted, and my tears flow without ceasing;
One after another they roll over my cheeks like the waves of the sea.
Oh, Lord of the universe, bring us together ere we die,
Even though it be but a few days before!
If we live, we shall meet again,
And when we die the immortal part of us shall survive.
Oh, that I were a bird:
Then would I longingly soar away after them!
But how can a bird fly whose wings are clipped?"
THE END
About This Edition
Size and placement of illustrations may vary from the originals.
Edited by Mary Mark Ockerbloom
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CAN THE DOUBLE MURDER?

by H. P. Blavatsky
To the Editor of The Sun.
Sir, — One morning in 1867 Eastern Europe was startled by news
of the most horrifying description. Michael Obrenovitch, reigning
Prince of Serbia, his aunt, the Princess Catherine or Katinka, and
her daughter had been murdered in broad daylight, near
Belgrade, in their own garden, assassin or assassins remaining
unknown. The Prince had received several bullet-shots, and stabs,
and his body was actually butchered; the Princess was killed on
the spot, her head smashed, and her young daughter, though still
alive, was not expected to survive. The circumstances are too
recent to have been forgotten, but in that part of the world, at the
time, the case created a delirium of excitement.
In the Austrian dominions and in those under the doubtful
protectorate of Turkey, from Bucharest down to Trieste, no high
family felt secure. In those half Oriental countries every
Montecchi has its Capuletti, and it was rumoured that the bloody
deed was perpetrated by the Prince Kara-Gueorguevitch, or
"Tzerno-Gueorgey," as he is usually called in those parts. Several
persons innocent of the act were, as is usual in such cases
imprisoned, and the real murderers escaped justice. A young
relative of the victim, greatly beloved by his people, a mere child,
taken for the purpose from a school in Paris, was brought over in
ceremony to Belgrade and proclaimed Hospodar of Serbia. In the
turmoil of political excitement the tragedy of Belgrade was
forgotten by all but an old Serbian matron who had been
attached to the Obrenovitch family, and who, like Rachel, would
not be comforted for the death of her children. After the

proclamation of the young Obrenovitch, nephew of the murdered
man, she had sold out her property and disappeared; but not
before taking a solemn vow on the tombs of the victims to avenge
their deaths.
The writer of this truthful narrative had passed a few days at
Belgrade, about three months before the horrid deed was
perpetrated, and knew the Princess Katinka. She was a kind,
gentle, and lazy creature at home; abroad she seemed a
Parisienne in manners and education. As nearly all the
personages who will figure in this true story are still living, it is
but decent that I should withhold their names, and give only
initials.
The old Serbian lady seldom left her house, going but to see the
Princess occasionally. Crouched on a pile of pillows and
carpeting, clad in the picturesque national dress, she looked like
the Cumaean sibyl in her days of calm repose. Strange stories
were whispered about her Occult knowledge, and thrilling
accounts circulated sometimes among the guests assembled
round the fireside of the modest inn. Our fat landlord's maiden
aunt's cousin had been troubled for some time past by a
wandering vampire, and had been bled nearly to death by the
nocturnal visitor, and while the efforts and exorcisms of the
parish pope had been of no avail, the victim was luckily delivered
by Gospoja P---, who had put to flight the disturbing ghost by
merely shaking her fist at him, and shaming him in his own
language. It was in Belgrade that I learned for the first time this
highly interesting fact in philology, namely, that spooks have a
language of their own. The old lady, whom I will call Gospoja P-—
, was generally attended by another personage destined to be the
principal actress in our tale of horror. It was a young gipsy girl
from some part of Roumania, about fourteen years of age. Where
she was born, and who she was, she seemed to know as little as

anyone else. I was told she had been brought one day by a party
of strolling gipsies, and left in the yard of the old lady, from which
moment she became an inmate of the house. She was nicknamed
"the sleeping girl," as she was said to be gifted with the faculty of
apparently dropping asleep wherever she stood, and speaking her
dreams aloud. The girl's heathen name was Frosya.
About eighteen months after the news of the murder had reached
Italy, where I was at the time, I travelled over the Banat in a small
waggon of my own, hiring a horse whenever I needed one. I met
on my way an old Frenchman, a scientist, travelling alone after
my own fashion, but with the difference that while he was a
pedestrian, I dominated the road from the eminence of a throne
of dry hay in a jolting waggon. I discovered him one fine morning
slumbering in a wilderness of shrubs and flowers, and had nearly
passed over him, absorbed as I was in the contemplation of the
surrounding glorious scenery. The acquaintance was soon made,
no great ceremony of mutual introduction being needed. I had
heard his name mentioned in circles interested in mesmerism,
and knew him to be a powerful adept of the school of Dupotet.
"I have found," he remarked, in the course of the conversation
after I had made him share my seat of hay, "one of the most
wonderful subjects in this lovely Thebaide. I have an
appointment to-night with the family. They are seeking to unravel
the mystery of a murder by means of the clairvoyance of the girl .
. . she is wonderful!"
"Who is she?" I asked.
"A Roumanian gipsy. She was brought up, it appears, in the family
of the Serbian reigning Prince, who reigns no more, for he was
very mysteriously mur-— Halloo, take care! Diable, you will upset
us over the precipice!" he hurriedly exclaimed, unceremoniously
snatching from me the reins, and giving the horse a violent pull.

"You do not mean Prince Obrenovitch? " I asked aghast.
"Yes, I do; and him precisely. To-night I have to be there, hoping
to close a series of seances by finally developing a most
marvellous manifestation of the hidden power of the human
spirit; and you may come with me. I will introduce you; and
besides, you can help me as an interpreter, for they do not speak
French."
As I was pretty sure that if the somnambule was Frosya, the rest
of the family must be Gospoja P---, I readily accepted. At sunset we
were at the foot of the mountain, leading to the old castle, as the
Frenchman called the place. It fully deserved the poetical name
given it. There was a rought bench in the depths of one of the
shadowy retreats, and as we stopped at the entrance of this
poetical place, and the Frenchman was gallantly busying himself
with my horse on the suspicious-looking bridge which led across
the water to the entrance gate, I saw a tall figure slowly rise from
the bench and come towards us.
It was my old friend Gospoja P---, looking more pale and more
mysterious than ever. She exhibited no surprise at seeing me, but
simply greeting me after the Serbian fashion, with a triple kiss on
both cheeks, she took hold of my hand and led me straight to the
nest of ivy. Half reclining on a small carpet spread on the tall
grass, with her back leaning against the wall, I recognized our
Frosya.
She was dressed in the national costume of the Wallachian
women, a sort of gauze turban intermingled with various gilt
medals and bands on her head, white shirt with opened sleeves,
and petticoats of variegated colours. Her face looked deadly pale,
her eyes were closed, and her countenance presented that stony,
sphinx-like look which characterizes in such a peculiar way the

entranced clairvoyant somnambule. If it were not for the heaving
motion of her chest and bosom, ornamented by rows of medals
and bead necklaces which feebly tinkled at every breath, one
might have thought her dead, so, lifeless and corpse-like was her
face. The Frenchman informed me that he had sent her to sleep
just as we were approaching the house, and that she now was as
he had left her the previous night; he then began busying himself
with the sujet, as he called Frosya. Paying no further attention to
us, he shook her by the hand, and then making a few rapid passes
stretched out her arm and stiffened it. The arm as rigid as iron,
remained in that position. He then closed all her fingers but one
— the middle finger — which he caused to point at the evening
star, which twinkled in the deep blue sky. Then he turned round
and went over from right to left, throwing on some of his fluids
here, again discharging them at another place; busying himself
with his invisible but potent fluids, like a painter with his brush
when giving the last touches to a picture.
The old lady, who had silently watched him, with her chin in her
hand the while, put her thin, skeleton-looking hands on his arm
and arrested it, as he was preparing himself to begin the regular
mesmeric passes.
"Wait," she whispered, "till the star is set and the ninth hour
completed. The Vourdalaki are hovering round; they may spoil
the influence."
"What does she say?" enquired the mesmerizer, annoyed at her
interference.
I explained to him that the old lady feared the pernicious
influences of the Vourdalaki.
"Vourdalaki! What's that — the Vourdalaki?" exclaimed the
Frenchman. "Let us be satisfied with Christian spirits, if they

honour us to-night with a visit, and lose no time for the
Vourdalaki!"
I glanced at the Gospoja. She had become deathly pale and her
brow was sternly knitted over her flashing black eyes.
"Tell him not to jest at this hour of the night!" she cried. "He does
not know the country. Even this holy church may fail to protect us
once the Vourdalaki are roused. What's this?" pushing with her
foot a bundle of herbs the botanizing mesmerizer had laid near
on the grass. She bent over the collection and anxiously examined
the contents of the bundle, after which she flung the whole into
the water.
"It must not be left here," she firmly added; "these are the St.
John's plants, and they might attract the wandering ones."
Meanwhile the night had come, and the moon illuminated the
landscape with a pale, ghostly light. The nights in the Banat are
nearly as beautiful as in the East, and the Frenchman had to go on
with his experiments in the open air, as the priest of the church
had prohibited such in the tower, which was used as the
parsonage, for fear of filling the holy precincts with the heretical
devils of the mesmerizer, which, the priest remarked, he would
be unable to exorcise on account of their being foreigners.
The old gentleman had thrown off his travelling blouse, rolled up
his shirt sleeves, and now, striking a theatrical attitude, began a
regular process of mesmerization.
Under his quivering fingers the odile fluid actually seemed to
flash in the twilight. Frosya was placed with her figure facing the
moon, and every motion of the entranced girl was discernible as
in daylight. In a few minutes large drops of perspiration appeared
on her brow, and slowly rolled down her pale face, glittering in
the moonbeams. Then she moved uneasily about and began

chanting a low melody, to the words of which the Gospoja,
anxiously bent over the unconscious girl, was listening with
avidity and trying to catch every syllable. With her thin finger on
her lips, her eyes nearly starting from their sockets, her frame
motionless, the old lady seemed herself transfixed into a statue of
attention. The group was a remarkable one, and I regretted that I
was not a painter. What followed was a scene worthy to figure in
Macbeth. At one side she, the slender girl, pale and corpse-like,
writhing under the invisible fluid of him who for the hour was
her omnipotent master; at the other the old matron, who, burning
with her unquenched fire of revenge, stood waiting for the longexpected name of the Prince's murderer to be at last pronounced.
The Frenchman himself seemed transfigured, his grey hair
standing on end; his bulky clumsy form seemed to have grown in
a few minutes. All theatrical pretence was now gone; there
remained but the mesmerizer, aware of his responsibility,
unconscious himself of the possible results, studying and
anxiously expecting. Suddenly Frosya, as if lifted by some
supernatural force, rose from her reclining posture and stood
erect before us, again motionless and still, waiting for the
magnetic fluid to direct her. The Frenchman, silently taking the
old lady's hand, placed it in that of the somnambulist, and
ordered her to put herself en rapport with the Gospoja.
"What seest thou, my daughter?" softly murmured the Serbian
Lady. "Can your spirit seek out the murderers?"
"Search and behold!" sternly commanded the mesmerizer, fixing
his gaze upon the face of the subject.
"I am on my way — I go," faintly whispered Frosya, her voice
seeming not to come from herself, but from the surrounding
atmosphere.
At this moment something so strange took place that I doubt my

ability to describe it. A luminous vapour appeared, closely
surrounding the girl's body. At first about an inch in thickness, it
gradually expanded, and, gathering itself, suddenly seemed to
break off from the body altogether and condense itself into a kind
of semisolid vapour, which very soon assumed the likeness of the
somnambule herself. Flickering about the surface of the earth the
form vacillated for two or three seconds, then glided noiselessly
toward the river. It disappeared like a mist, dissolved in the
moonbeams, which seemed to absorb it altogether.
I had followed the scene with an intense attention. The
mysterious operation, know in the East as the evocation of the
scin-lecca, was taking place before my own eyes. To doubt was
impossible, and Dupotet was right in saying that mesmerism is
the conscious Magic of the ancients, and Spiritualism the
unconscious effect of the same Magic upon certain organisms.
As soon as the vaporous double had smoked itself through the
pores of the girl, Gospoja had, by a rapid motion of the hand
which was left free, drawn from under her pelisse something
which looked to us suspiciously like a small stiletto, and placed it
as rapidly in the girl's bosom. The action was so quick that the
mesmerizer, absorbed in his work, had not remarked it, as he
afterwards told me. A few minutes elapsed in a dead silence. We
seemed a group of petrified persons. Suddenly a thrilling and
transpiercing cry burst from the entranced girl's lips, she bent
forward, and snatching the stiletto from her bosom, plunged it
furiously round her, in the air, as if pursuing imaginary foes. Her
mouth foamed, and incoherent, wild exclamations broke from
her lips, among which discordant sounds I discerned, several
times two familiar Christian names of men. The mesmerizer was
so terrified that he lost all control over himself, and instead of
withdrawing the fluid he loaded the girl with it still more.

"Take care," exclaimed I. "Stop! You will kill her, or she will kill
you!"
But the Frenchman had unwittingly raised subtle potencies of
Nature over which he had no control. Furiously turning round,
the girl struck at him a blow which would have killed him had he
not avoided it by jumping aside, receiving but a severe scratch on
the right arm. The poor man was panic-stricken; climbing with an
extraordinary agility, for a man of his bulky form, on the wall
over her, he fixed himself on it astride, and gathering the
remnants of his will power, sent in her direction a series of
passes. At the second, the girl dropped the weapon and remained
motionless.
"What are you about?" hoarsely shouted the mesmerizer in
French, seated like some monstrous night-globin on the wall.
`Answer me, I command you!"
"I did . . . but what she . . . whom you ordered me to obey . . .
commanded me to do," answered the girl in French, to my
amazement.
"What did the old witch command you?" irreverently asked he.
"To find them . . . who murdered . . . kill them . . . I did so . . . and
they are no more . . . Avenged! . . . Avenged! They are . . ."
An exclamation of triumph, a loud shout of infernal joy, rang loud
in the air, and awakening the dogs of the neighbouring villages a
responsive howl of barking began from that moment, like a
ceaseless echo of the Gospoja's cry:
"I am avenged! I feel it; I know it. My warning heart tells me that
the fiends are no more." She fell panting on the ground, dragging
down, in her fall, the girl, who allowed herself to be pulled down
as if she were a bag of wool.

"I hope my subject did no further mischief to-night. She is a
dangerous as well as a very wonderful subject," said the
Frenchman.
We parted. Three days after that I was at T---, and as I was sitting
in the dining-room of a restaurant, waiting for my lunch, I
happened to pick up a newspaper, and the first lines I read ran
thus:
VIENNA, 186--. Two Mysterious Deaths.
Last evening, at 9:45, as P-— was about to retire, two of the
gentlemen-in-waiting suddenly exhibited great terror, as
though they had seen a dreadful apparition. They
screamed, staggered, and ran about the room, holding up
their hands as if to ward off the blows of an unseen
weapon. They paid no attention to the eager questions of
the prince and suite, but presently fell writhing upon the
floor, and expired in great agony. Their bodies exhibited no
appearance of apoplexy, nor any external marks of
wounds, but, wonderful to relate, there were numerous
dark spots and long marks upon the skin, as though they
were stabs and slashes made without puncturing the
cuticle. The autopsy revealed the fact that beneath each of
these mysterious discolourations there was a deposit of
coagulated blood. The greatest excitement prevails, and the
faculty are unable to solve the mystery.
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AN UNSOLVED MYSTERY

by H. P. Blavatsky
The circumstances attending the sudden death of M. Delessert,
inspector of the Police de Surete, seem to have made such an
impression upon the Parisian authorities that they were recorded
in unusual detail. Omitting all particulars except what are
necessary to explain matters, we produce here the undoubtedly
strange history.
In the fall of 1861 there came to Paris a man who called himself
Vic de Lassa, and was so inscribed upon his passports. He came
from Vienna, and said he was a Hungarian, who owned estates on
the borders of the Banat, not far from Zenta. He was a small man,
aged thirty-five, with pale and mysterious face, long blonde hair,
a vague, wandering blue eye, and a mouth of singular firmness.
He dressed carelessly and unaffectedly, and spoke and talked
without much empressement. His companion, presumably his
wife, on the other hand, ten years younger than himself, was a
strikingly beautiful woman, of that dark, rich, velvety, luscious,
pure Hungarian type which is so nigh akin to the gipsy blood. At
the theatres, on the Bois, at the cafes, on the boulevards, and
everywhere that idle Paris disports itself, Madame Aimee de
Lassa attracted great attention and made a sensation.
They lodged in luxurious apartments on the Rue Richelieu,
frequented the best places, received good company, entertained
handsomely, and acted in every way as if possessed of
considerable wealth. Lassa had always a good balance chez
Schneider, Ruter et Cie, the Austrian bankers in Rue Rivoli, and
wore diamonds of conspicuous lustre.

How did it happen then, that the Prefect of Police saw fit to
suspect Monsieur and Madame de Lassa, and detailed Paul
Delessert, one of the most ruse inspectors of the force, to "pipe"
him? The fact is, the insignificant man with the splendid wife was
a very mysterious personage, and it is the habit of the police to
imagine that mystery always hides either the conspirator, the
adventurer, or the charlatan. The conclusion to which the Prefect
had come in regard to M. de Lassa was that he was an adventurer
and charlatan too. Certainly a successful one, then, for he was
singularly unobtrusive and had in no way trumpeted the wonders
which it was his mission to perform, yet in a few weeks after he
had established himself in Paris the salon of M. de Lassa was the
rage, and the number of persons who paid the fee of 100 francs
for a single peep into his magic crystal, and a single message by
his spiritual telegraph, was really astonishing. The secret of this
was that M. de Lassa was a conjurer and deceiver, whose
pretensions were omniscient and whose predictions always came
true.
Delessert did not find it very difficult to get an introduction and
admission to De Lassa's salon. The receptions occurred every
other day — two hours in the forenoon, three hours in the
evening. It was evening when Inspector Delessert called in his
assumed character of M. Flabry, virtuoso in jewels and a convert
to Spiritualism. He found the handsome parlours brilliantly
lighted, and a charming assemblage gathered of well-pleased
guests, who did not at all seem to have come to learn their
fortunes or fates, while contributing to the income of their host,
but rather to be there out of complaisance to his virtues and gifts.
Mme. de Lassa performed upon the piano or conversed from
group to group in a way that seemed to be delightful, while M. de
Lassa walked about or sat in his insignificant, unconcerned way,
saying a word now and then, but seeming to shun everything that

was conspicuous. Servants handed about refreshments, ices,
cordials, wines, etc., and Delessert could have fancied himself to
have dropped in upon a quite modest evening entertainment,
altogether en regle, but for one or two noticeable circumstances
which his observant eyes quickly took in.
Except when their host or hostess was within hearing the guests
conversed together in low tones, rather mysteriously, and with
not quite so much laughter as is usual on such occasions. At
intervals a very tall and dignified footman would come to a guest,
and, with a profound bow, present him a card on a silver salver.
The guest would then go out, preceded by the solemn servant, but
when he or she returned to the salon — some did not return at all
— they invariably wore a dazed or puzzled look, were confused,
astonished, frightened, or amused. All this was so unmistakably
genuine, and De Lassa and his wife seemed so unconcerned
amidst it all, not to say distinct from it all, that Delessert could not
avoid being forcibly struck and considerably puzzled.
Two or three little incidents, which came under Delessert's own
immediate observation, will suffice to make plain the character of
the impressions made upon those present. A couple of gentlemen,
both young, both of good social condition, and evidently very
intimate friends, were conversing together and tutoying one
another at a great rate, when the dignified footman summoned
Alphonse. He laughed gaily, "Tarry a moment, cher Auguste," said
he, "and thou shalt know all the particulars of this wonderful
fortune!" "Eh bien!" A minute had scarcely elapsed when
Alphonse returned to the salon. His face was white and bore an
appearance of concentrated rage that was frightful to witness. He
came straight to Auguste, his eyes flashing, and bending his face
toward his friend, who changed colour and recoiled, he hissed out
"Monsieur Lefebure, vous etes un lache!" "Very well, Monsieur
Meunier," responded Auguste, in the same low tone, "tomorrow

morning at six o'clock!" "It is settled, false friend, execrable
traitor!" "A la mort!" rejoined Alphonse, walking off. "Cela va sans
dire!" muttered Auguste, going towards the hat-room.
A diplomatist of distinction, representative at Paris of a
neighbouring state, an elderly gentleman of superb aplomb and
most commanding appearance, was summoned to the oracle by
the bowing footman. After being absent about five minutes he
returned, and immediately made his way through the press to M.
de Lassa, who was standing not far from the fireplace, with his
hands in his pockets and a look of utmost indifference upon his
face.
Delessert standing near, watched the interview with eager
interest.
"I am exceedingly sorry," said General Von —, "to have to absent
myself so soon from your interesting salon, M. de Lassa, but the
result of my seance convinces me that my dispatches have been
tampered with." "I am sorry," responded M. de Lassa, with an air
of languid but courteous interest; "I hope you may be able to
discover which of your servants has been unfaithful." "I am going
to do that now," said the General, adding, in significant tones, "I
shall see that both he and his accomplices do not escape severe
punishment." "That is the only course to pursue, Monsieur le
Comte." The ambassador stared, bowed, and took his leave with a
bewilderment in his face that was beyond the power of his tact to
control.
In the course of the evening M. de Lassa went carelessly to the
piano, and, after some indifferent vague preluding, played a
remarkably effective piece of music, in which the turbulent life
and buoyancy of bacchanalian strains melted gently, almost
imperceptibly away, into a sobbing wail of regret, and languor,
and weariness, and despair. It was beautifully rendered, and

made a great impression upon the guests, one of whom, a lady,
cried, "How lovely, how sad! Did you compose that yourself, M. de
Lassa?" He looked towards her absently for an instant, then
replied: "I? Oh, no! That is merely a reminiscence, madame." "Do
you know who did compose it, M. de Lassa?" enquired a virtuoso
present. "I believe it was originally written by Ptolemy Auletes,
the father of Cleopatra," said M. de Lassa, in his indifferent
musing way; "but not in its present form. It has been twice rewritten to my knowledge; still, the air is substantially the same."
"From whom did you get it, M. de Lassa, if I may ask?" persisted
the gentleman. "Certainly, certainly! The last time I heard it
played was by Sebastian Bach; but that was Palestrina's — the
present — version. I think I prefer that of Guido of Arezzo — it is
ruder, but has more force. I got the air from Guido himself." "You
— from — Guido!" cried the astonished gentleman. "Yes,
monsieur," answered De Lassa, rising from the piano with his
usual indifferent air. "Mon Dieu cried the virtuoso, putting his
hand to his head after the manner of Mr. Twemlow, "Mon Dieu!
that was in Anno Domini 1022." "A little later than that — July,
1031, if I remember rightly," courteously corrected M. de Lassa.
At this moment the tall footman bowed before M. Delessert, and
presented the salver containing the card. Delessert took it and
read: "On vous accorde trente-cing secondes, M. Flabry, tout au
plus!" Delessert followed; the footman opened the door of another
room and bowed again, signifying that Delessert was to enter.
"Ask no questions," he said briefly; "Sidi is mute." Delessert
entered the room and the door closed behind him. It was a small
room, with a strong smell of frankincense pervading it; the walls
were covered completely with red hangings that concealed the
windows, and the floor was felted with a thick carpet. Opposite
the door, at the upper end of the room near the ceiling was the
face of a large clock, under it, each lighted by tall wax candles,

were two small tables, containing, the one an apparatus very like
the common registering telegraph instrument, the other a crystal
globe about twenty inches in diameter, set upon an exquisitely
wrought tripod of gold and bronze intermingled. By the side of
the door stood a man jet black in colour, wearing a white turban
and burnous, and having a sort of wand of silver in one hand.
With the other he took Delessert by the right arm above the
elbow, and led him quickly up the room. He pointed to the clock,
and it struck an alarum; he pointed to the crystal. Delessert bent
over, looked into it, and saw — a facsimile of his own sleepingroom, everything photographed exactly. Sidi did not give him
time to exclaim, but still holding him by the arm, took him to the
other table. The telegraph-like instrument began to click-click.
Sidi opened the drawer, drew out a slip of paper, crammed it into
Delessert's hand, and pointed to the clock, which struck again,
The thirty-five seconds were expired. Sidi, still retaining hold of
Delessert's arm, pointed to the door and led him towards it. The
door opened, Sidi pushed him out, the door closed, the tall
footman stood there bowing — the interview with the oracle is
over. Delessert glanced at the piece of paper in his hand. It was a
printed scrap, capital letters, and read simply: "To M. Paul
Delessert: The policeman is always welcome, the spy is always in
danger!"
Delessert was dumbfounded a moment to find his disguise
detected, but the words of the tall footman, "This way if you
please, M. Flabry," brought him to his senses. Setting his lips, he
returned to the salon, and without delay sought M. de Lassa. "Do
you know the contents of this?" asked he, showing the message. "I
know everything, M. Delessert," answered De Lassa, in his
careless way." Then perhaps you are aware that I mean to expose
a charlatan, and unmask a hypocrite, or perish in the attempt?"
said Delessert. "Cela m'est egal, monsieur," replied De Lassa. "You

accept my challenge then?" "Oh! it is a defiance, then?" replied De
Lassa, letting his eye rest a moment upon Delessert, "mais oui, je
1'accepte! And thereupon Delessert departed.
Delessert now set to work aided by all the forces the Prefect of
Police could bring to bear, to detect and expose this consummate
sorcerer, who the ruder processes of our ancestors would easily
have disposed of — by combustion. Persistent enquiry satisfied
Delessert that the man was neither a Hungarian nor was named
De Lassa; that no matter how far back his power of
"reminiscence" might extend, in his present and immediate form
he had been born in this unregenerate world in the toy-making
city of Nuremburg; that he was noted in boyhood for his great
turn for ingenious manufactures, but was very wild, and a
mauvais sujet. In his sixteenth year he escaped to Geneva and
apprenticed himself to a maker of watches and instruments. Here
he had been seen by the celebrated Robert Houdin, the
prestidigitateur. Houdin recognizing the lad's talents, and being
himself a maker of ingenious automata, had taken him off to
Paris and employed him in his own workshops, as well as for an
assistant in the public performances of his amusing and curious
diablerie. After staying with Houdin some years, Pflock Haslich
(which was De Lassa's right name) had gone East in the suite of a
Turkish Pasha, and after many years' roving, in lands where he
could not be traced under a cloud of pseudonyms, had finally
turned up in Venice, and come thence to Paris.
Delessert next turned his attention to Mme. de Lassa. It was more
difficult to get a clue by means of which to know her past life; but
it was necessary in order to understand enough about Haslich. At
last, through an accident, it became probable that Mme. Aimee
was identical with a certain Mme. Schlaff, who had been rather
conspicuous among the demi-monde of Buda. Delessert posted off
to that ancient city, and thence went into the wilds of

Transylvania to Mengyco. On his return, as soon as he reached
the telegraph and civilization, he telegraphed the Prefect from
Kardszag: "Don't lose sight of my man, nor let him leave Paris. I
will run him in for you two days after I get back."
It happened that on the day of Delessert's return to Paris the
Prefect was absent, being with the Emperor at Cherbourg. He
came back on the fourth day, just twenty-four hours after the
announcement of Delessert's death. That happened, as near as
could be gathered, in this wise: The night after Delessert's return
he was present at De Lassa's salon with a ticket of admittance to a
seance. He was very completely disguised as a decrepit old man,
and fancied that it was impossible for any one to detect him.
Nevertheless, when he was taken into the room, and looked into
the crystal, he was utterly horror-stricken to see there a picture of
himself, lying face down and senseless upon the side-walk of a
street; and the message he received read thus: "What you have
seen will be, Delessert, in three days. Prepare!" The detective,
unspeakably shocked, retired from the house at once and sought
his own lodgings.
In the morning he came to the office in a state of extreme
dejection. He was completely unnerved. In relating to a brother
inspector what had occurred, he said "That man can do what he
promises, I am doomed!"
He said that he thought he could make a complete case out
against Haslich alias De Lassa, but could not do so without seeing
the Prefect and getting instructions. He would tell nothing in
regard to his discoveries in Buda and in Transylvania — said he
was not at liberty to do so — and repeatedly exclaimed: "Oh! if M.
le Prefect were only here!" He was told to go to the Prefect at
Cherbourg, but refused upon the ground that his presence was
needed in Paris. He time and again averred his conviction that he

was a doomed man, and showed himself both vacillating and
irresolute in his conduct, and extremely nervous. He was told that
he was perfectly safe, since De Lassa and all his household were
under constant surveillance; to which he replied, "You do not
know the man." An inspector was detailed to accompany
Delessert, never to lose sight of him night and day, and guard him
carefully; and proper precautions were taken in regard to his
food and drink, while the guards watching De Lassa were
doubled.
On the morning of the third day, Delessert, who had been staying
chiefly indoors, avowed his determination to go at once and
telegraph to M. le Prefect to return immediately. With this
intention he and his brother officer started out. Just as they got to
the corner of the Rue de Lanery and the Boulevard, Delessert
stopped suddenly and put his hand to his forehead.
"My God!" he cried, "the crystal! the picture!" and fell prone upon
his face, insensible. He was taken at once to a hospital, but only
lingered a few hours, never regaining his consciousness. Under
express instruction from the authorities, a most careful, minute,
and thorough autopsy was made of Delessert's body by several
distinguished surgeons, whose unanimous opinion was, that the
cause of his death was apoplexy, due to fatigue and nervous
excitement.
As soon as Delessert was sent to the hospital, his brother
inspector hurried to the Central Office, and De Lassa, together
with his wife and everyone connected with the establishment,
were at once arrested. De Lassa smiled contemptuously as they
took him away. "I knew you were coming; I prepared for it; you
will be glad to release me again."
It was quite true that De Lassa had prepared for them. When the
house was searched it was found that every paper had been

burned, the crystal globe was destroyed, and in the room of the
seances was a great heap of delicate machinery broken into
indistinguishable bits. "That cost me 200,000 francs," said De
Lassa, pointing to the pile, "but it has been a good investment."
The walls and floors were ripped out in several places, and the
damage to the property was considerable. In prison neither De
Lassa nor his associates made any revelations. The notion that
they had something to do with Delessert's death was quickly
dispelled, in a legal point of view, and all the party but De Lassa
were released. He was still detained in prison, upon one pretext,
or another, when one morning he was found hanging by a silk
sash to the cornice of the room where he was confined — dead.
The night before, it was afterwards discovered, Madame de Lassa
had eloped with a tall footman, taking the Nubian Sidi with them.
De Lassa's secrets died with him.
-------"It is an interesting story, that article of yours in to-day's Scientist.
But is it a record of facts, or a tissue of the imagination? If true,
why not state the source of it, in other words, specify your
authority for it."
The above is not signed, but we would take the opportunity to say
that the story, "An Unsolved Mystery," was published because we
considered the main points of the narrative — the prophecies,
and the singular death of the officer — to be psychic phenomena,
that have been, and can be, again produced. Why quote
"authorities"? The Scriptures tell us of the death of Ananias,
under the stern rebuke from Peter; here we have a phenomenon
of a similar nature. Ananias is supposed to have suffered instant
death from fear. Few can realize this power governed by spiritual
laws, but those who have trod the boundary line and know some
few of the things that can be done, will see no great mystery in

this, nor in the story published last week. We are not speaking in
mystical tones. Ask the powerful mesmerist if there is danger that
the subject may pass out of his control? — if he could will the
spirit out, never to return? It is capable of demonstration that the
mesmerist can act on a subject at a distance of many miles; and it
is no less certain that, the majority of mesmerists know little or
nothing of the laws that govern their powers.
It may be a pleasant dream to attempt to conceive of the beauties
of the spirit-world; but the time can be spent more profitably in a
study of the spirit itself, and it is not necessary that the subject for
study should be in the spirit-world.
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Nightmare Tales — H. P. Blavatsky

KARMIC VISIONS

by H. P. Blavatsky, under the pen name "Sanjna"
Oh, sad no more! Oh, sweet No more!
Oh, strange No more!
By a mossed brook bank on a stone
I smelt a wild weed-flower alone;
There was a ringing in my ears,
And both my eyes gushed out with tears,
Surely all pleasant things had gone before,
Low buried fathom deep beneath with three, NO MORE. —
Tennyson "The Gem" 1831.
I

A camp filled with war-chariots, neighing horses and legions of
long-haired soldiers . . .
A regal tent, gaudy in its barbaric splendour. Its linen walls are
weighed down under the burden of arms. In its centre a raised
seat covered with skins, and on it a stalwart, savage-looking
warrior. He passes in review prisoners of war brought in turn
before him, who are disposed of according to the whim of the
heartless despot.
A new captive is now before him, and is addressing him with
passionate earnestness . . . As he listens to her with suppressed
passion in his manly, but fierce, cruel face, the balls of his eyes
become bloodshot and roll with fury. And as he bends forward
with fierce stare, his whole appearance — his matted locks
hanging over the frowning brow, his big-boned body with strong
sinews, and the two large hands resting on the shield placed upon
the right knee — justifies the remark made in hardly audible

whisper by a grey-headed soldier to his neighbour:
"Little mercy shall the holy prophetess receive at the hands of
Clovis!"
The captive, who stands between two Burgundian warriors,
facing the ex-prince of the Salians, now king of all the Franks, is
an old woman with silver-white dishevelled hair, hanging over
her skeleton-like shoulders. In spite of her great age, her tall
figure is erect; and the inspired black eyes look proudly and
fearlessly into the cruel face of the treacherous son of Gilderich.
"Aye, King," she says, in a loud, ringing voice. "Aye, thou art great
and mighty now, but thy days are numbered, and thou shalt reign
but three summers longer. Wicked thou wert born . . . perfidious
thou art to thy friends and allies, robbing more than one of his
lawful crown. Murderer of thy next-of-kin, thou who addest to the
knife and spear in open warfare, dagger, poison and treason,
beware how thou dearest with the servant of Nerthus!"*
* " The Nourishing " (Tacit. Germ. XI) — the Earth, a MotherGoddess, the most beneficent deity of the ancient Germans.
"Ha, ha, ha! . . . old hag of Hell!" chuckles the King, with an evil,
ominous sneer. "Thou hast crawled out of the entrails of thy
mother-goddess truly. Thou fearest not my wrath? It is well. But
little need I fear thine empty imprecations . . . I, a baptized
Christian!"
"So, so," replies the Sybil. "All know that Clovis has abandoned the
gods of his fathers; that he has lost all faith in the warning voice
of the white horse of the Sun, and that out of fear of the Allimani
he went serving on his knees Remigius, the servant of the
Nazarene, at Rheims. But hast thou become any truer in thy new
faith? Hast thou not murdered in cold blood all thy brethren who
trusted in thee, after, as well as before, thy apostasy? Hast not

thou plighted troth to Alaric, the King of the West Goths, and hast
thou not killed him by stealth, running thy spear into his back
while he was bravely fighting an enemy? And is it thy new faith
and thy new gods that teach thee to be devising in thy black soul
even now foul means against Theodoric, who put thee down? . . .
Beware, Clovis, beware! For now the gods of thy fathers have
risen against thee! Beware, I say, for . . . "
"Woman!" fiercely cries the King — "Woman, cease thy insane
talk and answer my question. Where is the treasure of the grove
amassed by thy priests of Satan, and hidden after they had been
driven away by the Holy Cross? . . . Thou alone knowest. Answer,
or by Heaven and Hell I shall thrust thy evil tongue down thy
throat for ever!" . . .
She heeds not the threat, but goes on calmly and fearlessly as
before, as if she had not heard.
The gods say, Clovis, thou art accursed Clovis, thou shalt be
reborn among thy present enemies, and suffer the tortures thou
hast inflicted upon thy victims. All the combined power and glory
thou hast deprived them of shall be thine in prospect, yet thou
shalt never reach it! . . . Thou shalt . . . "
The prophetess never finishes her sentence.
With a terrible oath the King, crouching like a wild beast on his
skin-covered seat, pounces upon her with the leap of a jaguar,
and with one blow fells her to the ground. And as he lifts his
sharp murderous spear the "Holy One" of the Sun-worshipping
tribe makes the air ring with a last imprecation.
"I curse thee, enemy of Nerthus! May my agony be tenfold thine! .
. . May the Great Law avenge. . . .
The heavy spear falls, and, running through the victim's throat,

nails the head to the ground. A stream of hot crimson blood
gushes from the gaping wound and covers king and soldiers with
indelible gore . . .
II

Time — the landmark of gods and men in the boundless field of
Eternity, the murderer of its offspring and of memory in mankind
— time moves on with noiseless, incessant step through aeons
and ages . . . Among millions of other Souls, a Soul-Ego is reborn:
for weal or for woe, who knoweth! Captive in its new human
Form, it grows with it, and together they become, at last,
conscious of their existence.
Happy are the years of their blooming youth, unclouded with
want or sorrow. Neither knows aught of the Past nor of the
Future. For them all is the joyful Present: for the Soul-Ego is
unaware that it had ever lived in other human tabernacles, it
knows not that it shall be again reborn, and it takes no thought of
the morrow.
Its Form is calm and content. It has hitherto given its Soul-Ego no
heavy troubles. Its happiness is due to the continuous mild
serenity of its temper, to the affection it spreads wherever it goes.
For it is a noble Form, and its heart is full of benevolence. Never
has the Form startled its Soul-Ego with a too-violent shock, or
otherwise disturbed the calm placidity of its tenant.
Two score of years glide by like one short pilgrimage; a long walk
through the sun-lit paths of life, hedged by ever-blooming roses
with no thorns. The rare sorrows that befall the twin pair, Form
and Soul, appear to them rather like the pale light of the cold
northern moon, whose beams throw into a deeper shadow all
around the moon-lit objects, than as the blackness of the night,
the night of hopeless sorrow and despair.

Son of a Prince, born to rule himself one day his father's kingdom;
surrounded from his cradle by reverence and honours; deserving
of the universal respect and sure of the love of all — what could
the Soul-Ego desire more for the Form it dwelt in.
And so the Soul-Ego goes on enjoying existence in its tower of
strength, gazing quietly at the panorama of life ever changing
before its two windows — the two kind blue eyes of a loving and
good man.
III

One day an arrogant and boisterous enemy threatens the father's
kingdom, and the savage instincts of the warrior of old awaken in
the Soul-Ego. It leaves its dreamland amid the blossoms of life and
causes its Ego of clay to draw the soldier's blade, assuring him it is
in defence of his country.
Prompting each other to action, they defeat the enemy and cover
themselves with glory and pride. They make the haughty foe bite
the dust at their feet in supreme humiliation. For this they are
crowned by history with the unfading laurels of valour, which are
those of success. They make a footstool of the fallen enemy and
transform their sire's little kingdom into a great empire. Satisfied
they could achieve no more for the present, they return to
seclusion and to the dreamland of their sweet home.
For three lustra more the Soul-Ego sits at its usual post, beaming
out of its windows on the world around. Over its head the sky is
blue and the vast horizons are covered with those seemingly
unfading flowers that grow in the sunlight of health and strength.
All looks fair as a verdant mead in spring . . .
IV

But an evil day comes to all in the drama of being. It waits

through the life of king and of beggar. It leaves traces on the
history of every mortal born from woman, and it can neither be
seared away, entreated, nor propitiated. Health is a dewdrop that
falls from the heavens to vivify the blossoms on earth, only
during the morn'. of life, its spring and summer . . . It has but a
short duration and returns from whence it came — the invisible
realms.
How oft'neath the bud that is brightest and fairest,
The seeds of the canker in embryo lurk!
How oft at the root of the flower that is rarest —
Secure in its ambush the worm is at work. . . . . ."
The running sand which moves downward in the glass, wherein
the hours of human life are numbered, runs swifter. The worm
has gnawed the blossom of health through its heart. The strong
body is found stretched one day on the thorny bed of pain.
The Soul-Ego beams no longer. It sits still and looks sadly out of
what has become its dungeon windows, on the world which is
now rapidly being shrouded for it in the funeral palls of suffering.
Is it the eve of night eternal which is nearing?
V

Beautiful are the resorts on the midland sea. An endless line of
surf-beaten, black, rugged rocks stretches, hemmed in between
the golden sands of the coast and the deep blue waters of the gulf.
They offer their granite breast to the fierce blows of the northwest wind and thus protect the dwellings of the rich that nestle at
their foot on the inland side. The half-ruined cottages on the open
shore are the insufficient shelter of the poor. Their squalid bodies
are often crushed under the walls torn and washed down by wind
and angry wave. But they only follow the great law of the survival
of the fittest. Why should they be protected?

Lovely is the morning when the sun dawns with golden amber
tints and its first rays kiss the cliffs of the beautiful shore. Glad is
the song of the lark, as, emerging from its warm nest of herbs, it
drinks the morning dew from the deep flower-cups; when the tip
of the rosebud thrills under the caress of the first sunbeam, and
earth and heaven smile in mutual greeting. Sad is the Soul-Ego
alone as it gazes on awakening nature from the high couch
opposite the large bay-window.
How calm is the approaching noon as the shadow creeps steadily
on the sundial towards the hour of rest! Now the hot sun begins
to melt the clouds in the limpid air and the last shreds of the
morning mist that lingers on the tops of the distant hills vanish in
it. All nature is prepared to rest at the hot and lazy hour of
midday. The feathered tribes cease their song; their soft, gaudy
wings droop and they hang their drowsy heads, seeking refuge
from the burning heat. A morning lark is busy nestling in the
bordering bushes under the clustering flowers of the
pomegranate and the sweet bay of the Mediterranean. The active
songster has become voiceless.
"Its voice will resound as joyfully again tomorrow!" sighs the
Soul-Ego, as it listens to the dying buzzing of the insects on the
verdant turf. "Shall ever mine?"
And now the flower-scented breeze hardly stirs the languid heads
of the luxuriant plants. A solitary palm-tree, growing out of the
cleft of a moss-covered rock, next catches the eye of the Soul-Ego.
Its once upright, cylindrical trunk has been twisted out of shape
and half-broken by the nightly blasts of the north-west winds.
And as it stretches wearily its drooping feathery arms, swayed to
and fro in the blue pellucid air, its body trembles and threatens to
break in two at the first new gust that may arise.
"And then, the severed part will fall into the sea, and the once

stately palm will be no more," soliloquizes the Soul-Ego as it gazes
sadly out of its windows.
Everything returns to life, in the cool, old bower at the hour of
sunset. The shadows on the sun-dial become with every moment
thicker, and animate nature awakens busier than ever in the
cooler hours of approaching night. Birds and insects chirrup and
buzz their last evening hymns around the tall and still powerful
Form, as it paces slowly and wearily along the gravel walk. And
now its heavy gaze falls wistfully on the azure bosom of the
tranquil sea. The gulf sparkles like a gem-studded carpet of bluevelvet in the farewell dancing sunbeams, and smiles like a
thoughtless, drowsy child, weary of tossing about. Further on,
calm and serene in its perfidious beauty, the open sea stretches
far and wide the smooth mirror of its cool waters — salt and
bitter as human tears. It lies in its treacherous repose like a
gorgeous, sleeping monster, watching over the unfathomed
mystery of its dark abysses. Truly the monumentless cemetry of
the millions sunk in its depths . . .
"Without a grave,
Unknell'd, uncoffined and unknown . . . ."
while the sorry relic of the once noble Form pacing yonder, once
that its hour strikes and the deep-voiced bells toll the knell for the
departed soul, shall be laid out in state and pomp. Its dissolution
will be announced by millions of trumpet voices. Kings, princes
and the mighty ones of the earth will be present at its obsequies,
or will send their representatives with sorrowful faces and
condoling messages to those left behind . . .
"One point gained, over those 'uncoffined and unknown'," is the
bitter reflection of the Soul-Ego.
Thus glides past one day after the other; and as swift-winged

Time urges his flight, every vanishing hour destroying some
thread in the tissue of life, the Soul-Ego is gradually transformed
in its views of things and men. Flitting between two eternities, far
away from its birthplace, solitary among its crowd of physicians,
and attendants, the Form is drawn with every day nearer to its
Spirit-Soul. Another light unapproached and unapproachable in
days of joy, softly descends upon the weary prisoner. It sees now
that which it had never perceived before. . . .
VI

How grand, how mysterious are the spring nights on the seashore
when the winds are chained and the elements lulled! A solemn
silence reigns in nature. Alone the silvery, scarcely audible ripple
of the wave, as it runs caressingly over the moist sand, kissing
shells and pebbles on its up and down journey, reaches the ear
like the regular soft breathing of a sleeping bosom. How small,
how insignificant and helpless feels man, during these quiet
hours, as he stands between the two gigantic magnitudes, the
star-hung dome above, and the slumbering earth below. Heaven
and earth are plunged in sleep, but their souls are awake, and
they confabulate, whispering one to the other mysteries
unspeakable. It is then that the occult side of Nature lifts her dark
veils for us, and reveals secrets we would vainly seek to extort
from her during the day. The firmament, so distant, so far away
from earth, now seems to approach and bend over her. The
sidereal meadows exchange embraces with their more humble
sisters of the earth — the daisy-decked valleys and the green
slumbering fields. The heavenly dome falls prostrate into the
arms of the great quiet sea; and the millions of stars that stud the
former peep into and bathe in every lakelet and pool. To the grieffurrowed soul those twinkling orbs are the eyes of angels. They
look down with ineffable pity on the suffering of mankind. It is
not the night dew that falls on the sleeping flowers, but

sympathetic tears that drop from those orbs, at the sight of the
GREAT HUMAN SORROW . . .
Yes; sweet and beautiful is a southern night. But —
"When silently we watch the bed, by the taper is flickering
light,
When all we love is fading fast — how terrible is night. . . ."
VII

Another day is added to the series of buried days. The far green
hills, and the fragrant boughs of the pomegranate blossom have
melted in the mellow shadows of the night, and both sorrow and
joy are plunged in the lethargy of soul-resting sleep. Every noise
has died out in the royal gardens, and no voice or sound is heard
in that overpowering stillness.
Swift-winged dreams descend from the laughing stars in motley
crowds, and landing upon the earth disperse among mortals and
immortals, amid animals and men. They hover over the sleepers,
each attracted by its affinity and kind; dreams of joy and hope,
balmy and innocent visions, terrible and awesome sights seen
with sealed eyes, sensed by the soul; some instilling happiness
and consolation, others causing sobs to heave the sleeping
bosoms, tears and mental torture, all and one preparing
unconsciously to the sleepers their waking thoughts of the
morrow.
Even in sleep the Soul-Ego finds no rest.
Hot and feverish its body tosses about in restless agony. For it, the
time of happy dreams is now a vanished shadow, a long bygone
recollection. Through the mental agony of the soul, there lies a
transformed man. Through the physical agony of the frame, there
flutters in it a fully awakened Soul. The veil of illusion has fallen

off from the cold idols of the world, and the vanities and
emptiness of fame and wealth stand bare, often hideous, before
its eyes. The thoughts of the Soul fall like dark shadows on the
cogitative faculties of the fast disorganizing body, haunting the
thinker daily, nightly, hourly . . .
The sight of his snorting steed pleases him no longer. The
recollections of guns and banners wrested from the enemy; of
cities razed, of trenches, cannons and tents, of an array of
conquered spoils now stirs but little his national pride. Such
thoughts move him no more, and ambition has become powerless
to awaken in his aching heart the haughty recognition of any
valorous deed of chivalry. Visions of another kind now haunt his
weary days and long sleepless nights . . .
What he now sees is a throng of bayonets clashing against each
other in a mist of smoke and blood; thousands of mangled corpses
covering the ground, torn and cut to shreds by the murderous
weapons devised by science and civilization, blessed to success by
the servants of his God. What he now dreams of are bleeding,
wounded and dying men, with missing limbs and matted locks,
wet and soaked through with gore . . .
VIII

A hideous dream detaches itself from a group of passing visions,
and alights heavily on his aching chest. The nightmare shows him
men expiring on the battlefield with a curse on those who led
them to their destruction. Every pang in his own wasting body
brings to him in dream the recollection of pangs still worse, of
pangs suffered through and for him. He sees and feels the torture
of the fallen millions, who die after long hours of terrible mental
and physical agony; who expire in forest and plain, in stagnant
ditches by the road-side, in pools of blood under a sky made black
with smoke. His eyes are once more rivetted to the torrents of

blood, every drop of which represents a tear of despair, a heartrent cry, a lifelong sorrow. He hears again the thrilling sighs of
desolation, and the shrill cries ringing through mount, forest and
valley. He sees the old mothers who have lost the light of their
souls; families, the hand that fed them. He beholds widowed
young wives thrown on the wide, cold world, and beggared
orphans wailing in the streets by the thousands. He finds the
young daughters of his bravest old soldiers exchanging their
mourning garments for the gaudy frippery of prostitution, and
the Soul-Ego shudders in the sleeping Form. . . His heart is rent by
the groans of the famished; his eyes blinded by the smoke of
burning hamlets, of homes destroyed, of towns and cities in
smouldering ruins. . . .
And in his terrible dream, he remembers that moment of insanity
in his soldier's life, when standing over a heap of the dead and the
dying, waving in his right hand a naked sword red to its hilt with
smoking blood, and in his left, the colours rent from the hand of
the warrior expiring at his feet, he had sent in a stentorian voice
praises to the throne of the Almighty, thanksgiving for the victory
just obtained! . . .
He starts in his sleep and awakes in horror. A great shudder
shakes his frame like an aspen leaf, and sinking back on his
pillows, sick at the recollection, he hears a voice — the voice of
the Soul-Ego — saying in him:
"Fame and victory are vainglorious words . . . Thanksgiving and
prayers for lives destroyed — wicked lies and blasphemy!" . . .
"What have they brought thee or to thy fatherland, those bloody
victories!" . . . whispers the Soul in him. "A population clad in iron
armour," it replies. "Two score millions of men dead now to all
spiritual aspiration and Soul-life. A people, henceforth deaf to the
peaceful voice of the honest citizen's duty, averse to a life of

peace, blind to the arts and literature, indifferent to all but lucre
and ambition. What is thy future Kingdom, now? A legion of warpuppets as units, a great wild beast in their collectivity. A beast
that, like the sea yonder, slumbers gloomily now, but to fall with
the more fury on the first enemy that is indicated to it. Indicated,
by whom? It is as though a heartless, proud Fiend, assuming
sudden authority, incarnate Ambition and Power, had clutched
with iron hand the minds of a whole country. By what wicked
enchantment has he brought the people back to those primeval
days of the nation when their ancestors, the yellow-haired Suevi,
and the treacherous Franks roamed about in their warlike spirit,
thirsting to kill, to decimate and subject each other. By what
infernal powers has this been accomplished? Yet the
transformation has been produced and it is as undeniable as the
fact that alone the Fiend rejoices and boasts of the transformation
effected. The whole world is hushed in breathless expectation.
Not a wife or mother, but is haunted in her dreams by the black
and ominous storm-cloud that overhangs the whole of Europe.
The cloud is approaching It comes nearer and nearer. . . . Oh woe
and horror! . . . . I foresee once more for earth the suffering I have
already witnessed. I read the fatal destiny upon the brow of the
flower of Europe's youth! But if I live and have the power, never,
oh never shall my country take part in it again! No, no, I will not
see —
'The glutton death gorged with devouring lives. . . .'
"I will not hear —
'robb'd mother's shrieks
While from men's piteous wounds and horrid gashes
The lab'ring life flows faster than the blood!' . . . ."
IX

Firmer and firmer grows in the Soul-Ego the feeling of intense
hatred for the terrible butchery called war; deeper and deeper
does it impress its thoughts upon the Form that holds it captive.
Hope awakens at times in the aching breast and colours the long
hours of solitude and meditation; like the morning ray that
dispels the dusky shades of shadowy despondency, it lightens the
long hours of lonely thought. But as the rainbow is not always the
dispeller of the storm-clouds but often only a refraction of the
setting sun on a passing cloud, so the moments of dreamy hope
are generally followed by hours of still blacker despair. Why, oh
why, thou mocking Nemesis, hast thou thus purified and
enlightened, among all the sovereigns on this earth, him, whom
thou hast made helpless, speechless and powerless? Why hast
thou kindled the flame of holy brotherly love for man in the
breast of one whose heart already feels the approach of the icy
hand of death and decay, whose strength is steadily deserting him
and whose very life is melting away like foam on the crest of a
breaking wave?
And now the hand of Fate is upon the couch of pain. The hour for
the fulfilment of nature's law has struck at last. The old Sire is no
more; the younger man is henceforth a monarch. Voiceless and
helpless, he is nevertheless a potentate, the autocratic master of
millions of subjects. Cruel Fate has erected a throne for him over
an open grave, and beckons him to glory and to power. Devoured
by suffering, he finds himself suddenly crowned. The wasted
Form is snatched from its warm nest amid the palm groves and
the roses; it is whirled from balmy south to the frozen north,
where waters harden into crystal groves and "waves on waves in
solid mountains rise"; whither he now speeds to reign and —
speeds to die.
X

Onward, onward rushes the black, fire-vomiting monster, devised
by man to partially conquer Space and Time. Onward, and
further with every moment from the health-giving, balmy South
flies the train. Like the Dragon of the Fiery Head, it devours
distance and leaves behind it a long trail of smoke, sparks and
stench. And as its long, tortuous, flexible body, wriggling and
hissing like a gigantic dark reptile, glides swiftly, crossing
mountain and moor, forest, tunnel and plain, its swinging
monotonous motion lulls the worn-out occupant, the weary and
heartsore Form, to sleep . . .
In the moving palace the air is warm and balmy. The luxurious
vehicle is full of exotic plants; and from a large cluster of sweetsmelling flowers arises together with its scent the fairy Queen of
dreams, followed by her band of joyous elves. The Dryads laugh
in their leafy bowers as the train glides by, and send floating
upon the breeze dreams of green solitudes and fairy visions. The
rumbling noise of wheels is gradually transformed into the roar
of a distant waterfall, to subside into the silvery trills of a
crystalline brook. The Soul-Ego takes its flight into Dreamland. . . .
It travels through aeons of time, and lives, and feels, and breathes
under the most contrasted forms and personages. It is now a
giant, a Yotun, who rushes into Muspelheim, where Surtur rules
with his flaming sword.
It battles fearlessly against a host of monstrous animals, and puts
them to fight with a single wave of its mighty hand. Then it sees
itself in the Northern Mistworld, it penetrates under the guise of a
brave bowman into Helheim, the Kingdom of the Dead, where a
Black-Elf reveals to him a series of its lives and their mysterious
concatenation. "Why does man suffer?" enquiries the Soul-Ego.
"Because he would become one," is the mocking answer.
Forthwith, the Soul-Ego stands in the presence of the holy

goddess, Saga. She sings to it of the valorous deeds of the
Germanic heroes, of their virtues and their vices. She shows the
Soul the mighty warriors fallen by the hands of many of its past
Forms, on battlefield, as also in the sacred security of home. It
sees itself under the personages of maidens, and of women, of
young and old men, and of children. . . . It feels itself dying more
than once in those Forms. It expires as a hero — Spirit, and is led
by the pitying Walkyries from the bloody battlefield back to the
abode of Bliss under the shining foliage of Walhalla. It heaves its
last sigh in another form, and is hurled on to the cold, hopeless
plane of remorse. It closes its innocent eyes in its last sleep, as an
infant, and is forthwith carried along by the beauteous Elves of
Light into another body — the doomed generator of Pain and
Suffering. In each case the mists of death are dispersed, and pass
from the eyes of the Soul-Ego, no sooner does it cross the Black
Abyss that separates the Kingdom of the Living from the Realm of
the Dead. Thus "Death" becomes but a meaningless word for it, a
vain sound. In every instance the beliefs of the Mortal take
objective life and shape for the Immortal, as soon as it spans the
Bridge. Then they begin to fade, and disappear. . . .
"What is my Past?" enquires the Soul-Ego of Urd, the eldest of the
Norn sisters. "Why do I suffer?"
A long parchment is unrolled in her hand, and reveals a long
series of mortal beings, in each of whom the Soul-Ego recognizes
one of its dwellings. When it comes to the last but one, it sees a
blood-stained hand doing endless deeds of cruelty and treachery,
and it shudders. . . . . . . Guileless victims arise around it, and cry
to Orlog for vengeance.
"What is my immediate Present?" asks the dismayed Soul of
Werdandi, the second sister.
"The decree of Orlog is on thyself!" is the answer. "But Orlog does

not pronounce them blindly, as foolish mortals have it."
"What is my Future?" asks despairingly of Skuld, the third Norn
sister, the Soul-Ego. "Is it to be for ever dark with tears, and
bereaved of Hope?" . . .
No answer is received. But the Dreamer feels whirled through
space, and suddenly the scene changes. The Soul-Ego finds itself
on a, to it, long familiar spot, the royal bower, and the seat
opposite the broken palm-tree. Before it stretches, as formerly,
the vast blue expanse of waters, glassing the rocks and cliffs;
there, too, is the lonely palm, doomed to quick disappearance.
The soft mellow voice of the incessant ripple of the light waves
now assumes human speech, and reminds the Soul-Ego of the
vows formed more than once on that spot. And the Dreamer
repeats with enthusiasm the words pronounced before.
"Never, oh, never shall I, henceforth, sacrifice vainglorious fame
or ambition a single son of my motherland! Our world is so full of
unavoidable misery, so poor with joys and bliss, and shall I add to
its cup of bitterness the fathomless ocean of woe and blood, called
WAR? Avaunt, such thought! . . . Oh, never more. . . ."
XI

Strange sight and change. . . . The broken palm which stands
before the mental sight of the Soul-Ego suddenly lifts up its
drooping trunk and becomes erect and verdant as before. Still
greater bliss, the Soul-Ego finds himself as strong and as healthy
as he ever was. In a stentorian voice he sings to the four winds a
loud and a joyous song. He feels a wave of joy and bliss in him,
and seems to know why he is happy.
He is suddenly transported into what looks a fairy-like Hall, lit
with most glowing lights and built of materials, the like of which

he had never seen before. He perceives the heirs and descendants
of all the monarchs of the globe gathered in that Hall in one
happy family. They wear no longer the insignia of royalty, but, as
he seems to know, those who are the reigning Princes, reign by
virtue of their personal merits. It is the greatness of heart, the
nobility of character, their superior qualities of observation,
wisdom, love of Truth and Justice, that have raised them to the
dignity of heirs to the Thrones, of Kings and Queens. The crowns,
by authority and the grace of God, have been thrown off, and they
now rule by "the grace of divine humanity," chosen unanimously
by recognition of their fitness to rule, and the reverential love of
their voluntary subjects.
All around seems strangely changed. Ambition, grasping
greediness or envy — miscalled Patriotism — exist no longer.
Cruel selfishness has made room for just altruism and cold
indifference to the wants of the millions no longer finds favour in
the sight of the favoured few. Useless luxury, sham pretences —
social and religious — all has disappeared. No more wars are
possible, for the armies are abolished. Soldiers have turned into
diligent, hard-working tillers of the ground, and the whole globe
echoes his song in rapturous joy. Kingdoms and countries around
him live like brothers. The great, the glorious hour has come at
last! That which he hardly dared to hope and think about in the
stillness of his long, suffering nights, is now realized. The great
curse is taken off, and the world stands absolved and redeemed
in its regeneration! . . .
Trembling with rapturous feelings, his heart overflowing with
love and philanthropy, he rises to pour out a fiery speech that
would become historic, when suddenly he finds his body gone, or,
rather, it is replaced by another body . . . Yes, it is no longer the
tall, noble Form with which he is familiar, but the body of
somebody else, of whom he as yet knows nothing. . . . Something

dark comes between him and a great dazzling light, and he sees
the shadow of the face of a gigantic timepiece on the ethereal
waves. On its ominous dial he reads:
"NEW ERA: 970,995 YEARS SINCE THE INSTANTANEOUS
DESTRUCTION BY PNEUMO-DYNO-VRIL OF THE LAST 2,000,000
OF SOLDIERS IN THE FIELD, ON THE WESTERN PORTION OF THE
GLOBE. 971,000 SOLAR YEARS SINCE THE SUBMERSION OF THE
EUROPEAN CONTINENTS AND ISLES. SUCH ARE THE DECREE OF
ORLOG AND THE ANSWER OF SKULD . . . "
He makes a strong effort and — is himself again. Prompted by the
Soul-Ego to REMEMBER and ACT in conformity, he lifts his arms
to Heaven and swears in the face of all nature to preserve peace
to the end of his days — in his own country, at least.
*****
A distant beating of drums and long cries of what he fancies in his
dream are the rapturous thanksgivings, for the pledge just taken.
An abrupt shock, loud clatter, and, as the eyes open, the Soul-Ego
looks out through them in amazement. The heavy gaze meets the
respectful and solemn face of the physician offering the usual
draught. The train stops. He rises from his couch weaker and
wearier than ever, to see around him endless lines of troops
armed with a new and yet more murderous weapon of
destruction — ready for the battlefield.
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THE LEGEND OF THE BLUE LOTUS

by H. P. Blavatsky
The title of every magazine or book should have some meaning,
and especially should this be the case with a Theosophical
publication. A title is supposed to express the object in view,
symbolising, as it were, the content of the paper. Since allegory is
the soul of Eastern philosophy, it may be objected that nothing
can be seen in the name "Le Lotus Bleu," save that of a water
plant — the Nymphea Cerulea or Nelumbo. Furthermore a reader
of this calibre would see but the blue colour of the list of contents
of our journal.
To avoid a like misunderstanding, we shall attempt to initiate our
readers into the general symbolism of the lotus and the particular
symbolism of the Blue Lotus. This mysterious and sacred plant
has been considered through the ages, both in Egypt and in India,
as a symbol of the Universe. Not a monument in the valley of the
Nile, not a papyrus, without this plant in an honoured place. On
the capitals of the Egyptian pillars, on the thrones and even the
head-dresses of the Divine Kings, the lotus is everywhere found as
a symbol of the Universe. It inevitably became an indispensable
attribute of every creative god, as of every creative goddess, the
latter being, philosophically considered, only the feminine aspect
of the god, at first androgynous, afterwards male.
It is from Padma-Yoni, "the bosom of the Lotus," from Absolute
Space, or from the Universe outside time and space, that
emanates the Cosmos, conditioned and limited by time and space.
The Hiranya Garbha, "the egg" (or the womb) of gold, from which
Brahma emerges, is often called the Heavenly Lotus. The God,
Vishnu, — the synthesis of the Trimurti or Hindu Trinity —

during the "nights of Brahma" floats asleep on the primordial
waters, stretched on the blossom of a lotus. His Goddess, the
lovely Lakshmi, rising from the bosom of the waters, like VenusAphrodite, has a white lotus beneath her feet. It was at the
churning of the Ocean of Milk — symbol of space and of the Milky
Way — by the Gods assembled together, that Lakshmi, Goddess of
Beauty and Mother of Love (Kama) formed of the froth of the
foaming waves, appeared before the astonished Gods, borne on a
lotus, and holding another lotus in her hand.
Thus have arisen the two chief titles of Lakshmi; Padma the
Lotus, and Kshirabdi-tanaya daughter of the Ocean of Milk.
Gautama the Buddha has never been degraded to the level of a
god, notwithstanding the fact that he was the first mortal within
historical times fearless enough to interrogate that dumb Sphinx,
which we call the Universe, and to wrest completely therefrom
the secrets of Life and Death. Though he has never been deified,
we repeat, yet he has nevertheless been recognised by
generations in Asia as Lord of the Universe. This is why the
conqueror and master of the world of thought and philosophy is
represented as seated on a lotus in full bloom, emblem of the
Universe thought out by him. In India and Ceylon the lotus is
generally of a golden hue; amongst the Buddhists of the North, it
is blue.
But there exists in one part of the world a third kind of lotus —
the Zizyphus. He who eats of it forgets of his fatherland and those
who are dear to him, so say the ancients. Let us not follow this
example. Let us not forget our spiritual home, the cradle of the
human race, and the birthplace of the Blue Lotus.
Let us then raise the veil of oblivion which covers one of the most
ancient allegories — a Vedic legend which, however, the
Brahman chroniclers have preserved. Only as the chroniclers

have recounted the legend each after his own manner, aided by
variations* of his own, we have given the story here — not
according to the incomplete renderings and translations of these
Eastern gentlemen but according to the popular version. (* Cf. the
history of Sunahsepha in the Bhagavata, IX, XVI, 35 and of the
Ramayana, Bk. I. Cap. 60; Manu, X, 105; Koulouka Bhatta [the
Historian]; Bahwruba and the Aitareya Brahmanas; Vishnu
Purana, etc., etc. Each book gives its own version.) Thus is it that
the old bards of Rajasthan sing it, when they come and seat
themselves in the verandah of the traveller's bungalow in the wet
evenings of the rainy season. Let us leave then the Orientalists to
their fantastic speculations. How does it concern us whether the
father of the selfish and cowardly prince, who was the cause of
the transformation of the white lotus into the blue lotus, be called
Harischandra or Ambarisha? Names have nothing to do with the
naive poetry of the legend, nor with its moral — for there is a
moral to be found if looked for well. We shall soon see that the
chief episode in the story is curiously reminiscent of another
legend — that of the story of Abraham and the sacrifice of Isaac in
the Bible. Is not this one more proof that the Secret Doctrine of
the East may have good reason to maintain that the name of the
Patriarch was neither a Chaldean or a Hebrew name, but rather
an epithet and a Sanskrit surname, signifying abram, i.e., one is
non-Brahman,* a debrahmanised Brahman, one who is degraded
or who has lost his caste? After this how can we avoid suspecting
that we may find, among the modern Jews, the Chaldeans of the
time of the Rishi Agastya — these makers of bricks whose
persecution began from eight hundred to a thousand years ago,
but who emigrated to Chaldea four thousand years before the
Christian era — when so many of the popular legends of Southern
India resemble the Bible stories. Louis Jacolliot speaks in several
of his twenty-one volumes on Brahmanical India of this matter,
and for once he is right.

* The particle a in the Sanskrit word shews this clearly. Placed
before a substantive this particle always means the negation
or the opposite of the meaning of the expression that follows.
Thus Sura (god) written a-Sura, becomes non-God, or the devil,
Vidya is knowledge, and a-Vidya, ignorance or the opposite of
knowledge, etc., etc.
We will speak of it another time. Meanwhile here is the Legend of
THE BLUE LOTUS

Century after century has passed away since Ambarisha, King of
Ayodhya, reigned in the city founded by the holy Manu,
Vaivasvata, the offspring of the Sun. The King was a Suryavansi (a
descendant of the Solar Race), and he avowed himself a most
faithful servant of the God, Varuna, the greatest and most
powerful deity in the Rig-Veda.* But the god had denied male
heirs to his worshipper, and this made the king very unhappy.
* It is only much later in the orthodox Pantheon and the
symbolical polytheism of the Brahmans that Varuna became
Poseidon or Neptune — which he is now. In the Vedas he is the
most ancient of the Gods, identical with Ouranos of the Greek,
that is to say a personification of the celestial space and the
infinite gods, the creator and ruler of heaven and earth, the
King, the Father and the Master of the world, of gods and of
men. Hesiod's Uranus and the Greek Zeus are one.
"Alas!" he wailed, every morning while performing his puja to the
lesser gods, "alas! What avails it to be the greatest king on earth
when God denies me an heir of my blood. When I am dead and
placed on the funeral pyre, who will fulfil the pious duties of a
son, and shatter my lifeless skull to liberate my soul from its
earthly trammels? What strange hand will at the full moon-tide
place the rice of the Shraddha ceremony to do reverence to my

shade? Will not the very birds of death [Rooks and ravens]
themselves turn from the funeral feast? For, surely, my shade
earthbound in its great despair will not permit them to partake of
it."
* The Shradda is a ceremony observed by the nearest relatives
of the deceased for the nine days following the death. Once
upon a time it was a magical ceremony. Now, however, in
addition to other practices, it mainly consists of scattering
balls of cooked rice before the door of the dead man's house. If
the crows promptly eat the rice it is a sign that the soul is
liberated and at rest. If these birds which are so greedy did not
touch the food, it was a proof that the pisacha or bhut (shade)
is present and is preventing them. Undoubtedly the Shradda is
a superstition, but certainly not more so than Novenas or
masses for the Dead.
The King was thus bewailing, when his family priest inspired him
with the idea of making a vow. If God should send him two or
more sons, he would promise God to sacrifice to Him at a public
ceremony the eldest born when he should have attained the age
of puberty.
Attracted by this promise of a burnt-offering of flesh — a savory
odour very agreeable to the Great Gods — Varuna accepted the
promise of the King, and the happy Ambarisha had a son,
followed by several others. The eldest son, the heir to the throne
for the time being, was called Rohita (the red) and was surnamed
Devarata — which, literally translated, means God-given.
Devarata grew up and soon became a veritable Prince Charming,
but if we are to believe the legends he was as selfish and deceitful
as he was beautiful.
When the Prince had attained the appointed age, the God
speaking through the mouth of the same Court Priest, charged the

King to keep his promise; but when each time Ambarisha
invented some excuse to postpone the hour of sacrifice, the God
at last grew annoyed. Being a jealous and angry God, he
threatened the King with all His Divine wrath.
For a long time, neither commands nor threats produced the
desired effect. As long as there were sacred cows to be
transferred from the royal cowsheds to those of the Brahmans, as
long as there was money in the Treasury to fill the Temple crypts,
the Brahmans succeeded in keeping Varuna quiet. But when
there were no more cows, when there was no more money, the
God threatened to overthrow the King, his palace and his heirs,
and if they escaped, to burn them alive. The poor King, finding
himself at the end of his resources, summoned his first-born and
informed him of the fate which awaited him. But Devarata lent a
deaf ear to these tidings. He refused to submit to the double
weight of the paternal and divine will.
So, when the sacrificial fires had been lighted and all the good
towns-folk of Ayodhya had gathered together, full of emotion, the
heir-apparent was absent from the festival.
He had concealed himself in the forests of the Yogis.
Now, these forests had been inhabited by holy hermits, and
Devarata knew that there he would be unassailable and
impregnable. He might be seen there, but no one could do him
violence — not even the God Varuna Himself. It was a simple
solution. The religious austerities of the Aranyakas (the holy men
of the forests) several of whom were Daityas (Titans, a race of
giants and demons), gave them such dominance that all the Gods
trembled before their sway and their supernatural powers —
even Varuna, himself.
These antediluvian Yogis, it seems, had the power to destroy even

the God Himself, at will — possibly because they had invented
Him themselves.
Devarata spent several years in the forests; at last he grew tired of
the life. Allowing it to be understood that he could satisfy Varuna
by finding a substitute, who would sacrifice himself in his place,
provided that the sacrificial victim was the son of a Rishi, he
started on his journey and finally discovered that he sought.
In the country which lies around the flower-covered shores of the
renowned Pushkara, there was once a famine, and a very holy
man, named Ajigarta,* was at the point of death from starvation,
likewise all his family. He had several sons of whom the second,
Sunahsepha, a virtuous young man, was himself also preparing to
become a Rishi. Taking advantage of his poverty and thinking
with good reason that a hungry stomach would be a more ready
listener than a satisfied one, the crafty Devarata made the father
acquainted with his history. After this he offered him a hundred
cows in exchange for Sunahsepha, a substitute burnt-offering on
the altar of the Gods.
* Others call him Rishika and call King Ambarisha,
Harischandra, the famous sovereign who was a paragon of all
the virtues.
The virtuous father refused at first point-blank, but the gentle
Sunahsepha offered himself of his own accord, and thus
addressed his father: "Of what importance is the life of one man,
when it can save that of many others. This God is a great god and
His pity is infinite; but He is also a very jealous god and His wrath
is swift and vengeful. Varuna is the Lord of Terror, and Death is
obedient to His command. His spirit will not for ever strive with
one who is disobedient to Him. He will repent Him that He has
created man, and then will burn alive a hundred thousand lakhs*
of innocent people (*A lakh is a measure of 100,000, whether men

or pieces of money be in question.), because of one man who is
guilty. If His victim should escape Him, He will surely dry up our
rivers, set fire to our lands and destroy our women who are with
child — in His infinite kindness. Let me then sacrifice myself, oh!
my father, in place of this stranger who offers us a hundred cows.
That sum would prevent thee and my brothers from dying of
hunger and will save thousands of others from a terrible death. At
this price the giving up of life is a pleasant thing."
The aged Rishi shed some tears, but he ended by giving his
consent and began to prepare the sacrificial pyre.*
*Manu (Book X, 105) alluding to this story remarks that
Ajigarta, the holy Rishi, committed no sin in selling the life of
his son, since the sacrifice preserved his life and that of all the
family. This reminds us of another legend, more modern, that
might serve as a parallel to the older one. Did not the Count
Ugolino, condemned to die of starvation in his dungeon, eat
his own children "to preserve for them a father"? The popular
legend of Sunahsepha is more beautiful than the commentary
of Manu — evidently an interpolation of some Brahmans in
falsified manuscripts.
The Pushkara lake* was one of the spots of this earth favoured by
the Goddess, Lakshmi-Padma (White Lotus); she often plunged
into the fresh waters that she might visit her eldest sister, Varuni,
the consort of the God Varuna.** Lakshmi-Padma heard the
proposal of Devarata, witnessed the despair of the father, and
admired the filial devotion of Sunahsepha. Filled with pity, the
Mother of Love and Compassion sent for the Rishi Visvamitra, one
of the seven primordial Manus and a son of Brahma, and
succeeded in interesting him in the lot of her protege. The great
Rishi promised her his aid. Appearing to Sunahsepha, but unseen
by all others, he taught him two sacred verses (mantras) of the

Rig-Veda, making him promise to recite these on the pyre. Now,
he who utters these two mantras (invocations) forces the whole
assembly of the Gods, with Indra at their head, to come to his
rescue, and because of this becomes a Rishi himself in this life or
in his next incarnation.
* This lake is sometimes called in our day Pokker. It is I place
famous for a yearly pilgrimage, and is charmingly situated
five English miles from Ajmeer in Rajisthan. Pushkara means
"the Blue Lotus", the surface of the lake being covered as with
a carpet with these beautiful plants. But the legend avers that
they were at first white. Pushkara is also the proper name of a
man, and the name of one of the seven sacred islands" in the
Geography of the Hindus, the septa dwipa.
** Varuni, Goddess of Heat (later Goddess of Wine) was also
born of the Ocean of Milk. Of the "fourteen precious objects"
produced by the churning, she appeared the second and
Lakshmi the last, preceded by the Chalice of Anmita, the
nectar which gives immortality.
The altar was set up on the shore of the lake, the pyre was
prepared and the crowd had assembled. After he had laid his son
on the perfumed sandal wood and bound him, Ajigarta equipped
himself with the knife of sacrifice. He was just raising his
trembling arm above the heart of his well-beloved son, when the
boy began to chant the sacred verses. There was again a moment
of hesitation and supreme grief, and as the boy finished his
mantram, the aged Rishi plunged his knife into the breast of
Sunahsepha.
But, oh! the miracle of it! At that very moment Indra, the God of
the Blue Vault (the Universe) issued from the heavens and
descended right into the midst of the ceremony. Enveloping the
pyre and the victim in a thick blue mist, he loosed the ropes

which held the youth captive. It seemed as if a corner of the azure
heavens had lowered itself over the spot, illuminating the whole
country and colouring with a golden blue the whole scene. Filled
with terror, the crowd, and even the Rishi himself, fell on their
faces, half dead with fear.
When they came to themselves, the mist had disappeared and a
complete change of scene had been wrought.
The fires of the funeral pyre had rekindled of themselves, and
stretched thereon was seen a hind (Rohit)* which was none else
than the Prince Rohita, Devarata, who, pierced to the heart with
the knife he had directed against another, was burning as a
sacrifice for his sin.
* A play upon words. Rohit in Sanskrit is the Dame of the
female of the deer, the hind, and Rohita means "red". It was
because of his cowardice and fear of death that he was
changed, according to the legend, into a hind by the Gods.
Some little way apart from the altar, also lying stretched out, but
on a bed of Lotuses, peacefully slept Sunahsepha; and in the place
on his breast where the knife had descended was seen to bloom a
beautiful blue lotus. The Pushkara lake, itself, covered a moment
before with white lotuses, whose petals shone in the sun like
silver cups full of Amrita's waters [The Elixir which confers
Immortality.], now reflected the azure of the heavens — the white
lotuses had become blue.
Then like to the sound of the Vina [A species of the Lute. An
instrument, the invention of which is attributed to Shiva.] rising
to the air from the depth of the waters, was heard a melodious
voice which uttered these words and this curse:
"A prince who does not know how to die for his subjects is not
worthy to reign over the children of the Sun. He will be reborn in

a race of red haired peoples, a barbarous and selfish race, and the
nations which descend from him will have a heritage ever on the
decline. It is the younger son of a mendicant ascetic who will
become the King and reign in his stead."
A murmur of approbation set in movement the flowery carpet
that overspread the lake. Opening to the golden sunlight their
hearts of blue, the lotuses smiled with joy and wafted a hymn of
perfume to Surya, their Sun and Master. All nature rejoiced, save
Devarata, who was but a handful of ashes.
Then Visvamitra, the great Rishi, although he was already the
father of a hundred sons, adopted Sunahsepha as his eldest son
and as a precautionary measure cursed in advance anyone who
should refuse to recognise, in the last born of the Rishi, the eldest
of his children and the legitimate heir of the throne of Ambarisha.
Because of this decree, Sunahsepha was born in his next
incarnation in the royal family of Ayodha and reigned over the
Solar race for 84,000 years.
With regard to Rohita — Devarata or God-given as he was — he
fulfilled the lot which Lakshmi Padma had vowed. He
reincarnated in the family of a foreigner without caste (MlecchaYavana) and became the ancestor of the barbarous and redhaired races which dwell in the West.
*****
It is for the conversion of these races that the Lotus Bleu has been
established.
If any of our readers should allow themselves to doubt the
historical truth of this adventure of our ancestor; Rohita, and of
the transformation of the white lotus into the blue lotus, they are
invited to make a journey to Ajmeer.

Once there, they need only to go to the shores of the lake thrice
blessed, named Pushkara, where every pilgrim who bathes
during the full moon time of the month of Krhktika (OctoberNovember) attains to the highest sanctity, without other effort.
There the sceptics would see with their own eyes the site where
was built the pyre of Rohita, and also the waters visited by
Lakshmi in days of yore.
They might even have seen the blue lotuses, if most of these had
not since been changed, thanks to a new transformation decreed
by the Gods, into sacred crocodiles which no one has the right to
disturb. It is this transformation which gives to nine out of every
ten pilgrims who plunge into the waters of the lake, the
opportunity of entering into Nirvana almost immediately, and
also causes the holy crocodiles to be the most bulky of their kind.
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Nightmare Tales — H. P. Blavatsky

A BEWITCHED LIFE

As Narrated by a Quill Pen
By H. P. Blavatsky
INTRODUCTION

It was a dark, chilly night in September, 1884. A heavy gloom had
descended over the streets of A---, a small town on the Rhine, and
was hanging like a black funeral-pall over the dull factory burgh.
The greater number of its inhabitants, wearied by their long day's
work, had hours before retired to stretch their tired limbs, and
lay their aching heads upon their pillows. All was quiet in the
large house; all was quiet in the deserted streets.
I too was lying in my bed; alas, not one of rest, but of pain and
sickness, to which I had been confined for some days. So still was
everything in the house, that, as Longfellow has it, its stillness
seemed almost audible. I could plainly hear the murmur of the
blood as it rushed through my aching body, producing that
monotonous singing so familiar to one who lends a watchful ear
to silence. I had listened to it until, in my nervous imagination, it
had grown into the sound of a distant cataract, the fall of mighty
waters . . . when, suddenly changing its character, the
evergrowing "singing" merged into other and far more welcome
sounds. It was the low, and at first scarce audible, whisper of a
human voice. It approached, and gradually strengthening seemed
to speak in my very ear. Thus sounds a voice speaking across a
blue quiescent lake, in one of those wondrously acoustic gorges of
the snow-capped mountains, where the air is so pure that a word
pronounced half a mile off seems almost at the elbow. Yes; it was
the voice of one whom to know is to reverence; of one, to me,
owing to many mystic associations, most dear and holy; a voice

familiar for long years and ever welcome; doubly so in hours of
mental or physical suffering, for it always brings with it a ray of
hope and consolation.
"Courage," it whispered in gentle, mellow tones. "Think of the
days passed by you in sweet associations; of the great lessons
received of Nature's truths; of the many errors of men concerning
these truths; and try to add to them the experience of a night in
this city. Let the narrative of a strange life, that will interest you,
help to shorten the hours of suffering. . . . . . Give your attention.
Look yonder before you!"
"Yonder" meant the clear, large windows of an empty house on
the other side of the narrow street of the German town. They
faced my own in almost a straight line across the street, and my
bed faced the windows of my sleeping room. Obedient to the
suggestion, I directed my gaze towards them, and what I saw
made me for the time being forget the agony of the pain that
racked my swollen arm and rheumatical body.
Over the windows was creeping a mist; a dense, heavy,
serpentine, whitish mist, that looked like the huge shadow of a
gigantic boa slowly uncoiling its body. Gradually it disappeared,
to leave a lustrous light, soft and silvery, as though the windowpanes behind reflected a thousand moonbeams, a tropical star-lit
sky — first from outside, then from within the empty rooms. Next
I saw the mist elongating itself and throwing, as it were, a fairy
bridge across the street from the bewitched windows to my own
balcony, nay, to my very own bed. As I continued gazing, the wall
and windows and the opposite house itself, suddenly vanished.
The space occupied by the empty rooms had changed into the
interior of another smaller room, in what I knew to be a Swiss
chalet — into a study, whose old, dark walls were covered from
floor to ceiling with book shelves on which were many antiquated

folios, as well as works of a more recent date. In the centre stood
a large old-fashioned table, littered over with manuscripts and
writing materials. Before it, quill-pen in hand, sat an old man; a
grim-looking, skeleton-like personage, with a face so thin, so pale,
yellow and emaciated, that the light of the solitary little student's
lamp was reflected in two shining spots on his high cheekbones,
as though they were carved out of ivory.
As I tried to get a better view of him by slowly raising myself
upon my pillows, the whole vision, chalet and study, desk, books
and scribe, seemed to flicker and move. Once set in motion, they
approached nearer and nearer, until, gliding noiselessly along the
fleecy bridge of clouds across the street, they floated through the
closed windows into my room and finally seemed to settle beside
my bed.
"Listen to what he thinks and is going to write" — said in soothing
tones the same familiar, far off, and yet near voice." Thus you will
hear a narrative, the telling of which may help to shorten the long
sleepless hours, and even make you forget for a while your pain . .
. Try!" — it added, using the well-known Rosicrucian and
Kabalistic formula.
I tried, doing as I was bid. I centred all my attention on the
solitary laborious figure that I saw before me, but which did not
see me. At first, the noise of the quill-pen with which the old man
was writing, suggested to my mind nothing more than a low
whispered murmur of a nondescript nature. Then, gradually, my
ear caught the indistinct words of a faint and distant voice, and I
thought the figure before me, bending over its manuscript, was
reading its tale aloud instead of writing it. But I soon found out
my error. For casting my gaze at the old scribe's face, I saw at a
glance that his lips were compressed and motionless, and the
voice too thin and shrill to be his voice. Stranger still at every

word traced by the feeble, aged hand, I noticed a light flashing
from under his pen, a bright coloured spark that became
instantaneously a sound, or — what is the same thing — it seemed
to do so to my inner perceptions. It was indeed the small voice of
the quill that I heard though scribe and pen were at the time,
perchance, hundreds of miles away from Germany. Such things
will happen occasionally, especially at night, beneath whose
starry shade, as Byron tells us,
" . . . we learn the language of another world . . ."
However it may be, the words uttered by the quill remained in
my memory for days after. Nor had I any great difficulty in
retaining them, for when I sat down to record the story, I found it,
as usual, indelibly impressed on the astral tablets before my inner
eye.
Thus, I had but to copy it and so give it as I received it. I failed to
learn the name of the unknown nocturnal writer. Nevertheless,
though the reader may prefer to regard the whole story as one
made up for the occasion, a dream, perhaps, still its incidents will,
I hope, prove none the less interesting.
I — THE STRANGER'S STORY

My birth-place is a small mountain hamlet, a cluster of Swiss
cottages, hidden deep in a sunny nook, between two tumble-down
glaciers and a peak covered with eternal snows. Thither, thirtyseven years ago, I returned — crippled mentally and physically —
to die, if death would only have me. The pure, invigorating air of
my birth-place decided otherwise. I am still alive; perhaps for the
purpose of giving evidence to facts I have kept profoundly secret
from all — a tale of horror I would rather hide than reveal. The
reason for this unwillingness on my part is due to my early
education, and to subsequent events that gave the lie to my most

cherished prejudices. Some people might be inclined to regard
these events as providential: I, however, believe in no Providence,
and yet am unable to attribute them to mere chance. I connect
them as the ceaseless evolution of effects, engendered by certain
direct causes, with one primary and fundamental cause, from
which ensued all that followed. A feeble old man am I now, yet
physical weakness has in no way impared my mental faculties. I
remember the smallest details of that terrible cause, which
engendered such fatal results. It is these which furnish me with
an additional proof of the actual existence of one whom I fain
would regard — oh, that I could do so! — as a creature born of my
fancy, the evanescent production of a feverish, horrid dream! Oh
that terrible, mild and all-forgiving, that saintly and respected
Being! It was that paragon of all the virtues who embittered my
whole existence. It is he, who, pushing me violently out of the
monotonous but secure groove of daily life, was the first to force
upon me the certitude of a life hereafter, thus adding an
additional horror to one already great enough.
With a view to a clearer comprehension of the situation, I must
interrupt these recollections with a few words about myself. Oh
how, if I could, would I obliterate that hated Self!
Born in Switzerland, of French parents, who centred the whole
world-wisdom in the literary trinity of Voltaire, J. J. Rousseau and
D'Holbach, and educated in a German university, I grew up a
thorough materialist, a confirmed atheist. I could never have
even pictured to myself any beings — least of all a Being — above
or even outside visible nature, as distinguished from her. Hence I
regarded everything that could not be brought under the strictest
analysis of the physical senses as a mere chimera. A soul, I
argued, even supposing man has one, must be material.
According to Origen's definition, incorporeus — the epithet he
gave to his God — signifies a substance only more subtle than that

of physical bodies, of which, at best, we can form no definite idea.
How then can that, of which our senses cannot enable us to
obtain any clear knowledge, how can that make itself visible or
produce any tangible manifestations?
Accordingly, I received the tales of nascent Spiritualism with a
feeling of utter contempt, and regarded the overtures made by
certain priests with derision, often akin to anger. And indeed the
latter feeling has never entirely abandoned me.
Pascal, in the eighth Act of his " Thoughts," confesses to a most
complete incertitude upon the existence of God. Throughout my
life, I too professed a complete certitude as to the non-existence of
any such extra-cosmic being, and repeated with that great thinker
the memorable words in which he tells us: "I have examined if
this God of whom all the world speaks might not have left some
marks of himself. I look everywhere, and everywhere I see
nothing but obscurity. Nature offers me nothing that may not be a
matter of doubt and inquietude." Nor have I found to this day
anything that might unsettle me in precisely similar and even
stronger feelings. I have never believed, nor shall I ever believe,
in a Supreme Being. But at the potentialities of man, proclaimed
far and wide in the East, powers so developed in some persons as
to make them virtually Gods, at them I laugh no more. My whole
broken life is a protest against such negation. I believe in such
phenomena, and — I curse them, whenever they come, and by
whatsoever means generated.
On the death of my parents, owing to an unfortunate lawsuit, I
lost the greater part of my fortune, and resolved — for the sake of
those I loved best, rather than for my own — to make another for
myself. My elder sister, whom I adored, had married a poor man.
I accepted the offer of a rich Hamburg firm and sailed for Japan
as its junior partner.

For several years my business went on successfully. I got into the
confidence of many influential Japanese, through whose
protection I was enabled to travel and transact business in many
localities, which, in those days especially, were not easily
accessible to foreigners. Indifferent to every religion, I became
interested in the philosophy of Buddhism, the only religious
system I thought worthy of being called philosophical. Thus, in
my moments of leisure, I visited the most remarkable temples of
Japan, the most important and curious of the ninety-six Buddhist
monasteries of Kioto. I have examined in turn Day — Bootzoo,
with its gigantic bell; Tzeonene, Enarino-Yassero, Kie-Missoo,
Higadzi-Hong-Vonsi, and many other famous temples.
Several years passed away, and during that whole period I was
not cured of my scepticism, nor did I ever contemplate having my
opinions on this subject altered. I derided the pretensions of the
Japanese bonzes and ascetics, as I had those of Christian priests
and European Spiritualists. I could not believe in the acquisition
of powers unknown to, and never studied by, men of science;
hence I scoffed at all such ideas. The superstitious and atrabilious
Buddhist, teaching us to shun the pleasures of life, to put to rout
one's passions, to render oneself insensible alike to happiness and
suffering, in order to acquire such chimerical powers — seemed
supremely ridiculous in my eyes.
On a day ever memorable to me — a fatal day — I made the
acquaintance of a venerable and learned Bonze, a Japanese
priest, named Tamoora Hideyeri. I met him at the foot of the
golden Kwon-On, and from that moment he became my best and
most trusted friend. Notwithstanding my great and genuine
regard for him, however, whenever a good opportunity was
offered I never failed to mock his religious convictions, thereby
very often hurting his feelings.

But my old friend was as meek and forgiving as any true
Buddhist's heart might desire. He never resented my impatient
sarcasms, even when they were, to say the least, of equivocal
propriety, and generally limited his replies to the "wait and see"
kind of protest. Nor could he be brought to seriously believe in
the sincerity of my denial of the existence of any God or Gods. The
full meaning of the terms "atheism" and "scepticism" was beyond
the comprehension of his otherwise extremely intellectual and
acute mind. Like certain reverential Christians, he seemed
incapable of realizing that any man of sense should prefer the
wise conclusions arrived at by philosophy and modern science to
a ridiculous belief in an invisible world full of Gods and spirits,
dzins and demons. "Man is a spiritual being," he insisted, "who
returns to earth more than once, and is rewarded or punished in
the between times." The proposition that man is nothing else but
a heap of organized dust, was beyond him. Like Jeremy Collier, he
refused to admit that he was no better than "a stalking machine, a
speaking head without a soul in it," whose "thoughts" are all
bound by the laws of motion." "For," he argued, "if my actions
were, as you say, prescribed beforehand, and I had no more
liberty or free will to change the course of my action than the
running waters of the river yonder, then the glorious doctrine of
Karma, of merit and demerit, would be a foolishness indeed."
Thus the whole of my hyper-metaphysical friend's ontology
rested on the shaky superstructure of metempsychosis, of a
fancied "just" Law of Retribution, and other such equally absurd
dreams.
"We cannot," said he paradoxically one day, "hope to live
hereafter in the full enjoyment of our consciousness, unless we
have built for it beforehand a firm and solid foundation of
spirituality. . . . . . Nay, laugh not, friend of no faith," he meekly
pleaded, "but rather think and reflect on this. One who has never

taught himself to live in Spirit during his conscious and
responsible life on earth, can hardly hope to enjoy a sentient
existence after death, when, deprived of his body, he is limited to
that Spirit alone."
"What can you mean by life in Spirit?" — I enquired.
"Life on a spiritual plane; that which the Buddhists call Tushita
Devaloka (Paradise). Man can create such a blissful existence for
himself between two births, by the gradual transference on to
that plane of all the faculties which during his sojourn on earth
manifest through his organic body and, as you call it, animal
brain."
"How absurd! And how can man do this?"
"Contemplation and a strong desire to assimilate the blessed
Gods, will enable him to do so."
"And if man refuses this intellectual occupation, by which you
mean, I suppose, the fixing of the eyes on the tip of his nose, what
becomes of him after the death of his body?" was my mocking
question.
"He will be dealt with according to the prevailing state of his
consciousness, of which there are many grades. At best —
immediate rebirth; at worst — the state of avitchi, a mental hell.
Yet one need not be an ascetic to assimilate spiritual life which
will extend to the hereafter. All that is required is to try and
approach Spirit."
"How so? Even when disbelieving in it?" — I rejoined.
"Even so! One may disbelieve and yet harbour in one's nature
room for doubt, however small that room may be, and thus try
one day, were it but for one moment, to open the door of the
inner temple; and this will prove sufficient for the purpose."

"You are decidedly poetical, and paradoxical to boot, reverend sir.
Will you kindly explain to me a little more of the mystery?"
"There is none; still I am willing. Suppose for a moment that some
unknown temple to which you have never been before, and the
existence of which you think you have reasons to deny, is the
'spiritual plane' of which I am speaking. Some one takes you by
the hand and leads you towards its entrance, curiosity makes you
open its door and look within. By this simple act, by entering it for
one second, you have established an everlasting connection
between your consciousness and the temple. You cannot deny its
existence any longer, nor obliterate the fact of your having
entered it. And according to the character and the variety of your
work, within its holy precincts, so will you live in it after your
consciousness is severed from its dwelling of flesh."
"What do you mean? And what has my after-death consciousness
— if such a thing exists — to do with the temple?"
"It has everything to do with it," solemnly rejoined the old man.
"There can be no self-consciousness after death outside the
temple of spirit. That which you will have done within its plane
will alone survive. All the rest is false and an illusion. It is doomed
to perish in the Ocean of Maya."
Amused at the idea of living outside one's body, I urged on my old
friend to tell me more. Mistaking my meaning the venerable man
willingly consented.
Tamoora Hideyeri belonged to the great temple of Tzionene, a
Buddhist monastery, famous not only in all Japan, but also
throughout Tibet and China. No other is so venerated in Kioto. Its
monks belong to the sect of Dzeno-doo, and are considered as the
most learned among the many erudite fraternities. They are,
moreover, closely connected and allied with the Yamabooshi (the

ascetics, or hermits), who follow the doctrines of Lao-tze. No
wonder, that at the slightest provocation on my part the priest
flew into the highest metaphysics, hoping thereby to cure me of
my infidelity.
No use repeating here the long rigmarole of the most hopelessly
involved and incomprehensible of all doctrines. According to his
ideas, we have to train ourselves for spirituality in another world
— as for gymnastics. Carrying on the analogy between the temple
and the "spiritual plane" he tried to illustrate his idea. He had
himself worked in the temple of Spirit two-thirds of his life, and
given several hours daily to "contemplation." Thus he knew (!?)
that after he had laid aside his mortal casket, "a mere illusion," he
explained — he would in his spiritual consciousness live over
again every feeling of ennobling joy and divine bliss he had ever
had, or ought to have had — only a hundredfold intensified. His
work on the spirit-plane had been considerable, he said, and he
hoped, therefore that the wages of the labourer would prove
proportionate.
"But suppose the labourer, as in the example you have just
brought forward in my case, should have no more, than opened
the temple door out of mere curiosity; had only peeped into the
sanctuary never to set his foot therein again. What then?"
"Then," he answered, "you would have only this short minute to
record in your future self-consciousness and no more. Our life
hereafter records and repeats but the impressions and feelings
we have had in our spiritual experiences and nothing else. Thus,
if instead of reverence at the moment of entering the abode of
Spirit, you had been harbouring in your heart anger, jealousy or
grief, then your future spiritual life would be a sad one, in truth.
There would be nothing to record, save the opening of a door, in a
fit of bad temper."

"How then could it be repeated?" — I insisted, highly amused.
"What do you suppose I would be doing before incarnating
again?"
"In that case," he said speaking slowly and weighing every word
— "in that case, you would have I fear, only to open and shut the
temple door, over and over again, during a period which, however
short, would seem to you an eternity."
This kind of after-death occupation appeared to me, at that time,
so grotesque in its sublime absurdity, that I was seized with an
almost inextinguishable fit of laughter.
My venerable friend looked considerably dismayed at such a
result of his metaphysical instruction. He had evidently not
expected such hilarity. However, he said nothing, but only sighed
and gazed at me with increased benevolence and pity shining in
his small black eyes.
"Pray excuse my laughter," I apologized. "But really, now, you
cannot seriously mean to tell me that the 'spiritual state' you
advocate and so firmly believe in, consists only in aping certain
things we do in life?"
"Nay, nay; not aping, but only intensifying their repetition; filling
the gaps that were unjustly left unfilled during life in the fruition
of our acts and deeds, and of everything performed on the
spiritual plane of the one real state. What I said was an
illustration, and no doubt for you, who seem entirely ignorant of
the mysteries of Soul-Vision, not a very intelligible one. It is
myself who am to be blamed. . . . . . What I sought to impress upon
you was that, as the spiritual state of our consciousness liberated
from its body is but the fruition of every spiritual act performed
during life, where an act had been barren, there could be no
results expected — save the repetition of that act itself. This is all.

I pray you may be spared such fruitless deeds and finally made to
see certain truths." And passing through the usual Japanese
courtesies of taking leave the excellent man departed.
Alas, alas! had I but known at the time what I have learnt since,
how little would I have laughed, and how much more would I
have learned!
But as the matter stood, the more personal affection and respect I
felt for him, the less could I become reconciled to his wild ideas
about an after-life, and especially as to the acquisition by some
men of supernatural powers. I felt particularly disgusted with his
reverence for the Yamabooshi, the allies of every Buddhist sect in
the land. Their claims to the "miraculous" were simply odious to
my notions. To hear every Jap I knew at Kioto, even to my own
partner, the shrewdest of all the business men I had come across
in the East — mentioning these followers of Lao-tze with
downcast eyes, reverentially folded hands, and affirmations of
their possessing "great" and "wonderful" gifts, was more than I
was prepared to patiently tolerate in those days. And who were
they, after all, these great magicians with their ridiculous
pretensions to super-mundane knowledge; these "holy beggars"
who, as I then thought, purposely dwell in the recesses of
unfrequented mountains and an unapproachable craggy steeps,
so as the better to afford no chance to curious intruders of finding
them out and watching them in their own dens? Simply,
impudent fortune-tellers, Japanese gypsies who sell charms and
talismans, and no better. In answer to those who sought to assure
me that though the Yamabooshi lead a mysterious life, admitting
none of the profane to their secrets, they still do accept pupils,
however difficult it is for one to become their disciple, and that
thus they have living witnesses to the great purity and sanctity of
their lives, in answer to such affirmations I opposed the strongest
negation and stood firmly by it. I insulted both masters and

pupils, classing them under the same category of fools, when not
knaves, and I went so far as to include in this number the Sintos.
Now Sintoism or Sin-Syu, "faith in the Gods, and in the way to the
Gods," that is, belief in the communication between these
creatures and men, is a kind of worship of nature-spirits, than
which nothing can be more miserably absurd. And by placing the
Sintos among the fools and knaves of other sects, I gained many
enemies. For the Sinto Kanusi (spiritual teachers) are looked upon
as the highest in the upper classes of Society, the Mikado himself
being at the head of their hierarchy and the members of the sect
belonging to the most cultured and educated men in Japan. These
Kanusi of the Sinto form no caste or class apart, nor do they pass
any ordination — at any rate none known to outsiders. And as
they claim publicly no special privilege or powers, even their
dress being in no wise different from that of the laity, but are
simply in the world's opinion professors and students of occult
and spiritual sciences, I very often came in contact with them
without in the least suspecting that I was in the presence of such
personages.
II — THE MYSTERIOUS VISITOR

Years passed; and as time went by, my ineradicable scepticism
grew stronger and waxed fiercer every day. I have already
mentioned an elder and much-beloved sister, my only surviving
relative. She had married and had lately gone to live at
Nuremberg. I regarded her with feelings more filial than
fraternal, and her children were as dear to me as might have
been my own. At the time of the great catastrophe that in the
course of a few days had made my father lose his large fortune,
and my mother break her heart, she it was, that sweet big sister of
mine, who had made herself of her own accord the guardian
angel of our ruined family. Out of her great love for me, her
younger brother, for whom she attempted to replace the

professors that could no longer be afforded, she had renounced
her own happiness. She sacrificed herself and the man she loved,
by indefinitely postponing their marriage, in order to help our
father and chiefly myself by her undivided devotion. And, oh,
how I loved and reverenced her, time but strengthening this
earliest family affection! They who maintain that no atheist, as
such, can be a true friend, an affectionate relative, or a loyal
subject, utter — whether consciously or unconsciously — the
greatest calumny and lie. To say that a materialist grows hardhearted as he grows older, that he cannot love as a believer does,
is simply the greatest fallacy.
There may be such exceptional cases, it is true, but these are
found only occasionally in men who are even more selfish than
they are sceptical, or vulgarly worldly. But when a man who is
kindly disposed in his nature, for no selfish motives but because
of reason and love of truth, becomes what is called atheistical, he
is only strengthened in his family affections, and in his
sympathies with his fellow men. All his emotions, all the ardent
aspirations towards the unseen and unreachable, all the love
which he would otherwise have uselessly bestowed on a
supposititional heaven and its God, become now centred with
tenfold force upon his loved ones and mankind. Indeed, the
atheist's heart alone —
. . . can know,
What secret tides of still enjoyment flow When brothers
love. . . .
It was such holy fraternal love that led me also to sacrifice my
comfort and personal welfare to secure her happiness, the felicity
of her who had been more than a mother to me. I was a mere
youth when I left home for Hamburg. There, working with all the
desperate earnestness of a man who has but one noble object in

view — to relieve suffering, and help those whom he loves — I
very soon secured the confidence of my employers, who raised
me in consequence to the high post of trust I always enjoyed. My
first real pleasure and reward in life was to see my sister married
to the man she had sacrificed for my sake, and to help them in
their struggle for existence.
So purifying and unselfish was this affection of mine for her that,
when it came to be shared among her children, instead of losing
in intensity by such division, it seemed to only grow the stronger.
Born with the potentiality of the warmest family affection in me,
the devotion for my sister was so great, that the thought of
burning that sacred fire of love before any idol, save that of
herself and family, never entered my head. This was the only,
church I recognized, the only church wherein I worshipped at the
altar of holy family affection. In fact this large family of eleven
persons, including her husband, was the only tie that attached me
to Europe. Twice, during a period of nine years, had I crossed the
ocean with the sole object of seeing and pressing these dear ones
to my heart. I had no other business in the West; and having
performed this pleasant duty, I returned each time to Japan to
work and toil for them. For their sake I remained a bachelor, that
the wealth I might acquire should go undivided to them alone.
We had always corresponded as regularly as the long transit of
the then very irregular service of the mail-boats would permit.
But suddenly there came a break in my letters from home. For
nearly a year I received no intelligence; and day by day, I became
more restless, more apprehensive of some great misfortune.
Vainly I looked for a letter, a simple message; and my efforts to
account for so unusual a silence were fruitless.
"Friend," said to me one day Tamoora Hideyeri, my only
confidant, "Friend, consult a holy Yamabooshi — and you will feel

at rest."
Of course the offer was rejected with as much moderation as I
could command under the provocation. But, as steamer after
steamer came in without a word of news, I felt a despair which
daily increased in depth and fixity. This finally degenerated into
an irrepressible craving, a morbid desire to learn — the worst, as
I then thought. I struggled hard with the feeling, but it had the
best of me. Only a few months before a complete master of myself
— I now became an abject slave to fear. A fatalist of the school of
D'Holbach, I, who had always regarded belief in the system of
necessity as being the only promoter of philosophical happiness,
and as having the most advantageous influence over human
weaknesses, I felt a craving for something akin to fortune-telling!
I had gone so far as to forget the first principle of my doctrine —
the only one calculated to calm our sorrows, to inspire us with a
useful submission, namely a rational resignation to the decrees of
blind destiny, with which foolish sensibility causes us so often to
be overwhelmed — the doctrine that all is necessary. Yes;
forgetting this, I was drawn into a shameful, superstitious
longing, a stupid, disgraceful desire to learn — if not futurity, at
any rate that which was taking place at the other side of the
globe. My conduct seemed utterly modified, my temperament and
aspirations wholly changed; and like a weak, nervous girl, I
caught myself straining my mind to the very verge of lunacy in an
attempt to look — as I had been told one could sometimes do —
beyond the oceans, and learn, at last, the real cause of this long,
inexplicable silence!
One evening, at sunset, my old friend, the venerable Bonze,
Tamoora, appeared on the verandah of my low wooden house. I
had not visited him for many days, and he had come to know how
I was. I took the opportunity to once more sneer at one, whom, in
reality, I regarded with most affectionate respect. With equivocal

taste for which I repented almost before the words had been
pronounced — I enquired of him why he had taken the trouble to
walk all that distance when he might have learned anything he
liked about me by simply interrogating a Yamabooshi? He
seemed a little hurt, at first; but after keenly scrutinizing my
dejected face, he mildly remarked that he could only insist upon
what he had advised before. Only one of that holy order could
give me consolation in my present state.
From that instant, an insane desire possessed me to challenge
him to prove his assertions. I defied — I said to him — any and
every one of his alleged magicians to tell me the name of the
person I was thinking of, and what he was doing at that moment.
He quietly answered that my desire could be easily satisfied.
There was a Yamabooshi two doors from me, visiting a sick Sinto.
He would fetch him — if I only said the word.
I said it and from the moment of its utterance my doom was sealed.
How shall I find words to describe the scene that followed!
Twenty minutes after the desire had been so incautiously
expressed, an old Japanese, uncommonly tall and majestic for one
of that race, pale, thin and emaciated, was standing before me.
There,, where I had expected to find servile obsequiousness, I
only discerned an air of calm and dignified composure, the
attitude of one who knows his moral superiority, and therefore
scorns to notice the mistakes of those who fail to recognize it. To
the somewhat irreverent and mocking questions, which I put to
him one after another, with feverish eagerness, he made no reply;
but gazed on me in silence as a physician would look at a
delirious patient. From the moment he fixed — his eyes on mine, I
felt — or shall I say, saw — as though it were a sharp ray of light,
a thin silvery thread, shoot out from the intensely black and
narrow eyes so deeply sunk in the yellow old face. It seemed to

penetrate into my brain and heart like an arrow, and set to work
to dig out. therefrom every thought and feeling. Yes; I both saw
and felt it, and very soon the double sensation became
intolerable.
To break the spell I defied him to tell me what he had found in my
thoughts. Calmly came the correct answer — Extreme anxiety for
a female relative, her husband and children, who were inhabiting
a house the correct description of which he gave as though he
knew it as well as myself. I turned a suspicious eye upon my
friend, the Bonze, to whose indiscretions, I thought, I was
indebted for the quick reply. Remembering however that
Tamoora could know nothing of the appearance of my sister's
house, that the Japanese are proverbially truthful and, as friends,
faithful to death — I felt ashamed of my suspicion. To atone for it
before my own conscience I asked the hermit whether he could
tell me anything of the present state of that beloved sister of
mine. The foreigner — was the reply — would never believe in
the words, or trust to the knowledge of any person but himself.
Were the Yamabooshi to tell him, the impression would wear out
hardly a few hours later, and the inquirer find himself as
miserable as before. There was but one means; and that was to
make the foreigner (myself) see with his own eyes, and thus learn
the truth for himself. Was the enquirer ready to be placed by a
Yamabooshi, a stranger to him, in the required state?
I had heard in Europe of mesmerized somnambules and
pretenders to clairvoyance, and having no faith in them, I had,
therefore, nothing against the process itself. Even in the midst of
my never-ceasing mental agony, I could not help smiling at the
ridiculous nature of the operation I was willingly submitting to.
Nevertheless I silently bowed consent.
III — PSYCHIC MAGIC

The old Yamabooshi lost no time. He looked at the setting sun,
and finding, probably, the Lord Ten-Dzio-Dai-Dzio (the Spirit who
darts his Rays) propitious for the coming ceremony, he speedily
drew out a little bundle. It contained a small lacquered box, a
piece of vegetable paper, made from the bark of the mulberry
tree, and a pen, with which he traced upon the paper a few
sentences in the Naiden character — a peculiar style of written
language used only for religious and mystical purposes. Having
finished, he exhibited from under his clothes a small round
mirror of steel of extraordinary brilliancy, and placing it before
my eyes asked me to look into it.
I had not only heard before of these mirrors, which are
frequently used in the temples, but I had often seen them. It is
claimed that under the direction and will of instructed priests,
there appear in them the Daij-Dzin, the great spirits who notify
the enquiring devotees of their fate. I first imagined that his
intention was to evoke such a spirit, who would answer my
queries. What happened, however, was something of quite a
different character.
No sooner had I, not without a last pang of mental
squeamishness, produced by a deep sense of my own absurd
position, touched the mirror, than I suddenly felt a strange
sensation in the arm of the hand that held it. For a brief moment I
forgot to "sit in the seat of the scorner" and failed to look at the
matter from a ludicrous point of view. Was it fear that suddenly
clutched my brain, for an instant paralyzing its activity —
. . . that fear when the heart longs to know,
what it is death to hear?
No; for I still had consciousness enough left to go on persuading
myself that nothing would come out of an experiment, in the
nature of which no sane man could ever believe. What was it

then, that crept across my brain like a living thing of ice,
producing therein a sensation of horror, and then clutched at my
heart as if a deadly serpent had fastened its fangs into it? With a
convulsive jerk of the hand I dropped the — I blush to write the
adjective — "magic" mirror, and could not force myself to pick it
up from the settee on which I was reclining. For one short
moment there was a terrible struggle between some undefined,
and to me utterly inexplicable, longing to look into the depths of
the polished surface of the mirror and my pride, the ferocity of
which nothing seemed capable of taming. It was finally so tamed,
however, its revolt being conquered by its own defiant intensity.
There was an opened novel lying on a lacquer table near the
settee, and as my eyes happened to fall upon its pages, I read the
words, "The veil which covers futurity is woven by the hand of
mercy." This was enough. That same pride which had hitherto
held me back from what I regarded as a degrading, superstitious
experiment, caused me to challenge my fate. I picked up the
ominously shining disk and prepared to look into it.
While I was examining the mirror, the Yamabooshi hastily spoke
a few words to the Bonze, Tamoora, at which I threw a furtive
and suspicious glance at both. I was wrong once more.
"The holy man desires me to put you a question and give you at
the same time a warning," remarked the Bonze. "If you are willing
to see for yourself now, you will have — under the penalty of
seeing for ever, in the hereafter, all that is taking place, at whatever
distance, and that against your will or inclination — to submit to a
regular course of purification, after you have learnt what you
want through the mirror."
"What is this course, and what have I to promise?" I asked
defiantly.
"It is for your own good. You must promise him to submit to the

process, lest, for the rest of his life, he should have to hold himself
responsible, before his own conscience, for having made an
irresponsible seer of you. Will you do so, friend?"
"There will be time enough to think of it, if I see anything" — I
sneeringly replied, adding under my breath — "something I doubt
a good deal, so far."
"Well you are warned, friend. The consequences will now remain
with yourself," was the solemn answer.
I glanced at the clock, and made a gesture of impatience, which
was remarked and understood by the Yamabooshi. It was just
seven minutes after five.
"Define well in your mind what you would see and learn," said
the "conjuror," placing the mirror and paper in my hands, and
instructing me how to use them.
His instructions were received by me with more impatience than
gratitude; and for one short instant, I hesitated again.
Nevertheless, I replied, while fixing the mirror.
"I desire but one thing — to learn the reason or reasons why my
sister has so suddenly ceased writing to me.". . .
Had I pronounced these words in reality, and in the hearing of
the two witnesses, or had I only thought them? To this day I
cannot decide the point. I now remember but one thing distinctly:
while I sat gazing in the mirror, the Yamabooshi kept gazing at
me. But whether this process lasted half a second or three hours, I
have never since been able to settle in my mind with any degree
of satisfaction. I can recall every detail of the scene up to that
moment when I took up the mirror with the left hand, holding the
paper inscribed with the mystic characters between the thumb
and finger of the right, when all of a sudden I seemed to quite lose

consciousness of the surrounding objects. The passage from the
active waking state to one that I could compare with nothing I
had ever experienced before, was so rapid, that while my eyes
had ceased to perceive external objects and had completely lost
sight of the Bonze, the Yamabooshi, and even of my room, I could
nevertheless distinctly see the whole of my head and my back, as
I sat leaning forward with the mirror in my hand. Then came a
strong sensation or an involuntary rush forward, of snapping off,
so to say, from my place — I had almost said from my body. And,
then, while every one of my other senses had become totally
paralyzed, my eyes, as I thought, unexpectedly caught a clearer
and far more vivid glimpse than they had ever had in reality, of
my sister's new house at Nuremberg, which I had never visited
and knew only from a sketch, and other scenery with which I had
never been very familiar. Together with this, and while feeling in
my brain what seemed like flashes of a departing consciousness
— dying persons must feel so, no doubt — the very last, vague
thought, so weak as to have been hardly perceptible, was that I
must look very, very ridiculous . . . This feeling — for such it was
rather than a thought — was interrupted, suddenly extinguished,
so to say, by a clear mental vision (I cannot characterize it
otherwise) of myself, of that which I regarded as, and knew to be
my body, lying with ashy cheeks on a settee, dead to all intents
and purposes, but still staring with the cold and glassy eyes of a
corpse into the mirror. Bending over it, with his two emaciated
hands cutting the air in every direction over its white face, stood
the tall figure of the Yamabooshi, for whom I felt at that instant
an inextinguishable, murderous hatred. As I was going, in
thought, to pounce upon the vile charlatan, my corpse, the two
old men, the room itself, and every object in it, trembled and
danced in a reddish glowing light, and seemed to float rapidly
away from "me." A few more grotesque, distorted shadows before
"my" sight; and, with a last feeling of terror and a supreme effort

to realize who then was I now, since I was not that corpse — a
great veil of darkness fell over me, like a funeral pall, and every
thought in me was dead.
IV — A VISION OF HORROR

How strange! . . . . Where was I now? It was evident to me that I
had once more returned to my senses. For there I was, vividly
realizing that I was rapidly moving forward, while experiencing a
queer, strange sensation as though I were swimming, without
impulse or effort on my part, and in total darkness. The idea that
first presented itself to me was that of a long subterranean
passage of water, of earth, and stifling air, though bodily I had no
perception, no sensation, of the presence or contact of any of
these. I tried to utter a few words, to repeat my last sentence, "I
desire but one thing: to learn the reason or reasons why my sister
has so suddenly ceased writing to me" — but the only words I
heard out of the twenty-one, were the two, "to learn," and these,
instead of their coming out of my own larynx, came back to me in
my own voice, but entirely outside myself, near, but not in me. In
short, they were pronounced by my voice, not by my lips. . . .
One more rapid, involuntary motion, one more plunge into the
Cymmerian darkness of a (to me) unknown element, and I saw
myself standing — actually standing underground, as it seemed. I
was compactly and thickly surrounded on all sides, above and
below, right and left, with earth, and in the mould, and yet it
weighed not, and seemed quite immaterial and transparent to my
senses. I did not realize for one second the utter absurdity, nay,
impossibility of that seeming fact! One second more, one short
instant, and I perceived — oh, inexpressible horror, when I think
of it now; for then, although I perceived, realized, and recorded
facts and events far more clearly than ever I had done before, I
did not seem to be touched in any other way by what I saw. Yes —

I perceived a coffin at my feet. It was a plain, unpretentious shell,
made of deal, the last couch of the pauper, in which,
notwithstanding its closed lid, I plainly saw a hideous, grinning
skull, a man's skeleton, mutilated and broken in many of its parts,
as though it had been taken out of some hidden chamber of the
defunct Inquisition, where it had been subjected to torture. "Who
can it be?" — I thought.
At this moment I heard again proceeding from afar the same
voice — my voice. . . . "the reason or reasons why" . . . . it said; as
though these words were the unbroken continuation of the same
sentence of which it had just repeated the two words "to learn." It
sounded near, and yet as from some incalculable distance; giving
me then the idea that the long subterranean journey, the
subsequent mental reflexions and discoveries, had occupied no
time; had been performed during the short, almost instantaneous
interval between the first and the middle words of the sentence,
begun, at any rate, if not actually pronounced by myself in my
room at Kioto, and which it was now finishing, in interrupted,
broken phrases, like a faithful echo of my own words and voice. . .
.
Forthwith, the hideous, mangled remains began assuming a form,
and, to me, but too familiar appearance. The broken parts joined
together one to the other, the bones became covered once more
with flesh, and I recognized in these disfigured remains — with
some surprise, but not a trace of feeling at the sight — my sister's
dead husband, my own brother-in-law, whom I had for her sake
loved so truly. "How was it, and how did he come to die such a
terrible death?" — I asked myself. To put oneself a query seemed,
in the state in which I was, to instantly solve it. Hardly had I
asked myself the question, when as if in a panorama, I saw the
retrospective picture of poor Karl's death, in all its horrid
vividness, and with every thrilling detail, every one of which,

however, left me then entirely and brutally indifferent. Here he
is, the dear old fellow, full of life and joy at the prospect of more
lucrative employment from his principal, examining and trying in
a wood-sawing factory a monster steam engine just arrived from
America. He bends over, to examine more closely an inner
arrangement, to tighten a screw. His clothes are caught by the
teeth of the revolving wheel in full motion, and suddenly he is
dragged down, doubled up, and his limbs half severed, torn off,
before the workmen, unacquainted with the mechanism, can stop
it. He is taken out, or what remains of him, dead, mangled, a thing
of horror, an unrecognisable mass of palpitating flesh and blood!
I follow the remains, wheeled as an unrecognizable heap to the
hospital, hear the brutally given order that the messengers of
death should stop on their way at the house of the widow and
orphans. I follow them, and find the unconscious family quietly
assembled together. I see my sister, the dear and beloved, and
remain indifferent at the sight, only feeling highly interested in
the coming scene. My heart, my feelings, even my personality,
seem to have disappeared, to have been left behind, to belong to
somebody else.
There "I" stand, and witness her unprepared reception of the
ghastly news. I realize clearly, without one moment's hesitation
or mistake, the effect of the shock upon her, I perceive clearly,
following and recording, to the minutest detail, her sensations
and the inner process that takes place in her. I watch and
remember, missing not one single point.
As the corpse is brought into the house for identification I hear
the long agonizing cry, my own name pronounced, and the dull
thud of the living body falling upon the remains of the dead one. I
followed with curiosity the sudden thrill and the instantaneous
perturbation in her brain that follow it, and watch with attention
the worm-like, precipitate, and immensely intensified motion of

the tubular fibres, the instantaneous change of colour in the
cephalic extremity of the nervous system, the fibrous nervous
matter passing from white to bright red and then to a dark red,
bluish hue. I notice the sudden flash of a phosphorous-like,
brilliant Radiance, its tremor and its sudden extinction followed
by darkness — complete darkness in the region of memory — as
the Radiance, comparable in its form only to a human shape,
oozes out suddenly from the top of the head, expands, loses its
form and scatters. And I say to myself: "This is insanity; life-long,
incurable insanity, for the principle of intelligence is not
paralyzed or extinguished temporarily, but has just deserted the
tabernacle for ever, ejected from it by the terrible force of the
sudden blow . . . . The link between the animal and the divine
essence is broken" . . . . And as the unfamiliar term "divine" is
mentally uttered my "THOUGHT" — laughs.
Suddenly I hear again my far-off yet near voice pronouncing
emphatically and close by me the words. . . . "why my sister has so
suddenly ceased writing". . . . And before the two final words "to
me" have completed the sentence, I see a long series of sad events,
immediately following the catastrophe.
I behold the mother, now a helpless, grovelling idiot, in the
lunatic asylum attached to the city hospital, the seven younger
children admitted into a refuge for paupers. Finally I see the two
elder, a boy of fifteen and a girl a year younger, my favourites,
both taken by strangers into their service. A captain of a sailing
vessel carries away my nephew, an old Jewess adopts the tender
girl. I see the events with all their horrors and thrilling details,
and record each, to the smallest detail, with the utmost coolness.
For, mark well: when I use such expressions as horrors " etc., they
are to be understood as an afterthought. During the whole time of
the events described I experienced no sensation of either pain or

pity. My feelings seemed to be paralyzed as well as my external
senses; it was only after "coming back" that I realized my
irretrievable losses to their full extent.
Much of that which I had so vehemently denied in those days,
owing to sad personal experience I have to admit now. Had I been
told by any one at that time, that man could act and think and
feel, irrespective of his brain and senses; nay, that by some
mysterious, and to this day, for me, incomprehensible power, he
could be transported mentally, thousands of miles away from his
body, there to witness not only present but also past events, and
remember these by storing them in his memory — I would have
proclaimed that man as a madman. Alas, I can do so no longer,
for I have become myself that "madman." Ten, twenty, forty, a
hundred times during the course of this wretched life of mine,
have I experienced and lived over such moments of existence,
outside of my body. Accursed be that hour when this terrible
power was first awakened in me! I have not even the consolation
left of attributing such glimpses of events at a distance to insanity.
Madmen rave and see that which exists not in the realm they
belong to. My visions have proved invariably correct. But to my
narrative of woe.
I had hardly had time to see my unfortunate young niece in her
new Israelitish home, when I felt a shock of the same nature as
the one that had sent me "swimming" through the bowels of the
earth, as I had thought. I opened my eyes in my own room, and
the first thing I fixed upon, by accident, was the clock. The hands
of the dial showed seven minutes and a half past five!. . . . I had
thus passed through these most terrible experiences which it
takes me hours to narrate, in precisely half a minute of time!
But this, too, was an afterthought. For one brief instant I
recollected nothing of what I had seen. The interval between the

time I had glanced at the clock when taking the mirror from the
Yamabooshi's hand and this second glance, seemed to me merged
in one. I was just opening my lips to hurry on the Yamabooshi
with his experiment, when the full remembrance of what I had
just seen flashed lightning — like into my brain. Uttering a cry of
horror and despair, I felt as though the whole creation were
crushing me under its weight. For one moment I remained
speechless, the picture of human ruin amid a world of death and
desolation. My heart sank down in anguish: my doom was closed;
and a hopeless gloom seemed to settle over the rest of my life for
ever.
V — RETURN OF DOUBTS

Then came a reaction as sudden as my grief itself. A doubt arose
in my mind, which forthwith grew into a fierce desire of denying
the truth of what I had seen. A stubborn resolution of treating the
whole thing as an empty, meaningless dream, the effect of my
overstrained mind, took possession of me. Yes; it was but a lying
vision, an idiotic cheating of my own senses, suggesting pictures
of death and misery which had been evoked by weeks of
incertitude and mental depression.
"How could I see all that I have seen in less than half a minute?"
— I exclaimed. "The theory of dreams, the rapidity with which the
material changes on which our ideas in vision depend, are
excited in the hemispherical ganglia, is sufficient to account for
the long series of events I have seemed to experience. In dream
alone can the relations of space and time be so completely
annihilated. The Yamabooshi is for nothing in this disagreeable
nightmare. He is only reaping that which has been sown by
myself, and, by using some infernal drug, of which his tribe have
the secret, he has contrived to make me lose consciousness for a
few seconds and see that vision — as lying as it is horrid. Avaunt

all such thoughts, I believe them not. In a few days there will be a
steamer sailing for Europe . . . . I shall leave to-morrow!
This disjointed monologue was pronounced by me aloud,
regardless of the presence of my respected friend the Bonze,
Tamoora, and the Yamabooshi. The latter was standing before me
in the same position as when he placed the mirror in my hands,
and kept looking at me calmly, I should perhaps say looking
through me, and in dignified silence. The Bonze, whose kind
countenance was beaming with sympathy, approached me as he
would a sick child, and gently laying his hand on mine, and with
tears in his eyes, said: "Friend, you must not leave this city before
you have been completely purified of your contact with the lower
Daij-Dzins (spirits), who had to be used to guide your
inexperienced soul to the places it craved to see. The entrance to
your Inner Self must be closed against their dangerous intrusion.
Lose no time, therefore, my Son, and allow the holy Master,
yonder, to purify you at once."
But nothing can be more deaf than anger once aroused. "The sap
of reason" could no longer "quench the fire of passion," and at
that moment I was not fit to listen to his friendly voice. His is a
face I can never recall to my memory without genuine feeling;
his, a name I will ever pronounce with a sigh of emotion; but at
that ever memorable hour when my passions were inflamed to
white heat, I felt almost a hatred for the kind, good old man, I
could not forgive him his interference in the present event.
Hence, for all answer, therefore, he received from me a stern
rebuke, a violent protest on my part against the idea that I could
ever regard the vision I had had, in any other light save that of an
empty dream, and his Yamabooshi as anything better than an
imposter. "I will leave to-morrow, had I to forfeit my whole
fortune as a penalty" — I exclaimed, pale with rage and despair.

"You will repent it the whole of your life, if you do so before the
holy man has shut every entrance in you against intruders ever
on the watch and ready to enter the open door," was the answer.
"The Daij-Dzins will have the best of you."
I interrupted him with a brutal laugh, and a still more brutally
phrased enquiry about the fees I was expected to give the
Yamabooshi, for his experiment with me.
"He needs no reward," was the reply. "The order he belongs to is
the richest in the world, since its adherents need nothing, for they
are above all terrestrial and venal desires. Insult him not, the
good man who came to help you out of pure sympathy for your
suffering, and to relieve you of mental agony."
But I would listen to no words of reason and wisdom. The spirit of
rebellion and pride had taken possession of me, and made me
disregard every feeling of personal friendship, or even of simple
propriety. Luckily for me, on turning round to order the medican
monk out of my presence, I found he had gone.
I had not seen him move, and attributed his stealthy departure to
fear at having been detected and understood.
Fool! blind, conceited idiot that I was! Why did I fail to recognize
the Yamabooshi's power, and that the peace of my whole life was
departing with him, from that moment for ever? But I did so fail.
Even the fell demon of my long fears — uncertainty — was now
entirely overpowered by that fiend scepticism — the silliest of all.
A dull, morbid unbelief, a stubborn denial of the evidence of my
own senses, and a determined will to regard the whole vision as a
fancy of my overwrought mind, had taken firm hold of me.
"My mind," I argued, "what is it? Shall I believe with the
superstitious and the weak that this production of phosphorus
and grey matter is indeed the superior part of me; that it can act

and see independently of my physical senses? Never! As well
believe in the planetary 'intelligences' of the astrologer, as in the
'Daij-Dzins' of my credulous though well-meaning friend, the
priest. As well confess one's belief in Jupiter and Sol, Saturn and
Mercury, and that these worthies guide their spheres and concern
themselves with mortals, as to give one serious thought to the airy
nonentities supposed to have guided my 'soul' in its unpleasant
dream! I loathe and laugh at the absurd idea. I regard it as a
personal insult to the intellect and rational reasoning powers of a
man, to speak of invisible creatures, 'subjective intelligences,' and
all that kind of insane superstition." In short, I begged my friend
the Bonze to spare me his protests, and thus the unpleasantness
of breaking with him for ever.
Thus I raved and argued before the venerable Japanese
gentleman, doing all in my power to leave on his mind the
indelible conviction of my having gone suddenly mad. But his
admirable forbearance proved more than equal to my idiotic
passion; and he implored me once more, for the sake of my whole
future, to submit to certain "necessary purificatory rites."
"Never! Far rather dwell in air, rarified to nothing by the airpump or wholesome unbelief, than in the dim fog of silly
superstition," I argued, paraphrazing Richter's remark. "I will not
believe," I repeated; "but as I can no longer bear such uncertainty
about my sister and her family, I will return by the first steamer
to Europe."
This final determination upset my old acquaintance altogether.
His earnest prayer not to depart before I had seen the
Yamabooshi once more, received no attention from me.
"Friend of a foreign land!" — he cried, "I pray that you may not
repent of your unbelief and rashness. May the 'Holy One' [KwanOn, the Goddess of Mercy] protect you from the Dzins! For, since

you refuse to submit to the process of purification at the hands of
the holy Yamabooshi, he is powerless to defend you from the evil
influences evoked by your unbelief and defiance of truth. But let
me, at this parting hour, I beseach you, let me, an older man who
wishes you well, warn you once more and persuade you of things
you are still ignorant of. May I speak?"
"Go on and have your say," was the ungracious assent. "But let me
warn you, in my turn, that nothing you can say can make of me a
believer in your disgraceful superstitions." This was added with a
cruel feeling of pleasure in bestowing one more needless insult.
But the excellent man disregarded this new sneer as he had all
others. Never shall I forget the solemn earnestness of his parting
words, the pitying, remorseful look on his face when he found
that it was, indeed, all to no purpose, that by his kindly meant
interference he had only led me to my destruction.
"Lend me your ear, good sir, for the last time," he began, "learn
that unless the holy and venerable man; who, to relieve your
distress, opened your 'soul vision,' is permitted to complete his
work, your future life will, indeed, be little worth living. He has to
safeguard you against involuntary repetitions of visions of the
same character. Unless you consent to it of your own free will,
however, you will have to be left in the power of Forces which
will harass and persecute you to the verge of insanity. Know that
the development of 'Long Vision' [clairvoyance] — which is
accomplished at will only by those for whom the Mother of
Mercy, the great Kwan-On, has no secrets — must, in the case of
the beginner, be pursued with help of the air Dzins (elemental
spirits) whose nature is soulless, and hence wicked. Know also
that, while the Arihat, 'the destroyer of the enemy,' who has
subjected and made of these creatures his servants, has nothing
to fear; he who has no power over them becomes their slave. Nay,

laugh not in your great pride and ignorance, but listen further.
During the time of the vision and while the inner perceptions are
directed toward the events they seek, the Daij-Dzin has the seer —
when, like yourself, he is an inexperienced tyro — entirely in its
power; and for the time being that seer is no longer himself. He
partakes of the nature of his 'guide.' The Dali-Dzin, which directs
his inner sight, keeps his soul in durance vile, making of him,
while the state lasts, a creature like itself. Bereft of his divine
light, man is but a soulless being; hence during the time of such
connection, he will feel no human emotions, neither pity nor fear,
love nor mercy."
"Hold!" I involuntarily exclaimed, as the words vividly brought
back to my recollections the indifference with which I had
witnessed my sister's despair and sudden loss of reason in my
"hallucination," "Hold! . . . But no; it is still worse madness in me
to heed or find any sense in your ridiculous tale! But if you knew
it to be so dangerous why have advised the experiment at all?" —
I added mockingly.
"It had to last but a few seconds, and no evil could have resulted
from it, had you kept your promise to submit to purification," was
the sad and humble reply. "I wished you well, my friend, and my
heart was nigh breaking to see you suffering day by day. The
experiment is harmless enough when directed by one who knows,
and becomes dangerous only when the final precaution is
neglected. It is the 'Master of Visions,' he who has opened an
entrance into your soul, who has to close it by using the Seal of
Purification against any further and deliberate ingress of. . . ."
"The 'Master of Visions' forsooth!" I cried, brutally interrupting
him, "say rather the Master of Imposture!"
The look of sorrow on his kind old face was so intense and painful
to behold that I perceived I had gone too far; but it was too late.

"Farewell, then!" said the old Bonze, rising; and after performing
the usual ceremonials of politeness, Tamoora left the house in
dignified silence.
VI — I DEPART — BUT NOT ALONE

Several days later I sailed, but during my stay I saw my venerable
friend, the Bonze, no more. Evidently on that last, and to me for
ever memorable evening, he had been seriously offended with
my more than irreverent, my downright insulting remark about
one whom he so justly respected. I felt sorry for him, but the
wheel of passion and pride was too incessantly at work to permit
me to feel a single moment of remorse. What was it that made me
so relish the pleasure of wrath, that when, for one instant, I
happened to lose sight of my supposed grievance toward the
Yamabooshi, I forthwith lashed myself back into a kind of
artificial fury against him. He had only accomplished what he had
been expected to do, and what he had tacitly promised; not only
so, but it was I myself who had deprived him of the possibility of
doing more, even for my own protection if I might believe the
Bonze — a man whom I knew to be thoroughly honourable and
reliable. Was it regret at having been forced by my pride to refuse
the proffered precaution, or was it the fear of remorse that made
me rake together, in my heart, during those evil hours, the
smallest details of the supposed insult to that same suicidal pride?
Remorse, as an old poet has aptly remarked, "is like the heart in
which it grows: . . . .
". . . if proud and gloomy,
It is a poison-tree, that pierced to the utmost,
Weeps only tears of blood" . . .
Perchance, it was the indefinite fear of something of that sort
which caused me to remain so obdurate, and led me to excuse,

under the plea of terrible provocation, even the unprovoked
insults that I had heaped upon the head of my kind and allforgiving friend, the priest. However, it was now too late in the
day to recall the words of offence I had uttered; and all I could do
was to promise myself the satisfaction of writing him a friendly
letter, as soon as I reached home. Fool, blind fool, elated with
insolent self-conceit, that I was! So sure did I feel, that my vision
was due merely to some trick of the Yamabooshi, that I actually
gloated over my coming triumph in writing to the Bonze that I
had been right in answering his sad words of parting with an
incredulous smile, as my sister and family were all in good health
— happy!
I had not been at sea for a week, before I had cause to remember
his words of warning!
From the day of my experience with the magic mirror, I
perceived a great change in my whole state, and I attributed it, at
first, to the mental depression I had struggled against for so many
months. During the day I very often found myself absent from the
surroundings scenes, losing sight for several minutes of things
and persons. My nights were disturbed, my dreams oppressive,
and at times horrible. Good sailor I certainly was; and besides, the
weather was unusually fine, the ocean as smooth as a pond.
Notwithstanding this, I often felt a strange giddiness, and the
familiar faces of my fellow-passengers assumed at such times the
most grotesque appearances. Thus, a young German I used to
know well was once suddenly transformed before my eyes into
his old father, whom we had laid in the little burial place of the
European colony some three years before. We were talking on
deck of the defunct and of a certain business arrangement of his,
when Max Grunner's head appeared to me as though it were
covered with a strange film. A thick greyish mist surrounded him,
and gradually condensing around and upon his healthy

countenance, settled suddenly into the grim old head I had myself
seen covered with six feet of soil. On another occasion, as the
captain was talking of a Malay thief whom he had helped to
secure and lodge in goal, I saw near him the yellow, villainous
face of a man answering to his description. I kept silence about
such hallucinations; but as they became more and more frequent,
I felt very much disturbed, though still attributing them to natural
causes, such as I had read about in medical books.
One night I was abruptly awakened by a long and loud cry of
distress. It was a woman's voice, plaintive like that of a child, full
of terror and of helpless despair. I awoke with a start to find
myself on land, in a strange room. A young girl, almost a child,
was desperately struggling against a powerful middle-aged man,
who had surprised her in her own room, and during her sleep.
Behind the closed and locked door, I saw listening an old woman,
whose face, notwithstanding the fiendish expression upon it,
seemed familiar to me, and I immediately recognized it: it was the
face of the Jewess who had adopted my niece in the dream I had
at Kioto. She had received gold to pay for her share in the foul
crime, and was now keeping her part of the covenant . . . . But
who was the victim? O horror unutterable! Unspeakable horror!
When I realized the situation after coming back to my normal
state, I found it was my own child-niece.
But, as in my first vision, I felt in me nothing of the nature of that
despair born of affection that fills one's heart, at the sight of a
wrong done to, or a misfortune befalling, those one loves; nothing
but a manly indignation in the presence of suffering inflicted
upon the weak and the helpless. I rushed, of course, to her rescue,
and seized the wanton, brutal beast by the neck. I fastened upon
him with powerful grasp, but, the man heeded it not, he seemed
not even to feel my hand. The coward, seeing himself resisted by
the girl, lifted his powerful arm and the thick fist, coming down

like a heavy hammer upon the sunny locks, felled the child to the
ground. It was with a loud cry of the indignation of a stranger, not
with that of a tigress defending her cub, that I sprang upon the
lewd beast and sought to throttle him. I then remarked, for the
first time, that, a shadow myself, I was grasping but another
shadow! . . . .
My loud shrieks and imprecations had awakened the whole
steamer. They were attributed to a nightmare. I did not seek to
take anyone into my confidence; but, from that day forward, my
life became a long series of mental tortures, I could hardly shut
my eyes without becoming witness of some horrible deed, some
scene of misery, death or crime, whether past, present or even
future — as I ascertained later on. It was as though some mocking
fiend had taken upon himself the task of making me go through
the vision of everything that was bestial, malignant and hopeless,
in this world of misery. No radiant vision of beauty or virtue ever
lit with the faintest ray these pictures of awe and wretchedness
that I seemed doomed to witness. Scenes of wickedness, of
murder, of treachery and of lust fell dismally upon my sight, and I
was brought face to face with the vilest results of man's passions,
the most terrible outcome of his material earthly cravings.
Had the Bonze foreseen, indeed, the dreary results, when he
spoke of Daij-Dzins to whom I left "an ingress" "a door open" in
me? Nonsense! There must be some physiological, abnormal
change in me. Once at Nuremberg, when I have ascertained how
false was the direction taken by my fears — I dared not hope for
no misfortune at all — these meaningless visions will disappear
as they came. The very fact that my fancy follows but one
direction, that of pictures of misery, of human passions in their
worst, material shape, is a proof, to me, of their unreality.
"If, as you say, man consists of one substance, matter, the object

of the physical senses; and if perception with its modes is only the
result of the organization of the brain, then should we be
naturally attracted but to the material, the earthly" . . . I thought I
heard the familiar voice of the Bonze interrupting my reflections,
and repeating an often used argument of his in his discussions
with me.
"There are two planes of visions before men," I again heard him
say, "the plane of undying love and spiritual aspirations, the
efflux from the eternal light; and the plane of restless, ever
changing matter, the light in which the misguided Daij-Dzins
bathe."
VII — ETERNITY IN A SHORT DREAM

In those days I could hardly bring myself to realize, even for a
moment, the absurdity of a belief in any kind of spirits, whether
good or bad. I now understood, if I did not believe, what was
meant by the term, though I still persisted in hoping that it would
finally prove some physical derangement or nervous
hallucination. To fortify my unbelief the more, I tried to bring
back to my memory all the arguments used against faith in such
superstitions, that I had ever read or heard. I recalled the biting
sarcasms of Voltaire, the calm reasoning of Hume, and I repeated
to myself ad nauseam the words of Rousseau, who said that
superstition, "the disturber of Society," could never be too
strongly attacked. "Why should the sight, the phantasmagoria,
rather" — I argued — "of that which we know in a waking sense
to be false, come to affect us at all?" Why should —
"Names, whose sense we see not
Fray us with things that be not?"
One day the old captain was narrating to us the various
superstitions to which sailors were addicted; a pompous English

missionary remarked that Fielding had declared long ago that
"superstition renders a man a fool," — after which he hesitated
for an instant, and abruptly stopped. I had not taken any part in
the general conversation; but no sooner had the reverend
speaker relieved himself of the quotation than I saw in that halo
of vibrating light, which I now noticed almost constantly over
every human head on the steamer, the words of Fielding's next
proposition — "and scepticism makes him mad."
I had heard and read of the claims of those who pretend to
seership, that they often see the thoughts of people traced in the
aura of those present. Whatever "aura" may mean with others, I
had now a personal experience of the truth of the claim, and felt
sufficiently disgusted with the discovery! I — a clairvoyant! a new
horror added to my life, an absurd and ridiculous gift developed,
which I shall have to conceal from all, feeling ashamed of it as if it
were a case of leprosy. At this moment my hatred to the
Yamabooshi, and even to my venerable old friend, the Bonze,
knew no bounds. The former had evidently by his manipulations
over me while I was lying unconscious, touched some unknown
physiological spring in my brain, and by loosing it had called
forth a faculty generally hidden in the human constitution; and it
was the Japanese priest who had introduced the wretch into my
house!
But my anger and my curses were alike useless, and could be of
no avail. Moreover, we were already in European waters, and in a
few more days we should be at Hamburg. Then would my doubts
and fears be set at rest, and I should find, to my intense relief,
that although clairvoyance, as regards the reading of human
thoughts on the spot, may have some truth in it, the discernment
of such events at a distance, as I had dreamed of, was an
impossibility for human faculties. Notwithstanding all my
reasoning, however, my heart was sick with fear, and full of the

blackest presentiments; I felt that my doom was closing. I suffered
terribly, my nervous and mental prostration becoming intensified
day by day.
The night before we entered port I had a dream.
I fancied I was dead. My body lay cold and stiff in its last sleep,
whilst its dying consciousness, which still regarded itself as "I,"
realizing the event, was preparing to meet in a few seconds its
own extinction. It had been always my belief that as the brain
preserved heat longer than any of the other organs, and was the
last to cease its activity, the thought in it survived bodily death by
several minutes. Therefore, I was not in the least surprised to find
in my dream that while the frame had already crossed that awful
gulf "no mortal e'er re-passed," its consciousness was still in the
gray twilight, the first shadows of the great Mystery. Thus my
THOUGHT wrapped, as I believed, in the remnants, of its now fast
retiring vitality, was watching with intense and eager curiosity
the approaches of its own dissolution, i.e., of its annihilation. "I"
was hastening to record my last impressions, lest the dark mantle
of eternal oblivion should envelope me, before I had time to feel
and enjoy, the great, the supreme triumph of learning that my
life-long convictions were true, that death is a complete and
absolute cessation of conscious being. Everything around me was
getting darker with every moment. Huge grey shadows were
moving before my vision, slowly at first, then with accelerated
motion, until they commenced whirling around with an almost
vertiginous rapidity. Then, as though that motion had taken place
for the purposes of brewing darkness, the object once reached, it
slackened its speed, and the darkness became gradually
transformed into intense blackness, it ceased altogether. There
was nothing now within my immediate perceptions, but that
fathomless black Space, as dark as pitch; to me it appeared as
limitless and as silent as the shoreless Ocean of Eternity upon

which Time, the progeny of man's brain, is for ever gliding, but
which it can never cross.
Dream is defined by Cato as "but the image of our hopes and
fears." Having never feared death when awake, I felt, in this
dream of mine, calm and serene at the idea of my speedy end. In
truth, I felt rather relieved at the thought — probably owing to
my recent mental suffering — that the end of all, of doubt, of fear
for those I loved, of suffering, and of every anxiety, was close at
hand. The constant anguish that had been gnawing ceaselessly at
my heavy, aching heart for many a long and weary month, had
now become unbearable; and if as Seneca thinks, death is but "the
ceasing to be what we were before," it was better that I should
die. The body is dead; "I," its consciousness — that which is all
that remains of me now, for a few moments longer — am
preparing to follow. Mental perceptions will get weaker, more
dim and hazy with every second of time, until the longed for
oblivion envelopes me completely in its cold shroud. Sweet is the
magic hand of Death, the great World-Comforter; profound and
dreamless is sleep in its unyielding arms. Yea, verily, it is a
welcome guest. . . . A calm and peaceful haven amidst the roaring
billows of the Ocean of life, whose breakers lash in vain the rockbound shores of Death. Happy the lonely bark that drifts into the
still waters of its black gulf, after having been so long, so cruelly
tossed about by the angry waves of sentient life. Moored in it for
evermore, needing no longer either sail or rudder, my bark will
now find rest. Welcome then, O Death, at this tempting price; and
fare thee well, poor body, which, having neither sought it nor
derived pleasure from it, I now readily give up!
While uttering this death-chant to the prostrate form before me, I
bent over, and examined it with curiosity. I felt the surrounding
darkness oppressing me, weighing on me almost tangibly, and I
fancied I found in it the approach of the Liberator I was

welcoming. And yet how very strange! If real, final Death takes
place in our consciousness; if after the bodily death, "I" and my
conscious perceptions are one — how is it that these perceptions
do not become weaker, why does my brain-action seem as
vigorous as ever now . . . . that I am de facto dead? . . . . Nor does
the usual feeling of anxiety, the "heavy heart" so-called, decrease
in intensity; nay, it even seems to become worse . . . . unspeakably
so! . . . . How long it takes for full oblivion to arrive! . . . Ah, here's
my body again! . . . Vanished out of sight for a second or two, it
reappears before me once more . . . . How white and ghastly it
looks! Yet . . . . its brain cannot be quite dead, since "I," its
consciousness, am still acting, since we two fancy that we still are,
that we live and think, disconnected from our creator and its
ideating cells.
Suddenly I felt a strong desire to see how much longer the
progress of dissolution was likely to last, before it placed its last
seal on the brain and rendered it inactive. I examined my brain in
its cranial cavity, through the (to me) entirely transparent walls
and roof of the skull, and even touched the brain-matter . . . . How
or with whose hands, I am now unable to say; but the impression
of the slimy, intensely cold matter produced a very strong
impression on me, in that dream. To my great dismay, I found
that the blood having entirely congealed and the brain-tissues
having themselves undergone a change that would no longer
permit any molecular action, it became impossible for me to
account for the phenomena now taking place with myself. Here
was I, — or my consciousness which is all one — standing
apparently entirely disconnected from my brain which could no
longer function . . . . But I had no time left for reflection. A new
and most extraordinary change in my perceptions had taken
place and now engrossed my whole attention . . . . What does this
signify? . . . .

The same darkness was around me as before, a black,
impenetrable space, extending in every direction. Only now, right
before me, in whatever direction I was looking, moving with me
which way soever I moved, there was a gigantic round clock; a
disc, whose large white face shone ominously on the ebony-black
background. As I looked at its huge dial, and at the pendulum
moving to and fro regularly and slowly in Space, as if its swinging
meant to divide eternity, I saw its needles pointing to seven
minutes past five. "The hour at which my torture had commenced
at Kioto!" I had barely found time to think of the coincidence,
when to my unutterable horror, I felt myself going through the
same, the identical, process that I had been made to experience
on that memorable and fatal day. I swam underground, dashing
swiftly through the earth; I found myself once more in the
pauper's grave and recognized my brother-in-law in the mangled
remains; I witnessed his terrible death; entered my sister's house;
followed her agony, and saw her go mad. I went over the same
scenes without missing a single detail of them. But, alas! I was no
longer iron-bound in the calm indifference that had then been
mine, and which in that first vision had left me as unfeeling to my
great misfortune as if I had been a heartless thing of rock. My
mental tortures were now becoming beyond description and
well-nigh unbearable. Even the settled despair, the never-ceasing
anxiety I was constantly experiencing when awake, had become
now, in my dream and in the face of this repetition of vision and
events, as an hour of darkened sunlight compared to a deadly
cyclone. Oh! how I suffered in this wealth and pomp of infernal
horrors, to which the conviction of the survival of man's
consciousness after death — for in that dream I firmly believed
that my body was dead — added the most terrifying of all!
The relative relief I felt, when, after going over the last scene, I
saw once more the great white face of the dial before me was not

of long duration. The long, arrow-shaped needle was pointing on
the colossal disk at — seven minutes and a half-past five o'clock.
But, before I had time to well realize the change, the needle
moved slowly backwards, stopped at precisely the seventh
minute, and — O cursed fate! . . . . I found myself driven into a
repetition of the same series over again! Once more I swam
underground, and saw, and heard, and suffered every torture
that hell can provide; I passed through every mental anguish
known to man or fiend. I returned to see the fatal dial and its
needle — after what appeared to me an eternity — moved, as
before, only half a minute forward. I beheld it, with renewed
terror, moving back again, and felt myself propelled forward
anew. And so it went on, and on, and on, time after time, in what
seemed to me an endless succession, a series which never had
any beginning, nor would it ever have an end . . . .
Worst of all; my consciousness, my "I," had apparently acquired
the phenomenal capacity of trebling, quadruping, and even of
decuplating itself. I lived, felt and suffered, in the same space of
time, in half-a-dozen different places at once, passing over
various events of my life, at different epochs and under the most
dissimilar circumstances; though predominant over all was my
spiritual experience at Kioto. Thus as in the famous fugue in Don
Giovanni, the heart-rending notes of Elvira's aria of despair ring
high above, but interfere in no way with the melody of the
minuet, the song of seduction, and the chorus, so I went over and
over my travailed woes, the feelings of agony unspeakable at the
awful sights of my vision, the repetition of which blunted in no
wise even a single pang of my despair and horror; nor did these
feelings weaken in the least scenes and events entirely
disconnected with the first one, that I was living through again, or
interfere in any way the one with the other. It was a maddening
experience! A series of contrapuntal, mental phantasmagoria

from real life. Here was I, during the same half-a-minute of time,
examining with cold curiosity the mangled remains of my sister's
husband; following with the same indifference the effects of the
news on her brain, as in my first Kioto vision, and feeling at the
same time hell-torture for these very events, as when I returned
to consciousness. I was listening to the philosophical discourses of
the Bonze, every word of which I heard and understood, and was
trying to laugh him to scorn. I was again a child, then a youth,
hearing my mother's and my sweet sister's voices, admonishing
me and teaching duty to all men. I was saving a friend from
drowning, and was sneering at his aged father who thanks me for
saving a "soul" yet unprepared to meet his Maker.
"Speak of dual consciousness, you psycho-physiologists!" — I
cried, in one of the moments when agony, mental and as it
seemed to me physical also, had arrived at a degree of intensity
which would have killed a dozen living men; "speak of your
psychological and physiological experiments, you schoolmen,
puffed up with pride and book-learning! Here am I to give you the
lie. . . ." And now I was reading the works and holding converse
with learned professors and lecturers, who had led me to my fatal
scepticism. And, while arguing the impossibility of consciousness
divorced from its brain, I was shedding tears of blood over the
supposed fate of my nieces and nephews. More terrible than all: I
knew, as only a liberated consciousness can know, that all I had
seen in my vision at Japan, and all that I was seeing and hearing
over and over again now, was true in every point and detail, that
it was a long string of ghastly and terrible, still of real, actual,
facts.
For, perhaps, the hundredth time, I had rivetted my attention on
the needle of the clock, I had lost the number of my gyrations and
was fast coming to the conclusion that they would never stop, that
consciousness is, after all, indestructible, and that this was to be

my punishment in Eternity. I was beginning to realize from
personal experience how the condemned sinners would feel —
"were not eternal damnation a logical and mathematical
impossibility in an ever-progressing Universe" — I still found the
force to argue. Yea indeed; at this hour of my ever-increasing
agony, my consciousness — now my synonym for "I" — had still
the power of revolting at certain theological claims, of denying all
their propositions, all — save ITSELF . . . . No; I denied the
independent nature of my consciousness no longer, for I knew it
now to be such. But is it eternal withal? O thou incomprehensible
and terrible Reality! But if thou art eternal, who then art thou? —
since there is no diety, no God. Whence dost thou come, and when
didst thou first appear, if thou art not a part of the cold body lying
yonder? And whither dost thou lead me, who am thyself, and
shall our thought and fancy have an end? What is thy real name,
thou unfathomable REALITY, and impenetrable MYSTERY! Oh, I
would fain annihilate thee . . . . "Soul — Vision"! — who speaks of
Soul, and whose voice is this? . . . . It says that I see now for
myself, that there is a Soul in man, after all. . . . I deny this. My
Soul, my vital Soul, or the Spirit of life, has expired with my body,
with the gray matter of my brain, This "I " of mine, this
consciousness, is not yet proven to me as eternal. Reincarnation,
in which the Bonze felt so anxious I should believe, may be true . .
. . Why not? Is not the flower born year after year from the same
root? Hence this "I" once separated from, its brain, losing its
balance and calling forth such a host of visions . . . . before
reincarnating.
I was again face to face with the inexorable, fatal clock. And as I
was watching its needle, I heard the voice of the Bonze, coming
out of the depths of its white face, saying: "In this case, I fear you
would have only to open and to shut the temple door, over and over
again, during a period which, however short, would seem to you an

eternity" . . . .
The clock had vanished, darkness made room for light, the voice
of my old friend was drowned by a multitude of voices overhead
on deck; and I awoke in my berth, covered with a cold
perspiration, and faint with terror.
VIII — A TALE OF WOE

We were at Hamburg, and no sooner had I seen my partners, who
could hardly recognise me, than with their consent and good
wishes I started for Nuremberg.
Half-an-hour after my arrival, the last doubt with regard to the
correctness of my vision had disappeared. The reality was worse
than any expectations could have made it, and I was
henceforward doomed to the most desolate life. I ascertained that
I had seen the terrible tragedy, with all its heartrending details.
My brother-in-law, killed under the wheels of a machine; my
sister, insane, and now rapidly sinking toward her end; my niece
— the sweet flower of nature's fairest work — dishonoured, in a
den of infamy; the little children dead of a contagious disease in
an orphanage; my last surviving nephew at sea, no one knew
where. A whole house, a home of love and peace, scattered; and I,
left alone, a witness of this world of death, of desolation and
dishonour. The news filled me with infinite despair, and I sank
helpless before the wholesale, dire disaster, which rose before me
all at once. The shock proved too much, and I fainted. The last
thing I heard before entirely losing my consciousness was a
remark of the Burgmeister: "Had you, before leaving Kioto,
telegraphed to the city authorities of your whereabouts, and of
your intention of coming home to take charge of your young
relatives, we might have placed them elsewhere, and thus have
saved them from their fate. No one knew that the children had a
well-to-do relative. They were left paupers and had to be dealt

with as such. They were comparatively strangers in Nuremberg,
and under the unfortunate circumstances you could have hardly
expected anything else . . . . I can only express my sincere
sorrow."
It was this terrible knowledge that I might, at any rate, have
saved my young niece from her unmerited fate, but that through
my neglect I had not done so, that was killing me. Had I but
followed the friendly advice of the Bonze, Tamoora, and
telegraphed to the authorities some weeks previous to my return
much might have been avoided. It was all this, coupled with the
fact that I could no longer doubt clairvoyance and clairaudience
— the possibility of which I had so long denied — that brought me
so heavily down upon my knees. I could avoid the censure of my
fellow-creatures but I could never escape the stings of my
conscience, the reproaches of my own aching heart — no, not as
long as I lived! I cursed my stubborn scepticism, my denial of
facts, my early education, I cursed myself and the whole world. . .
..
For several days I contrived not to sink beneath my load, for I had
a duty to perform to, the dead and to the living. But my sister
once rescued from the pauper's asylum, placed under the care of
the best physicians, with her daughter to attend to her last
moments, and the Jewess, whom I had brought to confess her
crime, safely lodged in goal — my fortitude and strength suddenly
abandoned me. Hardly a week after my arrival I was myself no
better than a raving maniac, helpless in the strong grip of a brain
fever. For several weeks I lay between life and death, the terrible
disease defying the skill of the best physicians. At last my strong
constitution prevailed, and — to my lifelong sorrow — they
proclaimed me saved.
I heard the news with a bleeding heart. Doomed to drag the

loathsome burden of life henceforth alone, and in constant
remorse; hoping for no help or remedy on earth, and still refusing
to believe in the possibility of anything better than a short
survival of consciousness beyond the grave, this unexpected
return to life added only one more drop of gall to my bitter
feelings. They were hardly soothed by the immediate return,
during the first days of my convalescence, of those unwelcome
and unsought for visions, whose correctness and reality I could
deny no more. Alas the day! they were no longer in my sceptical,
blind mind.
"The children of an idle brain,
Begot of nothing but vain Fantasy";
but always the faithful photographs of the real woes and
sufferings of my fellow creatures, of my best friends. . . . Thus I
found myself doomed, whenever I was left for a moment alone, to
the helpless torture of a chained Prometheus. During the still
hours of night, as though held by some pitiless iron hand, I found
myself led to my sister's bedside, forced to watch there hour after
hour, and see the silent disintegration of her wasted organism; to
witness and feel the sufferings that her own tenantless brain
could no longer reflect or convey to her perceptions. But there
was something still more horrible to barb the dart that could
never be extricated. I had to look, by day, at the childish innocent
face of my young niece, so sublimely simple and guileless in her
pollution; and to witness, by night, how the full knowledge and
recollection of her dishonour, of her young life now for ever
blasted, came to her in her dreams, as soon as she was asleep. The
dreams took an objective form to me, as they had done on the
steamer; I had to live them over again, night after night, and feel
the same terrible despair. For now, since I believed in the reality
of seership, and had come to the conclusion that in our bodies lies
hidden, as in the caterpillar, the chrysalis which may contain in

its turn the butterfly — the symbol of the soul — I no longer
remained indifferent, as of yore, to what I witnessed in my Soullife. Something had suddenly developed in me, had broken loose
from its icy cocoon. Evidently I no longer saw only in
consequence of the identification of my inner nature with a DaijDzin; my visions arose in, consequence of a direct personal
psychic development, the fiendish creatures only taking care that
I should see nothing of an agreeable or elevating nature. Thus,
now, not an unconscious pang in my dying sister's emaciated
body, not a thrill of horror in my niece's restless sleep at the
recollection of the crime perpetrated upon her, an innocent child,
but found a responsive echo in my bleeding heart. The deep
fountain of sympathetic love and sorrow had gushed out from the
physical heart, and was now loudly echoed by the awakened soul
separated from the body. Thus had I to drain the cup of misery to
the very dregs! Woe is me, it was a daily and nightly torture! Oh,
how I mourned over my proud folly; how I was punished for
having neglected to avail myself at Moto of the proffered
purification, for now I had come to believe even in the efficacy of
the latter. The Daij-Dzin had indeed obtained control over me;
and the fiend had let loose all the dogs of hell upon his victim. . . . .
At last the awful gulf was reached and crossed. The poor insane
martyr dropped into her dark, and now welcome grave, leaving
behind her, but for a few short months, her young, her first-born,
daughter. Consumption made short work of that tender girlish
frame. Hardly a year after my arrival, I was left alone in the
whole wide world, my only surviving nephew having expressed a
desire to follow his sea-faring career.
And now, the sequel of my sad story is soon told. A wreck, a
prematurely old man, looking at thirty as though sixty winters
had passed over my doomed head, and owing to the neverceasing visions, myself daily on the verge of insanity, I suddenly

formed a desperate resolution. I would return to Kioto and seek
out the Yamabooshi. I would prostrate myself at the feet of the
holy man, and would not leave him until he had recalled the
Frankenstein he had raised, the Frankenstein with whom at the
time, it was I, myself, who would, not part, through my insolent
pride and unbelief.
Three months later I was in my Japanese home again, and I atonce sought out my old, venerable Bonze, Tamoora Hideyeri, I
now implored him to take me without an hour's delay to the
Yamabooshi, the innocent cause of my daily tortures. His answer
but placed the last, the supreme seal on my doom and tenfold
intensified my despair. The Yamabooshi had left the country for
lands unknown! He had departed one fine morning into the
interior, on a pilgrimage, and according to custom, would be
absent, unless natural death shortened the period, for no less
than seven years! . . . .
In this mischance, I applied for help and protection to other
learned Yamabooshis; and though well aware how useless it was
in my case to seek efficient cure from any other "adept," my
excellent old friend did everything he could to help me in my
misfortune. But it was to no purpose, and the canker-worm of my
life's despair could not be thoroughly extricated. I found from
them that not one of these learned men could promise to relieve
me entirely from the demon of clairvoyant obsession. It was he
who raised certain Daij-Dzins, calling on them to show futurity, or
things that had already come to pass, who alone had full control
over them. With kind sympathy, which I had now learned to
appreciate, the holy men invited me to join the group of their
disciples, and learn from them what I could do for myself. "Will
alone, faith in your own soul-powers, can help you now," they
said. "But it may take several years to undo even a part of the
great mischief," they added. "A Daij-Dzin is easily dislodged in the

beginning; if left alone, he takes possession of a man's nature and
it becomes almost impossible to uproot the fiend without killing
his victim."
Persuaded that there was nothing but this left for me to do, I
gratefully assented, doing my best to believe in all that these holy
men believed in, and yet ever failing to do so in my heart. The
demon of unbelief and all-denial seemed rooted in me more
firmly ever than the Daij-Dzin. Still I did all I could do, decided as
I was not to lose my last chance of salvation. Therefore, I
proceeded without delay to, free myself from the world and my
commercial obligations, in order to live for several years an
independent life. I settled my accounts with my Hamburg
partners and severed my connection with the firm.
Notwithstanding considerable financial losses resulting from
such a precipitate liquidation, I found myself, after closing the
accounts, a far richer man than I had thought I was. But wealth
had no longer any attraction for me, now that I had no one to
share it with, no one to work for. Life had become a burden; and
such was my indifference to my future, that while giving away all
my fortune to my nephew — in case he should return alive from
his sea voyager — should have neglected entirely even a small
provision for myself, had not my native partner interfered and
insisted upon my making it. I now recognized, with Lao-tze, that
Knowledge was the only firm hold for a man to trust to, as it is the
only one that cannot be shaken by any tempest. Wealth is a weak
anchor in the days of sorrow, and self-conceit the most fatal
counsellor. Hence I followed the advice of my friends, and laid
aside for myself a modest sum, which would be sufficient to
assure me a small income for life, or if I ever left my new friends
and instructors. Having settled my earthly accounts and disposed
of my belongings at Kioto, I joined the "Masters of the Long
Vision," who took me to their mysterious abode. There I remained

for several years, studying very earnestly and in the most
complete solitude, seeing no one but a few of the members of our
religious community.
Many are the mysteries of nature that I have fathomed since then,
and many secret folio from the library of Tzionene have I
devoured, obtaining thereby mastery over several kinds of
invisible beings of a lower order. But the great secret of power
over the terrible Daij-Dzin I could not get. It remains in the
possession of a very limited number of the highest Initiates of
Lao-tze, the great majority of the Yamabooshis themselves being
ignorant how to obtain such mastery over the dangerous
Elemental. One who would reach such power of control would
have to become entirely identified with the Yamabooshis, to
accept their views and beliefs, and to attain the highest degree of
Initiation. Very naturally, I was found unfit to join the Fraternity,
owing to many insurmountable reasons besides my congenital
and ineradicable scepticism, though I tried hard to believe. Thus,
partially relieved of my affliction and taught how to conjure the
unwelcome visions away, I still remained, and do remain to this
day, helpless to prevent their forced appearance before me now
and then.
It was after assuring myself of my unfitness for the exalted
position of an independent Seer and Adept that I reluctantly gave
up any further trial. Nothing had been heard of the holy man, the
first innocent cause of my misfortune; and the old Bonze himself,
who occasionally visited me in my retreat, either could not, or
would not, inform me of the whereabouts of the Yamabooshi.
When, therefore, I had to give up all hope of his ever relieving me
entirely from my fatal gift, I resolved to return to Europe, to settle
in solitude for the rest of my life. With this object in view, I
purchased through my late partners the Swiss chalet in which my
hapless sister and I were born, where I had grown up under her

care, and selected it for my future hermitage.
When bidding me farewell for ever on the steamer which took me
back to my fatherland, the good old Bonze tried to console me for
my disappointments. "My son," he said, "regard all that happened
to you as your Karma — a just retribution. No one who had
subjected himself willingly to the power of a Daij-Dzin can ever
hope to become a Rahat (an Adept), a high-souled Yamabooshi —
unless immediately purified. At best, as in your case, he may
become fitted to oppose and to successfully fight off the fiend.
Like a scar left after a poisonous wound the race of a Daij-Dzin can
never be effaced from the Soul until purified by a new rebirth
Withal, feel not dejected, but be of good cheer in your affliction,
since it has led you to acquire true knowledge, and to accept
many a truth you would have otherwise rejected with contempt.
And of this priceless knowledge, acquired through suffering and
personal efforts — no Daij-Dzin can ever deprive you. Fare thee
well, then, and may the Mother of Mercy, the great Queen of
Heaven, afford you comfort and protection."
We parted, and since then I have led the life of an anchorite, in
constant solitude and study. Though still occasionally afflicted, I
do not regret the years I have passed under the instruction of the
Yamabooshis, but feel gratified for the knowledge received. Of the
priest Tamoora Hideyeri I think always with sincere affection and
respect. I corresponded regularly with him to the day of his
death; an event which, with all its to me painful details, I had the
unthanked-for privilege of witnessing across the seas, at the very
hour in which it occurred.
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Nightmare Tales — H. P. Blavatsky

THE LUMINOUS SHIELD

by H. P. Blavatsky
We were a small and select party of lighthearted travellers. We
had arrived at Constantinople a week before from Greece, and
had devoted fourteen hours a day ever since to toiling up and
down the steep heights of Pera, visiting bazaars, climbing to the
tops of minarets and fighting our way through armies of hungry
dogs, the traditional masters of the streets of Stamboul. Nomadic
life is infectious, they say, and no civilization is strong enough to
destroy the charm of unrestrained freedom when it has once
been tasted. The gipsy cannot be tempted from his tent, and even
the common tramp finds a fascination in his comfortless and
precarious existence, that prevents him taking to any fixed abode
and occupation. To guard my spaniel Ralph from falling a victim
to this infection, and joining the canine Bedouins that, infested
the streets, was my chief care during our stay in Constantinople.
He was a fine fellow, my constant companion and cherished
friend. Afraid of losing him, I kept a strict watch over his
movements; for the first three days, however, he behaved like a
tolerably well-educated quadruped, and remained faithfully at
my heels. At every impudent attack from his Mahomedan cousins,
whether intended as a hostile demonstration or an overture of
friendship, his only reply would be to draw in his tail between his
legs, and with an air of dignified modesty seek protection under
the wing of one or other of our party.
As he had thus from the first shown so decided an aversion to bad
company, I began to feel assured of his discretion and by the end
of the third day I had considerably relaxed my vigilance. This
carelessness on my part, however, was soon punished, and I was

made to regret my misplaced confidence. In an unguarded
moment he listened to the voice of some four-footed syren, and
the last I saw of him was the end of his bushy tail, vanishing
round the corner of a dirty, winding little back street.
Greatly annoyed, I passed the remainder of the day in a vain
search after my dumb companion, I offered twenty, thirty, forty
francs reward for him. About as many vagabond Maltese began a
regular chase, and towards evening we were invaded in our hotel
by the whole troop, every man of them with a more or less mangy
cur in his arms, which he tried to persuade me was my lost dog.
The more I denied, the more solemnly they insisted, one of them
actually going down on his knees, snatching from his bosom an
old corroded metal image of the Virgin, and swearing a solemn
oath that the Queen of Heaven herself had kindly appeared to
him to point out the right animal. The tumult had increased to
such an extent that it looked as if Ralph's disappearance was
going to be the cause of a small riot, and finally our landlord had
to send for a couple of Kavasses from the nearest police station,
and have this regiment of bipeds and quadrupeds expelled by
main force. I began to be convinced that I should never see my
dog again, and I was the more despondent since the porter of the
hotel, a semi-respectable old brigand, who, to judge by
appearances, had not passed more than half-a-dozen years at the
galleys, gravely assured me that all my pains were useless, as my
spaniel was undoubtedly dead and devoured too by this time, the
Turkish dogs being very fond of their more toothsome English
brothers.
All this discussion had taken place in the street at the door of the
hotel, and I was about to give up the search for that night at least,
and enter the hotel, when an old Greek lady, a Phanariote who
had been hearing the fracas from the steps of a door close by,
approached our disconsolate group and suggested to Miss H---,

one of our party, that we should enquire of the dervishes
concerning the fate of Ralph.
And what can the dervishes know about my dog? said I, in no
mood to joke, ridiculous as the proposition appeared.
"The holy men know all, Kyrea (Madam)," said she, somewhat
mysteriously. "Last week I was robbed of my new satin pelisse,
that my son had just brought me from Broussa, and, as you all
see, I have recovered it and have it on my back now."
"Indeed? Then the holy men have also managed to metamorphose
your new pelisse into an old one by all appearances," said one of
the gentlemen who accompanied us, pointing as he spoke to a
large rent in the back, which had been clumsily repaired with
pins.
"And that is just the most wonderful part of the whole story,"
quietly answered the Phanariote, not in the least disconcerted.
"They showed me in the shining circle the quarter of the town,
the house, and even the room in which the Jew who had stolen
my pelisse was just about to rip it up and cut it into pieces. My son
and I had barely time to run over to the Kalindjikoulosek quarter,
and to save my property. We caught the thief in the very act, and
we both recognized him as the man shown to us by the dervishes
in the magic moon. He confessed the theft and is now in prison."
Although none of us had the least comprehension of what she
meant by the magic moon and the shining circle, and were all
thoroughly mystified by her account of the divining powers of the
"holy men," we still felt somehow satisfied from her manner that
the story was not altogether a fabrication, and since she had at all
events apparently succeeded in recovering her property through
being somehow assisted by the dervishes, we determined to go
the following morning and see for ourselves, for what had helped

her might help us likewise.
The monotonous cry of the Muezzins from the tops of the
minarets had just proclaimed the hour of noon as we, descending
from the heights of Pera to the port of Galata, with difficulty
managed to elbow our way through the unsavoury crowds of the
commercial quarter of the town. Before we reached the docks, we
had been half deafened by the shouts and incessant ear-piercing
cries and the Babel-like confusion of tongues. In this part of the
city it is useless to expect to be guided by either house numbers,
or names of streets. The location of any desired place is indicated
by its proximity to some other more conspicuous building such as
a mosque, bath, or European shop; for the rest, one has to trust to
Allah and his prophet.
It was with the greatest difficulty, therefore, that we finally
discovered the British ship-chandler's store, at the rear of which
we were to find the place of our destination. Our hotel guide was
as ignorant of the dervishes' abode as we were ourselves; but at
last a small Greek, in all the simplicity of primitive undress,
consented for a modest copper backsheesh to lead us to the
dancers.
When we arrived we were shown into a vast and gloomy hall that
looked like a deserted stable. It was long and narrow, the floor
was thickly strewn with sand as in a riding school, and it was
lighted only by small windows placed at some height from the
ground. The dervishes had finished their morning performances,
and were evidently resting from their exhausting labours. They
looked completely prostrated, some lying about in corners, others
sitting on their heels staring vacantly into space, engaged, as we
were informed, in meditation on their invisible deity. They
appeared to have lost all power of sight and hearing, for none of
them responded to our questions until a great gaunt figure,

wearing a tall cap that made him look at least seven feet high,
emerged from an obscure corner. Informing us that he was their
chief, the giant gave us to understand that the saintly brethren,
being in the habit of receiving orders for additional ceremonies
from Allah himself, must on no account be disturbed. But when
our interpreter had explained to him the object of our visit, which
concerned himself alone, as he was the sole custodian of the
"divining rod," his objections vanished and he extended his hand
for alms. Upon being gratified, he intimated that only two of our
party could be admitted at one time into the confidence of the
future, and led the way, followed by Miss H — and myself.
Plunging after him into what seemed to be a half subterranean
passage, we were led to the foot of a tall ladder leading to a
chamber under the roof. We scrambled up after our guide, and at
the top we found ourselves in a wretched garret of moderate size,
with bare walls and destitute of furniture. The floor was carpeted
with a thick layer of dust, and cobwebs festooned the walls in
neglected confusion. In the corner we saw something that I at
first mistook for a bundle of old rags; but the heap presently
moved and got on its legs, advanced to the middle of the room
and stood before us, the most extraordinary looking creature that
I ever beheld. Its sex was female, but whether she was a woman
or child it was impossible to decide. She was a hideous-looking
dwarf, with an enormous head, the shoulders of a grenadier, with
a waist in proportion; the whole supported by two short, lean,
spider-like legs that seemed unequal to the task of bearing the
weight of the monstrous body. She had a grinning countenance
like the face of a satyr, and it was ornamented with letters and
signs from the Koran painted in bright yellow. On her forehead
was a blood-red crescent; her head was crowned with a dusty
tarbouche, or fez; her legs were arrayed in large Turkish trousers,
and some dirty white muslin wrapped round her body barely

sufficed to conceal its hideous deformities. This creature rather
let herself drop than sat down in the middle of the floor, and as
her weight descended on the rickety boards it sent up a cloud of
dust that set us coughing and sneezing. This was the famous
Tatmos known as the Damascus oracle!
Without losing time in idle talk, the dervish produced a piece of
chalk, and traced around the girl a circle about six feet in
diameter. Fetching from behind the door twelve small copper
lamps which he filled with some dark liquid from a small bottle
which he drew from his bosom, he placed them symmetrically
around the magic circle. He then broke a chip of wood from a
panel of the half ruined door, which bore the marks of many a
similar depredation, and, holding the chip between his thumb
and finger he began blowing on it at regular intervals, alternating
the blowing with mutterings of some kind of weird incantation,
till suddenly, and without any apparent cause for its ignition,
there appeared a spark on the chip and it blazed up like a dry
match. The dervish then lit the twelve lamps at this self-generated
flame.
During this process, Tatmos, who had sat till then altogether
unconcerned and motionless, removed her yellow slippers from
her naked feet, and throwing them into a corner, disclosed as an
additional beauty, a sixth toe on each deformed foot. The dervish
now reached over into the circle and seizing the dwarf's ankles
gave her a jerk, as if he had been lifting a bag of corn, and raised
her clear off the ground, then, stepping back a pace, held her
head downward. He shook her as one might a sack to pack its
contents, the motion being regular and easy. He then swung her
to and fro like a pendulum until the necessary momentum was
acquired, when letting go one foot and seizing the other with both
hands, he made a powerful muscular effort and whirled her
round in the air as if she had been an Indian club.

My companion had shrunk back in alarm to the farthest corner.
Round and round the dervish swung his living burden, she
remained perfectly passive. The motion increased in rapidity
until the eye could hardly follow the body in its circuit. This
continued for perhaps two or three minutes, until, gradually
slackening the motion he at length stopped it altogether, and in
an instant had landed the girl on her knees in the middle of the
lamp-lit circle. Such was the Eastern mode of mesmerization as
practised among the dervishes.
And now the dwarf seemed entirely oblivious of external objects
and in a deep trance. Her head and jaw dropped on her chest, her
eyes were glazed and staring, and altogether her appearance was
even more hideous than before. The dervish then carefully closed
the shutters of the only window, and we should have been in total
obscurity but that there was a hole bored in it, through which
entered a bright ray of sunlight that shot through the darkened
room and shone upon the girl. He arranged her drooping head so
that the ray should fall upon the crown, after which, motioning us
to remain silent, he folded his arms upon his bosom, and, fixing
his gaze upon the bright spot, became as motionless as a stone
image. I, too, riveted my eyes on the same spot, wondering what
was to happen next, and how all this strange ceremony was to
help me to find Ralph.
By degrees, the bright patch, as if it had drawn through the
sunbeam a greater splendour from without and condensed it
within its own area, shaped itself into a brilliant star, sending out
rays in every direction as from a focus.
A curious optical effect then occurred: the room, which had been
previously partially lighted by the sunbeam, grew darker and
darker as the star increased in radiance, until we found ourselves
in an Egyptian gloom. The star twinkled, trembled and turned, at

first with a slow gyratory motion, then faster and faster,
increasing its circumference at every rotation until it formed a
brilliant disk, and we no longer saw the dwarf, who seemed
absorbed into its light. Having gradually attained an extremely
rapid velocity, as the girl had done when whirled by the dervish,
the motion began to decrease and finally merged into a feeble
vibration, like the shimmer of moonbeams on rippling water.
Then it flickered for a moment longer, emitted a few last flashes,
and assuming the density and irridescence of an immense opal, it
remained motionless. The disk now radiated a moon-like lustre,
soft and silvery, but instead of illuminating the garret, it seemed
only to intensify the darkness. The edge of the circle was not
penumbrous, but on the contrary sharply defined like that of a
silver shield.
All being now ready, the dervish without uttering a word, or
removing his gaze from the disk, stretched out a hand, and taking
hold of mine, he drew me to his side and pointed to the luminous
shield. Looking at the place indicated, we saw large patches
appear like those on the moon. These gradually formed
themselves into figures that began moving about in high relief in
their natural colours. They neither appeared like a photograph
nor an engraving; still less like the reflection of images on a
mirror, but as if the disk were a cameo, and they were raised
above its surface and then endowed with life and motion. To my
astonishment and my friend's consternation, we recognized the
bridge leading from Galata to Stamboul spanning the Golden
Horn from the new to the old city. There were the people
hurrying to and fro, steamers and gay caiques gliding on the blue
Bosphorus, the many coloured buildings, villas and palaces
reflected in the water; and the whole picture illuminated by the
noonday sun. It passed like a panorama, but so vivid was the
impression that we could not tell whether it or ourselves were in

motion. All was bustle and life, but not a sound broke the
oppressive stillness. It was noiseless as a dream. It was a phantom
picture. Street after street and quarter after quarter succeeded
one another; there was the bazaar, with its narrow, roofed
passages, the small shops on either side, the coffee houses with
gravely smoking Turks; and as either they glided past us or we
past them, one of the smokers upset the narghile and coffee of
another, and a volley of soundless invectives caused us great
amusement. So we travelled with the picture until we came to a
large building that I recognized as the palace of the Minister of
Finance. In a ditch behind the house, and close to a mosque, lying
in a pool of mud with his silken coat all bedraggled, lay my poor
Ralph! Panting and crouching down as if exhausted, he seemed to
be in a dying condition; and near him were gathered some sorrylooking curs who lay blinking in the sun and snapping at the flies!
I had seen all that I desired, although I had not breathed a word
about the dog to the dervish, and had come more out of curiosity
than with the idea of any success. I was impatient to leave at once
and recover Ralph, but as my companion besought me to remain
a little while longer, I reluctantly consented. The scene faded
away and Miss H-— placed herself in turn by the side of the
dervish.
"I will think of him," she whispered in my ear with the eager tone
that young ladies generally assume when talking of the
worshipped him.
There is a long stretch of sand and a blue sea with white waves
dancing in the sun, and a great steamer is ploughing her way
along past a desolate shore, leaving a milky track behind her. The
deck is full of life, the men are busy forward, the cook with white
cap and apron is coming out of the galley, uniformed officers are
moving about, passengers fill the quarter-deck, lounging, flirting

or reading, and a young man we both recognize comes forward
and leans over the taffrail. It is — him.
Miss H-— gives a little gasp, blushes and smiles, and concentrates
her thoughts again. The picture of the steamer vanishes; the
magic moon remains for a few moments blank. But new spots
appear on its luminous face, we see a library slowly emerging
from its depths — a library with green carpet and hangings, and
book-shelves round the sides of the room. Seated in an arm-chair
at a table under a hanging lamp, is an old gentleman writing. His
gray hair is brushed back from his forehead, his face is smoothshaven and his countenance has an expression of benignity.
The dervish made a hasty motion to enjoin silence; the light on
the disk quivers, but resumes its steady brilliancy, and again its
surface is imageless for a second.
We are back in Constantinople now and out of the pearly, depths
of the shield forms our own apartment in the hotel. There are our
papers and books on the bureau, my friend's travelling hat in a
corner, her ribbons hanging on the glass, and lying on the bed the
very dress she had changed when starting out on our expedition.
No detail was lacking to make the identification complete; and as
if to prove that we were not seeing something conjured up in our
imagination, there lay upon the dressing-table two unopened
letters, the handwriting on which was clearly recognized by my
friend. They were from a very dear relative of hers, from whom
she had expected to hear when in Athens, but had been
disappointed. The scene faded away and we now saw her
brother's room with himself lying upon the lounge, and a servant
bathing his head, whence to our horror, blood was trickling. We
had left the boy in perfect health but an hour before; and upon
seeing this picture my companion uttered a cry of alarm, and
seizing me by the hand dragged me to the door. We rejoined our

guide and friends in the long hall and hurried back to the hotel.
Young H-— had fallen downstairs and cut his forehead rather
badly; in our room, on the dressing-table were the two letters
which had arrived in our absence. They had been forwarded
from Athens. Ordering a carriage I at once drove to the Ministry
of Finance, and alighting with the guide, hurriedly made for the
ditch I had seen for the first time in the shining disk! In the
middle of the pool, badly mangled, half-famished, but still alive,
lay my beautiful spaniel Ralph, and near him were the blinking
curs, unconcernedly snapping at the flies.
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Nightmare Tales — H. P. Blavatsky

THE CAVE OF THE ECHOES
A Strange but True Story*

by H. P. Blavatsky
* This story is given from the narrative of an eye-witness, a
Russian gentleman, very pious, and fully trustworthy.
Moreover, the facts are copied from the police records of P---.
The eye-witness in question attributes it, of course, partly to
divine interference and partly to the Evil One. — H. P. B.
In one of the distant governments of the Russian empire, in a
small town on the borders of Siberia, a mysterious tragedy
occurred more than thirty years ago. About six versts from the
little town of P---, famous for the wild beauty of its scenery, and
for the wealth of its inhabitants — generally proprietors of mines
and of iron foundries — stood an aristocratic mansion. Its
household consisted of the master, a rich old bachelor and his
brother, who was a widower and the father of two sons and three
daughters.
It was known that the proprietor, Mr. Izvertzoff, had adopted his
brother's children, and, having formed an especial attachment for
his eldest nephew, Nicolas, he made him the sole heir of his
numerous estates.
Time rolled on. The uncle was getting old, the nephew was
coming of age. Days and years had passed in monotonous
serenity, when, on the hitherto clear horizon of the quiet family,
appeared a cloud. On an unlucky day one of the nieces took it into
her head to study the zither. The instrument being of purely
Teutonic origin, and no teacher of it residing in the
neighbourhood, the indulgent uncle sent to St. Petersburg for

both. After diligent search only one Professor could be found
willing to trust himself in such close proximity to Siberia. It was
an old German artist, who, sharing his affections equally between
his instrument and a pretty blonde daughter, would part with
neither. And thus it came to pass that, one fine morning, the old
Professor arrived at the mansion, with his music box under one
arm and his fair Munchen leaning on the other.
From that day the little cloud began growing rapidly; for every
vibration of the melodious instrument found a responsive echo in
the old bachelor's heart. Music awakens love, they say, and the
work begun by the zither was completed by Munchen's blue eyes.
At the expiration of six months the niece had become an expert
zither player, and the uncle was desperately in love.
One morning, gathering his adopted family around him, he
embraced them all very tenderly, promised to remember them in
his will, and wound up by declaring his unalterable resolution to
marry the blue-eyed Munchen. After this he fell upon their necks,
and wept in silent rapture. The family, understanding that they
were cheated out of the inheritance, also wept; but it was for
another cause. Having thus wept, they consoled themselves and
tried to rejoice, for the old gentleman was sincerely beloved by
all. Not all of them rejoiced, though. Nicolas, who had himself
been smitten to the heart by the pretty German, and who found
himself defrauded at once of his belle and of his uncle's money,
neither rejoiced nor consoled himself, but disappeared for a
whole day.
Meanwhile, Mr. Izvertzoff had given orders to prepare his
traveling carriage on the following day, and it was whispered that
he was going to the chief town of the district, at some distance
from his home, with the intention of altering his will. Though
very wealthy, he had no superintendent on his estate, but kept his

books himself. The same evening after supper, he was heard in
his room, angrily scolding his servant, who had been in his
service for over thirty years. This man, Ivan, was a native of
northern Asia, from Kamschatka; he had been brought up by the
family in the Christian religion, and was thought to be very much
attached to his master. A few days later, when the first tragic
circumstance I am about to relate had brought all the police force
to the spot, it was remembered that on that night Ivan was drunk;
that his master, who had a horror of this vice, had paternally
thrashed him, and turned him out of his room, and that Ivan had
been seen reeling out of the door, and had been heard to mutter
threats.
On the vast domain of Mr. Izvertzoff there was a curious cavern,
which excited the curiosity of all who visited it. It exists to this
day, and is well known to every inhabitant of P---. A pine forest,
commencing a few feet from the garden gate, climbs in steep
terraces up a long range of rocky hills, which it covers with a
broad belt of impenetrable vegetation. The grotto leading into the
cavern, which is known as the "Cave of the Echoes," is situated
about half a mile from the site of the mansion, from which it
appears as a small excavation in the hillside, almost hidden by
luxuriant plants, but not so completely as to prevent any person
entering it from being readily seen from the terrace in front of
the house. Entering the grotto, the explorer finds at the rear a
narrow cleft; having passed through which he emerges into a
lofty cavern, feebly lighted through fissures in the vaulted roof,
fifty feet from the ground. The cavern itself is immense, and
would easily hold between two and three thousand people. A part
of it, in the days of Mr. Izvertzoff, was paved with flagstones, and
was often used in the summer as a ball-room by picnic parties. Of
an irregular oval, it gradually narrows into a broad corridor,
which runs for several miles underground, opening here and

there into other chambers, as large and lofty as the ball-room,
but, unlike this, impassable otherwise than in a boat, as they are
always full of water. These natural basins have the reputation of
being unfathomable.
On the margin of the first of these is a small platform, with
several mossy rustic seats arranged on it, and it is from this spot
that the phenomenal echoes, which give the cavern its name, are
heard in all their weirdness. A word pronounced in a whisper, or
even a sigh, is caught up by endless mocking voices, and instead
of diminishing in volume, as honest echoes do, the sound grows
louder and louder at every successive repetition, until at last it
bursts forth like the repercussion of a pistol shot, and recedes in a
plaintive wail down the corridor.
On the day in question, Mr. Izvertzoff had mentioned his
intention of having a dancing party in this cave on his wedding
day, which he had fixed for an early date. On the following
morning, while preparing for his drive, he was seen by his family
entering the grotto, accompanied only by his Siberian servant.
Half-an-hour later, Ivan returned to the mansion for a snuff-box
which his master had forgotten in his room, and went back with
it to the cave. An hour later the whole house was startled by his
loud cries. Pale and dripping with water, Ivan rushed in like a
madman, and declared that Mr. Izvertzoff was nowhere to be
found in the cave. Thinking he had fallen into the lake, he had
dived into the first basin in search of him and was nearly
drowned himself.
The day passed in vain attempts to find the body. The police filled
the house, and louder than the rest in his despair was Nicolas, the
nephew, who had returned home only to meet the sad tidings.
A dark suspicion fell upon Ivan, the Siberian. He had been struck
by his master the night before, and had been heard to swear

revenge. He had accompanied him alone to the cave, and when
his room was searched a box full of rich family jewellery, known
to have been carefully kept in Mr. Izvertzoff's apartment, was
found under Ivan's bedding. Vainly did the serf call God to
witness that the box had been given to him in charge by his
master himself, just before they proceeded to the cave; that it was
the latter's purpose to have the jewellery reset, as he intended it
for a wedding present to his bride; and that he, Ivan, would
willingly give his own life to recall that of his master, if he knew
him to be dead. No heed was paid to him, however, and he was
arrested and thrown into prison, upon a charge of murder. There
he was left, for under the Russian law a criminal cannot — at any
rate, he could not in those days — be sentenced for a crime,
however conclusive the circumstantial evidence, unless he
confessed his guilt.
After a week had passed in useless search, the family arrayed
themselves in deep mourning; and as the will as originally drawn
remained without a codicil, the whole of the property passed into
the hands of the nephew. The old teacher and his daughter bore
this sudden reverse of fortune with true Germanic phlegm, and
prepared to depart. Taking again his zither under one arm, the
old man was about to lead away his Munchen by the other, when
the nephew stopped him by offering himself as the fair damsel's
husband in the place of his departed uncle. The change was found
to be an agreeable one, and, without much ado, the young people
were married.
Ten years rolled away, and we meet the happy family once more
at the beginning of 1859. The fair Munchen had grown fat and
vulgar. From the day of the old man's disappearance, Nicolas had
become morose and retired in his habits, and many wondered at
the change in him, for now he was never seen to smile. It seemed
as if his only aim in life were to find out his uncle's murderer, or

rather to bring Ivan to confess his guilt. But the man still persisted
that he was innocent.
An only son had been born to the young couple, and a strange
child it was. Small, delicate, and ever ailing, his frail life seemed
to hang by a thread. When his features were in repose, his
resemblance to his uncle was so striking that the members of the
family often shrank from him in terror. It was the pale shrivelled
face of a man of sixty upon the shoulders of a child nine years
old. He was never seen either to laugh or to play, but, perched in
his high chair, would gravely sit there, folding his arms in a way
peculiar to the late Mr. Izvertzoff; and thus he would remain for
hours, drowsy and motionless. His nurses were often seen
furtively crossing themselves at night, upon approaching him,
and not one of them would consent to sleep alone with him in the
nursery. His father's behaviour towards him was still more
strange. He seemed to love him passionately, and at the same
time to hate him bitterly. He seldom embraced or caressed the
child, but with livid cheek and staring eye, he would pass long
hours watching him, as the child sat quietly in his corner, in his
goblin-like, old-fashioned way.
The child had never left the estate, and few outside the family
knew of his existence.
About the middle of July, a tall Hungarian traveller, preceded by a
great reputation for eccentricity, wealth and mysterious powers,
arrived at the town of P-— from the North, where, it was said, he
had resided for many years. He settled in the little town, in
company with a Shaman or South Siberian magician, on whom he
was said to make mesmeric experiments. He gave dinners and
parties, and invariably exhibited his Shaman, of whom he felt
very proud, for the amusement of his guests. One day the
notables of P-— made an unexpected invasion of the domains of

Nicolas Izvertzoff, and requested the loan of his cave for an
evening entertainment. Nicolas consented with great reluctance,
and only after still greater hesitancy was he prevailed upon to
join the party.
The first cavern and the platform beside the bottomless lake
glittered with lights. Hundreds of flickering candles and torches,
stuck in the clefts of the rocks, illuminated the place and drove
the shadows from the mossy nooks and corners, where they had
crouched undisturbed for many years. The stalactites on the walls
sparkled brightly, and the sleeping echoes were suddenly
awakened by a joyous confusion of laughter and conversation.
The Shaman, who was never lost sight of by his friend and
patron, sat in a corner, entranced as usual. Crouched on a
projecting rock, about midway between the entrance and the
water, with his lemon-yellow, wrinkled face, flat nose, and thin
beard, he looked more like an ugly stone idol than a human
being. Many of the company pressed around him and received
correct answers to their questions, the Hungarian cheerfully
submitting his mesmerized "subject" to cross-examination.
Suddenly one of the party, a lady, remarked that it was in that
very cave that old Mr. Izvertzoff had so unaccountably
disappeared ten years before. The foreigner appeared interested,
and desired to learn more of the circumstances, so Nicolas was
sought amid the crowd and led before the eager group. He was
the host and he found it impossible to refuse the demanded
narrative. He repeated the sad tale in a trembling voice, with a
pallid cheek, and tears were seen glittering in his feverish eyes.
The company were greatly affected, and encomiums upon the
behaviour of the loving nephew in honouring the memory of his
uncle and benefactor were freely circulating in whispers, when
suddenly the voice of Nicolas became choked, his eyes started
from their sockets, and, with a suppressed groan, he staggered

back. Every eye in the crowd followed with curiosity his haggard
look, as it fell and remained riveted upon a weakened little face,
that peeped from behind the back of the Hungarian.
"Where do you come from? Who brought you here, child?" gasped
out Nicolas, as pale as death.
"I was in bed, papa; this man came to me, and brought me here in
his arms," answered the boy simply, pointing to the Shaman,
beside whom he stood upon the rock, and who, with his eyes
closed, kept swaying himself to and fro like a living pendulum.
"That is very strange," remarked one of the guests, "for the man
has never moved from his place."
"Good God! what an extraordinary resemblance!" muttered an
old resident of the town, a friend of the lost man.
"You lie, child!" fiercely exclaimed the father. "Go to bed; this is
no place for you."
"Come, come," interposed the Hungarian, with a strange
expression on his face, and encircling with his arm the slender
childish figure; "the little fellow has seen the double of my
Shaman, which roams sometimes far away from his body, and
has mistaken the phantom for the man himself. Let him remain
with us for a while."
At these strange words the guests stared at each other in mute
surprise, while some piously made the sign of the cross, spitting
aside, presumably at the devil and all his works.
"By-the-bye," continued the Hungarian with a peculiar firmness
of accent, and addressing the company rather than any one in
particular; "why should we not try, with the help of my Shaman,
to unravel the mystery hanging over the tragedy? Is the suspected
party still lying in prison? What? he has not confessed up to now?

This is surely very strange. But now we will learn the truth in a
few minutes! Let all keep silent!"
He then approached the Tehuktchene, and immediately began his
performance without so much as asking the consent of the master
of the place. The latter stood rooted to the spot, as if petrified with
horror, and unable to articulate a word. The suggestion met with
general approbation, save from him; and the police inspector, Col.
S---, especially approved of the idea.
"Ladies and gentlemen," said the mesmerizer in soft tones, "allow
me for this once to proceed otherwise than in my general fashion.
I will employ the method of native magic. It is more appropriate
to this wild place, and far more effective as you will find, than our
European method of mesmerization."
Without waiting for an answer, he drew from a bag that never
left his person, first a small drum, and then two little phials —
one full of fluid, the other empty. With the contents of the former
he sprinkled the Shaman, who fell to trembling and nodding
more violently than ever. The air was filled with the perfume of
spicy odours, and the atmosphere itself seemed to become
clearer. Then, to the horror of those present, he approached the
Tibetan, and taking a miniature stiletto from his pocket, he
plunged the sharp steel into the man's forearm, and drew blood
from it, which he caught in the empty phial. When it was half
filled, he pressed the orifice of the wound with his thumb, and
stopped the flow of blood as easily as if he had corked a bottle,
after which he sprinkled the blood over the little boy's head. He
then suspended the drum from his neck, and, with two ivory
drum-sticks, which were covered with magic signs and letters, he
began beating a sort of reveille, to drum up the spirits, as he said.
The bystanders, half-shocked and half-terrified by these
extraordinary proceedings, eagerly crowded round him, and for a

few moments a dead silence reigned throughout the lofty cavern.
Nicolas, with his face livid and corpse-like, stood speechless as
before. The mesmerizer had placed himself between the Shaman
and the platform, when he began slowly drumming. The first
notes were muffled, and vibrated so softly in the air that they
awakened no echo, but the Shaman quickened his pendulum-like
motion and the child became restless. The drummer then began a
slow chant, low, impressive and solemn.
As the unknown words issued from his lips, the flames of the
candles and torches wavered and flickered, until they began
dancing in rhythm with the chant. A cold wind came wheezing
from the dark corridors beyond the water, leaving a plaintive
echo in its trail. Then a sort of nebulous vapour, seeming to ooze
from the rocky ground and walls, gathered about the Shaman and
the boy. Around the latter the aura was silvery and transparent,
but the cloud which enveloped the former was red and sinister.
Approaching nearer to the platform the magician beat a louder
roll upon the drum, and this time the echo caught it up with
terrific effect! It reverberated near and far in incessant peals; one
wail followed another louder and louder, until the thundering
roar seemed the chorus of a thousand demon voices rising from
the fathomless depths of the lake. The water itself, whose surface,
illuminated by many lights, had previously been smooth as a
sheet of glass, became suddenly agitated, as if a powerful gust of
wind had swept over its unruffled face. Another chant, and a roll
of the drum, and the mountain trembled to its foundation with
the cannon-like peals which rolled through the dark and distant
corridors. The Shaman's body rose two yards in the air, and
nodding and swaying, sat, self-suspended like an apparition. But
the transformation which now occurred in the boy chilled
everyone, as they speechlessly watched the scene. The silvery
cloud about the boy now seemed to lift him, too, into the air; but,

unlike the Shaman, his feet never left the ground. The child began
to grow, as though the work of years was miraculously
accomplished in a few seconds. He became tall and large, and his
senile features grew older with the ageing of his body. A few
more seconds, and the youthful form had entirely disappeared. It
was totally absorbed in another individuality, and, to the horror
of those present who had been familiar with his appearance, this
individuality was that of old Mr. Izvertzoff, and on his temple was
a large gaping wound, from which trickled great drops of blood.
This phantom moved towards Nicolas, till it stood directly in front
of him, while he, with his hair standing erect, with the look of a
madman gazed at his own son, transformed into his uncle. The
sepulchral silence was broken by the Hungarian, who, addressing
the child phantom, asked him, in solemn voice:
"In the name of the great Master, of Him who has all power,
answer the truth, and nothing but the truth. Restless spirit, hast
thou been lost by accident, or foully murdered?"
The spectre's lips moved, but it was the echo which answered for
them in lugubrious shouts: "Murdered! mur-der-ed!! murdered!!!"
"Where? How? By whom?" asked the conjuror.
The apparition pointed a finger at Nicolas and, without removing
its gaze or lowering its arms, retreated backwards slowly towards
the lake. At every step it took, the younger Izvertzoff, as if
compelled by some irresistable fascination, advanced a step
towards it, until the phantom reached the lake, and the next
moment was seen gliding on its surface. It was a fearful, ghostly
scene!
When he had come within two steps of the brink of the watery
abyss, a violent convulsion ran through the frame of the guilty
man. Flinging himself upon his knees, he clung to one of the

rustic seats with a desperate clutch, and staring wildly, uttered a
long piercing cry of agony. The phantom now remained
motionless on the water, and bending his extended finger, slowly
beckoned him to come. Crouched in abject terror, the wretched
man shrieked until the cavern rang again and again: "I did not . . .
No, I did not murder you!"
Then came a splash, and now it was the boy who was in the dark
water, struggling for his life, in the middle of the lake, with the
same motionless stern apparition brooding over him.
"Papa! papa! Save me . . . I am drowning!" . . . cried a piteous little
voice amid the uproar of the mocking echoes.
"My boy!" shrieked Nicolas, in the accents of a maniac, springing
to his feet. "My boy! Save him! Oh, save him! . . . Yes I confess . . . I
am the murderer . . . It is I who killed him!"
Another splash, and the phantom disappeared. With a cry of
horror the company rushed towards the platform; but their feet
were suddenly rooted to the ground, as they saw amid the
swirling eddies a whitish shapeless mass holding the murderer
and the boy in tight embrace, and slowly sinking into the
bottomless lake . . .
On the morning after these occurrences, when, after a sleepless
night, some of the party visited the residence of the Hungarian
gentleman, they found it closed and deserted. He and the Shaman
had disappeared. Many are among the old inhabitants of P-—
who remember him; the Police Inspector, Col. S---, dying a few
years ago in the full assurance that the noble traveller was the
devil. To add to the general consternation the Izvertzoff mansion
took fire on that same night and was completely destroyed. The
Archbishop performed the ceremony of exorcism, but the locality
is considered accursed to this day. The Government investigated

the facts, and ordered silence.
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FROM THE POLAR LANDS
A Christmas Story

by H. P. Blavatsky
Just a year ago, during the Christmas holidays, a numerous
society had gathered in the country house, or rather the old
hereditary castle, of a wealthy landowner in Finland. Many were
the remains in it of our forefathers' hospitable way of living; and
many the mediaeval customs preserved, founded on traditions
and superstitions, semi-kinnish and semi-Russian, the latter
imported into it by its female proprietors from the shores of the
Neva. Christmas trees were being prepared and implements for
divination were being made ready. For, in that old castle there
were grim worm-eaten portraits of famous ancestors and knights
and ladies, old deserted turrets, with bastions and Gothic
windows; mysterious sombre alleys, and dark and endless cellers,
easily transformed into subterranean passages and caves, ghostly
prison cells, haunted by the restless phantoms of the heroes of
local legends. In short, the old Manor offered every commodity
for romantic horrors. But alas! this once they serve for nought; in
the present narrative these dear old horrors play no such part as
they otherwise might.
Its chief hero is a very commonplace, prosaical man — let us call
him Erkler. Yes; Dr. Erkler, professor of medicine, half-German
through his father, a full-blown Russian on his mother's side and
by education; and one who looked a rather heavily built, and
ordinary mortal. Nevertheless, very extraordinary things
happened with him.
Erkler, as it turned out, was a great traveller, who by his own
choice had accompanied one of the most famous explorers on his

journeys round the world. More than once they had both seen
death face to face from sunstrokes under the Tropics, from cold in
the Polar Regions. All this notwithstanding, the doctor spoke with
a never-abating enthusiasm about their "winterings" in
Greenland and Novaya Zemla, and about the desert plains in
Australia, where he lunched off a kangaroo and dined off an emu,
and almost perished of thirst during the passage through a
waterless track, which it took them forty hours to cross.
"Yes," he used to remark, "I have experienced almost everything,
save what you would describe as supernatural. . . . . This, of
course, if we throw out of account a certain extraordinary event
in my life — a man I met, of whom I will tell you just now — and
its . . . indeed, rather strange, I may add quite inexplicable,
results."
There was a loud demand that he should explain himself; and the
doctor, forced to yield, began his narrative.
"In 1878 we were compelled to winter on the northwestern coast
of Spitzbergen. We had been attempting to find our way during
the short summer to the pole; but, as usual, the attempt had
proved a failure, owing to the icebergs, and, after several such
fruitless endeavours, we had to give it up. No sooner had we
settled than the polar night descended upon us, our steamers got
wedged in and frozen between the blocks of ice in the Gulf of
Mussel, and we found ourselves cut off for eight long months
from the rest of the living world. I confess I, for one, felt it terribly
at first. We became especially discouraged when one stormy
night the snow hurricane scattered a mass of materials prepared
for our winter buildings, and deprived us of over forty deer from
our herd. Starvation in prospect is no incentive to good humour;
and with the deer we had lost the best plat de resistance against
polar frosts, human organisms demanding in that climate an

increase of heating and solid food. However, we were finally
reconciled to our loss, and even got accustomed to the local and in
reality more nutritious food — seals, and seal-grease. Our men
from the remnants of our lumber built a house neatly divided
into two compartments, one for our three professors and myself,
and the other for themselves; and, a few wooden sheds being
constructed for meteorological, astronomical and magnetic
purposes, we even added a protecting stable for the few
remaining deer. And then began the monotonous series of
dawnless nights and days, hardly distinguishable one from the
other, except through dark-grey shadows. At times, the "blues" we
got into, were fearful! We had contemplated sending two of our
three steamers home, in September, but the premature, and
unforeseen formation of ice walls round them had thwarted our
plans; and now, with the entire crews on our hands, we had to
economise still more with our meagre provisions, fuel and light.
Lamps were used only for scientific purposes: the rest of the time
we had to content ourselves with God's light — the moon and the
Aurora Borealis . . . . But how describe these glorious,
incomparable northern lights! Rings, arrows, gigantic
conflagrations of accurately divided rays of the most vivid and
varied colours. The November moonlight nights were as
gorgeous. The play of moonbeams on the snow and the frozen
rocks was most striking. These were fairy nights.
"Well, one such night — it may have been one such day, for all I
know, as from the end of November to about the middle of March
we had no twilights at all, to distinguish the one from the other —
we suddenly espied in the play of coloured beams, which were
then throwing a golden rosy hue on the snow plains, a dark
moving spot. . . . . It grew, and seemed to scatter as it approached
nearer to us. What did this mean? . . . . It looked like a herd of
cattle, or a group of living men, trotting over the snowy

wilderness . . . . But animals there were white like everything else.
What then was this? . . . . human beings? . . . .
"We could not believe our eyes. Yes, a group of men was
approaching our dwelling. It turned out to be about fifty sealhunters, guided by Matiliss, a well-known veteran mariner from
Norway. They had been caught by the icebergs, just as we had
been.
"'How did you know that we were here?' we asked.
"'Old Johan, this very same old party, showed us the way' — they
answered, pointing to a venerable-looking old man with snowwhite locks.
"In sober truth, it would have beseemed their guide far better to
have sat at home over his fire than to have been seal-hunting in
polar lands with younger men. And we told them so, still
wondering how he came to learn of our presence in this kingdom
of white bears. At this Matiliss and his companions smiled,
assuring us that 'old Johan' knew all. They remarked that we must
be novices in polar borderlands, since we were ignorant of
Johan's personality and could still wonder at anything said of
him.
"'It is nigh forty-five years,' said the chief hunter, that I have been
catching seals in the Polar Seas, and as far as my personal
remembrance goes, I have always known him, and just as he is
now, an old, white-bearded man. And, so far back as in the days
when I used to go to sea, as a small boy with my father, my dad
used to tell me the same of old Johan, and he added that his own
father and grandfather too, had known Johan in their days of
boyhood, none of them having ever seen him otherwise than
white as our snows. And, as our fore-fathers nicknamed him "the
white-haired all-knower," thus do we, the seal-hunters, call him,

to this day.'
"'Would you make us believe he is two hundred years old?' — we
laughed.
"Some of our sailors crowding round the white-haired
phenomenon, plied him with questions.
"'Grandfather! answer us, how old are you?'
"'I really do not know it myself, sonnies. I live as long as God has
decreed me to. As to my years, I never counted them.'
"'And how did you know, grandfather, that we were wintering in
this place?'
"'God guided me. How I learned it I do not know; save that I knew
— I knew it."'
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Nightmare Tales — H. P. Blavatsky

THE ENSOULED VIOLIN

by H. P. Blavatsky
I

In the year 1828, an old German, a music teacher, came to Paris
with his pupil and settled unostentatiously in one of the quiet
faubourgs of the metropolis. The first rejoiced in the name of
Samuel Klaus; the second answered to the more poetical
appellation of Franz Stenio. The younger man was a violinist,
gifted, as rumour went, with extraordinary, almost miraculous
talent. Yet as he was poor and had not hitherto made a name for
himself in Europe, he remained for several years in the capital of
France — the heart and pulse of capricious continental fashion —
unknown and unappreciated. Franz was a Styrian by birth, and,
at the time of the event to be presently described, he was a young
man considerably under thirty. A philosopher and a dreamer by
nature, imbued with all the mystic oddities of true genius, he
reminded one of some of the heroes in Hoffmann's Contes
Fantastiques. His earlier existence had been a very unusual, in
fact, quite an eccentric one, and its history must be briefly told —
for the better understanding of the present story.
Born of very pious country people, in a quiet burg among the
Styrian Alps; nursed "by the native gnomes who watched over his
cradle"; growing up in the weird atmosphere of the ghouls and
vampires who play such a prominent part in the household of
every Styrian and Slavonian in Southern Austria; educated later,
as a student in the shadow of the old Rhenish castles of Germany;
Franz from his childhood had passed through every emotional
stage on the plane of the so-called "supernatural." He had also
studied at one time the "occult arts" with an enthusiastic disciple

of Paracelsus and Kunrath; alchemy had few theoretical secrets
for him; and he had dabbled in "ceremonial magic" and "sorcery"
with some Hungarian Tziganes. Yet he loved above all else music,
and above music — his violin.
At the age of twenty-two he suddenly gave up his practical studies
in the occult, and from that day, though as devoted as ever in
thought to the beautiful Grecian Gods, he surrendered himself
entirely to his art. Of his classic studies he had retained only that
which related to the muses — Euterpe especially, at whose altar
he worshipped — and Orpheus whose magic lyre he tried to
emulate with his violin. Except his dreamy belief in the nymphs
and the sirens, on account probably of the double relationship of
the latter to the muses, through Calliope and Orpheus, he was
interested but little in the matters of this sublunary world. All his
aspirations mounted, like incense, with the wave of the heavenly
harmony that he drew from his instrument, to a higher and a
nobler sphere. He dreamed awake, and lived a real though an
enchanted life only during those hours when his magic bow
carried him along the wave of sound to the Pagan Olympus, to the
feet of Euterpe. A strange child he had ever been in his own
home, where tales of magic and witchcraft grow out of every inch
of the soil; a still stranger boy he had become, until finally he had
blossomed into manhood, without one single characteristic of
youth. Never had a fair face attracted his attention; not for one
moment had his thoughts turned from his solitary studies to a life
beyond that of a mystic Bohemian. Content with his own
company, he had thus passed the best years of his youth and
manhood with his violin for his chief idol, and with the Gods and
Goddesses of old Greece for his audience, in perfect ignorance of
practical life. His whole existence had been one long day of
dreams, of melody and sunlight, and he had never felt any other
aspirations.

How useless, but oh, how glorious those dreams! how vivid! and
why should he desire any better fate? Was he not all that he
wanted to be, transformed in a second of thought into one or
another hero; from Orpheus, who held all nature breathless, to
the urchin who piped away under the plane tree to the naiads of
Calirrhoe's crystal fountain? Did not the swift-footed nymphs
frolic at his beck and call to the sound of the magic flute of the
Arcadian shepherd — who was himself? Behold, the Goddess of
Love and Beauty herself descending from on high, attracted by
the sweet-voiced notes of his violin! . . . Yet there came a time
when he preferred Syrinx to Aphrodite — not as the fair nymph
pursued by Pan, but after her transformation by the merciful
Gods into the reed out of which the frustrated God of the
Shepherds had made his magic pipe. For also, with time, ambition
grows and is rarely satisfied. When he tried to emulate on his
violin the enchanting sounds that resounded in his mind, the
whole of Parnassus kept silent under the spell, or joined in
heavenly chorus; but the audience he finally craved was
composed of more than the Gods sung by Hesiod, verily of the
most appreciative melomanes of European capitals. He felt jealous
of the magic pipe, and would fain have had it at his command.
"Oh! that I could allure a nymph into my beloved violin!" — he
often cried, after awakening from one of his day-dreams. "Oh,
that I could only span in spirit flight the abyss of Time! Oh, that I
could find myself for one short day a partaker of the secret arts of
the Gods, a God myself, in the sight and hearing of enraptured
humanity; and, having learned the mystery of the lyre of
Orpheus, or secured within my violin a siren, thereby benefit
mortals to my own glory!"
Thus, having for long years dreamed in the company of the Gods
of his fancy, he now took to dreaming of the transitory glories of
fame upon this earth. But at this time he was suddenly called

home by his widowed mother from one of the German
universities where he had lived for the last year or two. This was
an event which brought his plans to an end, at least so far as the
immediate future was concerned, for he had hitherto drawn upon
her alone for his meagre pittance, and his means were not
sufficient for an independent life outside his native place.
His return had a very unexpected result. His mother, whose only
love he was on earth, died soon after she had welcomed her
Benjamin back; and the good wives of the burg exercised their
swift tongues for many a month after as to the real causes of that
death.
Frau Stenio, before Franz's return, was a healthy, buxom, middleaged body, strong and hearty. She was a pious and a God-fearing
soul too, who had never failed in saying her prayers, nor had
missed an early mass for years during his absence. On the first
Sunday after her son had settled at home — a day that she had
been longing for and had anticipated for months in joyous
visions, in which she saw him kneeling by her side in the little
church on the hill — she called him from the foot of the stairs.
The hour had come when her pious dream was to be realized,
and she was waiting for him, carefully wiping the dust from the
prayer-book he had used in his boyhood. But instead of Franz, it
was his violin that responded to her call, mixing its sonorous
voice with the rather cracked tones of the peal of the merry
Sunday bells. The fond mother was somewhat shocked at hearing
the prayer-inspiring sounds drowned by the weird, fantastic
notes of the "Dance of the Witches"; they seemed to her so
unearthly and mocking. But she almost fainted upon hearing the
definite refusal of her well-beloved son to go to church. He never
went to church, he coolly remarked. It was loss of time; besides
which, the loud peals of the old church organ jarred on his
nerves. Nothing should induce him to submit to the torture of

listening to that cracked organ. He was firm, and nothing could
move him. To her supplications and remonstrances he put an end
by offering to play for her a " Hymn to the Sun" he had just
composed.
From that — memorable Sunday morning, Frau Stenio lost her
usual serenity of mind. She hastened to, lay her sorrows and seek
for consolation at the foot of the confessional; but that which she
heard in response from the stem priest filled her gentle and
unsophisticated soul with dismay and almost with despair. A
feeling of fear, a sense of profound terror, which soon became a
chronic state with her, pursued her from that moment; her nights
became disturbed and sleepless, her days passed in prayer and
lamentations. In her maternal anxiety for the salvation of her
beloved son's soul, and for his post mortem welfare, she made a
series of rash vows. Finding that neither the Latin petition to the
Mother of God written for her by her spiritual adviser, nor yet the
humble supplications in German, addressed by herself to every
saint she had reason to believe was residing in Paradise, worked
the desired effect, she took to pilgrimages to distant shrines.
During one of these journeys to a holy chapel situated high up in
the mountains, she caught cold, amidst the glaciers of the Tyrol,
and redescended only to take to a sick bed, from which she arose
no more. Frau Stenio's vow had led her, in one sense, to the
desired result. The poor woman was now given an opportunity of
seeking out in propria persona the saints she had believed in so
well, and of pleading face to face for the recreant son, who
refused adherence to them and to the Church, scoffed at monk
and confessional, and held the organ in such horror.
Franz sincerely lamented his mother's death. Unaware of being
the indirect cause of it, he felt no remorse; but selling the modest
household goods and chattels, light in purse and heart, he
resolved to travel on foot for a year or two, before settling down

to any definite profession.
A hazy desire to see the great cities of Europe, and to try his luck
in France, lurked at the bottom of this travelling project, but his
Bohemian habits of life were too strong to be abruptly
abandoned. He placed his small capital with a banker for a rainy
day, and started on his pedestrian journey via Germany and
Austria. His violin paid for his board and lodging in the inns and
farms on his way, and he passed his days in the green fields and
in the solemn silent woods, face to face with Nature, dreaming all
the time as usual with his eyes open. During the three months of
his pleasant travels to and fro, he never descended for one
moment from Parnassus; but, as an alchemist transmutes lead
into gold, so he transformed everything on his way into a song of
Hesiod or Anacreon. Every evening, while fiddling for his supper
and bed, whether on a green lawn or in the hall of a rustic inn, his
fancy changed the whole scene for him. Village swains and
maidens became transfigured into Arcadian shepherds and
nymphs. The sand-covered floor was now a green sward; the
uncouth couples spinning round in a measured waltz with the
wild grace of tamed bears became priests and priestesses of
Terpsichore; the bulky, cherry-cheeked and blue-eyed daughters
of rural Germany were the Hesperides circling round the trees
laden with the golden apples. Nor did the melodious strains of the
Arcadian demigods piping on their syrinxes, and audible but to
his own enchanted ear, vanish with the dawn. For no sooner was
the curtain of sleep raised from his eyes than he would sally forth
into a new magic realm of day-dreams. On his way to some dark
and solemn pine-forest, he played incessantly, to himself and to
everything else. He fiddled to the green hill, and forthwith the
mountain and the moss-covered rocks moved forward to hear
him the better, as they had done at the sound of the Orphean lyre.
He fiddled to the merry-voiced brook, to the hurrying river, and

both slakened their speed and stopped their waves, and,
becoming silent seemed to listen to him in an entranced rapture.
Even the long-legged stork who stood meditatively on one leg on
the thatched top of the rustic mill, gravely resolving unto himself
the problem of his too-long existence, sent out after him a long
and strident cry, screeching, "Art thou Orpheus himself, O
Stenio?"
It was a period of full bliss, of a daily and almost hourly
exaltation. The last words of his dying mother, whispering to him
of the horrors of eternal condemnation, had left him unaffected,
and the only vision her warning evoked in him was that of Pluto.
By a ready association of ideas, he saw the lord of the dark nether
kingdom greeting him as he had greeted the husband of Eurydice
before him. Charmed with the magic sounds of his violin, the
wheel of Ixion was at a standstill once more, thus affording relief
to the wretched seducer of Juno, and giving the lie to those who
claim eternity for the duration of the punishment of condemned
sinners. He perceived Tantalus forgetting his never-ceasing thirst,
and smacking his lips as he drank in the heaven-born melody; the
stone of Sisyphus becoming motionless, the Furies themselves
smiling on him, and the sovereign of the gloomy regions
delighted, and awarding preference to his violin over the lyre of
Orpheus. Taken au serieux, mythology thus seems a decided
antidote to fear, in the face of theological threats, especially when
strengthened with an insane and passionate love of music, with
Franz, Euterpe proved always victorious in every contest, aye,
even with Hell itself!
But there is an end to everything, and very soon Franz had to give
up uninterrupted dreaming. He had reached the university town
where dwelt his old violin teacher, Samuel Klaus. When this
antiquated musician found that his beloved and favourite pupil,
Franz, had been left poor in purse and still poorer in earthly

affections, he felt his strong attachment to the boy awaken with
tenfold force. He took Franz to his heart, and forthwith adopted
him as his son.
The old teacher reminded people of one of those grotesque
figures which look as if they had just stepped out of some
mediaeval panel. And yet Klaus, with his fantastic allures of a
night-goblin, had the most loving heart, as tender as that of a
woman, and the self-sacrificing nature of an old Christian martyr.
When Franz had briefly narrated to him the history of his last few
years, the professor took him by the hand, and leading him into
his study simply said:
"Stop with me, and put an end to your Bohemian life. Make
yourself famous. I am old and childless and will be your father.
Let us live together and forget all save fame."
And forthwith he offered to proceed with Franz to Paris, via
several large German cities, where they would stop to give
concerts.
In a few days Klaus succeeded in making Franz forget his vagrant
life and its artistic independence, and reawakened in his pupil his
now dormant ambition and desire for worldly fame. Hitherto,
since his mother's death, he had been content to receive applause
only from the Gods and Goddesses who inhabited his vivid fancy;
now he began to crave once more for the admiration of mortals.
Under the clever and careful training of old Klaus his remarkable
talent gained in strength and powerful charm with every day, and
his reputation grew and expanded with every city and town
wherein he made himself heard. His ambition was being rapidly
realized; the presiding genii of various musical centres to whose
patronage his talent was submitted soon proclaimed him the one
violinist of the day, and the public declared loudly that he stood
unrivalled by any one whom they had ever heard. These

laudations very soon made both master and pupil completely lose
their heads.
But Paris was less ready with such appreciation. Paris makes
reputations for itself, and will take none on faith. They had been
living in it for almost three years, and were still climbing with
difficulty the artist's Calvary, when an event occured which put
an end even to their most modest expectations. The first arrival of
Niccolo Paganini was suddenly heralded, and threw Lutetia into a
convulsion of expectation. The unparallel artist arrived, and — all
Paris fell at once at his feet.
II

Now it is a well-known fact that a superstition born in the dark
days of mediaeval superstition, and surviving almost to the
middle of the present century, attributed all such abnormal, outof-the-way talent as that of Paganini to "supernatural" agency.
Every great and marvellous artist had been accused in his day of
dealings with the devil. A few instances will suffice to refresh the
reader's memory.
Tartini, the great composer and violinist of the XVIIth century,
was denounced as one who got his best inspirations from the Evil
One, with whom he was, it was said, in regular league. This
accusation was of course due to the almost magical impression he
produced upon his audiences. His inspired performance on the
violin secured for him in his native country the title of "Master of
Nations." The Sonate du Diable, also called "Tartini's Dream" — as
every one who has heard it will be ready to testify — is the most
weird melody ever heard or invented: hence, the marvellous
composition has become the source of endless legends. Nor were
they entirely baseless, since it was he, himself, who was shown to
have originated them. Tartini confessed to having written it on
awakening from a dream, in which he had heard his sonata

performed by Satan, for his benefit, and in consequence of a
bargain made with his infernal majesty.
Several famous singers, even, whose exceptional voices struck the
hearers with superstitious admiration, have not escaped a like
accusation. Pasta's splendid voice was attributed in her day to the
fact that, three months before her birth, the diva's mother was
carried during a trance to heaven, and there treated to a vocal
concert of seraphs. Malibran was indebted for her voice to St.
Cecilia while others said she owed it to a demon who watched
over her cradle and sung the baby to sleep. Finally Paganini —
the unrivalled performer, the mean Italian, who like Dryden's
Jubal striking on the "chorded shell" forced the throngs that
followed him to worship the divine sounds produced, and made
people say that "less than a God could not dwell within the hollow
of his violin" — Paganini left a legend too.
The almost supernatural art of the greatest violin-player that the
world has ever known was often speculated upon, never
understood. The effect produced by him on his audience was
literally marvellous, overpowering. The great Rossini is said to
have wept like a sentimental German maiden on hearing him
play for the first time. The Princess Elisa of Lucca, a sister of the
great Napoleon, in whose service Paganini was, as director of her
private orchestra, for a long time was unable to hear him play
without fainting. In women he produced nervous fits and
hysterics at his will; stouthearted men he drove to frenzy. He
changed cowards into heroes and made the bravest soldiers feel
like so many nervous school-girls. Is it to be wondered at, then,
that hundreds of weird tales circulated for long years about and
around the mysterious Genoese, that modern Orpheus of Europe.
One of these was especially ghastly. It was rumoured, and was
believed by more people than would probably like to confess it,
that the strings of his violin were made of human intestines,

according to all the rules and requirements of the Black Art.
Exaggerated as this idea may seem to some, it has nothing
impossible in it; and it is more than probable that it was this
legend that led to the extraordinary events which we are about to
narrate. Human organs are often used by the Eastern Black
Magicians, so-called, and it is an averred fact that some Bengali
Tantrikas (reciters of tantras, or "invocations to the demon," as a
reverend writer has described them) use human corpses, and
certain internal and external organs pertaining to them, as
powerful magical agents for bad purposes.
However this may be, now that the magnetic and mesmeric
potencies of hypnotism are recognized as facts by most
physicians, it may be suggested with less danger than heretofore
that the extraordinary effects of Paganini's violin-playing were
not, perhaps, entirely due to his talent and genius. The wonder
and awe he so easily excited were as much caused by his external
appearance, "which had something weird and demoniacal in it,"
according to certain of his biographers, as by the inexpressible
charm of his execution and his remarkable mechanical skill. The
latter is demonstrated by his perfect imitation of the flageolet,
and his performance of long and magnificent melodies on the G
string alone. In this performance, which many an artist has tried
to copy without success, he remains unrivalled to this day.
It is owing to this remarkable appearance of his — termed by his
friends eccentric, and by his too nervous victims, diabolical —
that he experienced great difficulties in refuting certain ugly
rumours. These were credited far more easily in his day than they
would be now. It was whispered throughout Italy, and even in his
own native town, that Paganini had murdered his wife, and, later
on, a mistress, both of whom he had loved passionately, and both
of whom he had not hesitated to sacrifice to his fiendish ambition.

He had made himself proficient in magic arts, it was asserted, and
had succeeded thereby in imprisoning the souls of his two victims
in his violin — his famous Cremona.
It is maintained by the immediate friends of Ernst T. W.
Hoffmann, the celebrated author of Die Elixire des Teufels, Meister
Martin, and other charming and mysterious tales, that Councillor
Crespel, in the Violin of Cremona, was taken from the legend
about Paganini. It is as all who have read it know, the history of a
celebrated violin, into which the voice and the soul of a famous
diva, a woman whom Crespel had loved and killed, had passed,
and to which was added the voice of his beloved daughter,
Antonia.
Nor was this superstition utterly ungrounded, nor was Hoffmann
to be blamed for adopting it, after he had heard Paganini's
playing. The extraordinary facility with which the artist drew out
of his instrument, not only the most unearthly sounds, but
positively human voices, justified the suspicion. Such effects
might well have startled an audience and thrown terror into
many a nervous heart. Add to this the impenetrable mystery
connected with a certain period of Paganini's youth, and the most
wild tales about him must be found in a measure justifiable, and
even excusable; especially among a nation whose ancestors knew
the Borgias and the Medicis of Black Art fame.
III

In those pre-telegraphic days, newspapers were limited, and the
wings of fame had a heavier flight than they have now.
Franz had hardly heard of Paganini; and when he did, he swore
he would rival, if not eclipse, the Geonese magician. Yes, he would
either become the most famous of all living violinists, or he would
break his instrument and put an end to his life at the same time.

Old Klaus rejoiced at such a determination. He rubbed his hands
in glee, and jumping about on his lame leg like a crippled satyr,
he flattered and incensed his pupil, believing himself all the while
to be performing a sacred duty to the holy and majestic cause of
art.
Upon first setting foot in Paris, three years before, Franz had all
but failed. Musical critics pronounced him a rising star, but had
all agreed that he required a few more, years' practice, before he
could hope to carry his audiences by storm. Therefore, after a
desperate study of over two years and uninterrupted
preparations, the Styrian artist had finally made himself ready
for his first serious appearance in the great Opera House where a
public concert before the most exacting critics of the old world
was to be held; at this critical moment Paganini's arrival in the
European metropolis placed an obstacle in the way of the
realization of his hopes, and the old German professor wisely
postponed his pupil's debut. At first he had simply smiled at the
wild enthusiasm, the laudatory hymns sung about the Genoese
violinist, and the almost superstitious awe with which his name
was pronounced, But very soon Paganini's name became a
burning iron in the hearts of both the artists, and a threatening
phantom in the mind of Klaus. A few days more, and they
shuddered at the very mention of their great rival, whose success
became with every night more unprecedented.
The first series of concerts was over, but neither Klaus nor Franz
had as yet had an opportunity of hearing him and of judging for
themselves. So great and so beyond their means was the charge
for admission, and so small the hope of getting a free pass from a
brother artist justly regarded as the meanest of men in monetary
transactions, that they had to wait for a chance, as did so many
others. But the day came when neither master nor pupil could
control their impatience any longer; so they pawned their

watches, and with the proceeds bought two modest seats.
Who can describe the enthusiasm, the triumphs, of this famous,
and at the same time fatal night! The audience was frantic; men
wept and women screamed and fainted; while both Klaus and
Stenio, sat looking paler than two ghosts. At the first touch of
Paganini's magic bow, both Franz and Samuel felt as if the icy
hand of death had touched them. Carried away by an irresistible
enthusiasm, which turned into a violent, unearthly mental
torture, they dared neither look into each other's faces, nor
exchange one word during the whole performance.
At midnight, while the chosen delegates of the Musical Societies
and the Conservatory of Paris unhitched the horses, and dragged
the carriage of the grand artist home in triumph, the two
Germans returned to their modest lodging, and it was a pitiful
sight to see them. Mournful and desperate, they placed
themselves in their usual seats at the fire-corner, and neither for
a while opened his mouth.
"Samuel!" at last exclaimed Franz, pale as death itself. "Samuel —
it remains for us now but to die! . . . . Do you hear me? . . . . We are
worthless! We were two madmen to have ever hoped that any
one in this world would ever rival . . . . him!"
The name of Paganini stuck in his throat, as in utter despair he
fell into his arm chair.
The old professor's wrinkles suddenly became purple. His little
greenish eyes gleamed phosphorescently as, bending towards his
pupil, he whispered to him in hoarse and broken tones:
"Nein, nein! Thou art wrong, my Franz! I have taught thee, and
thou hast learned all of the great art that a simple mortal, and a
Christian by baptism, can learn from another simple mortal. Am I
to blame because these accursed Italians, in order to reign

unequalled in the domain of art, have recourse to Satan and the
diabolical effects of Black Magic?"
Franz turned his eyes upon his old master. There was a sinister
light burning in those glittering orbs; a light telling plainly, that,
to secure such a power, he, too, would not scruple to sell himself,
body and soul, to the Evil One.
But he said not a word, and, turning his eyes from his old master's
face, gazed dreamily at the dying embers.
The same long-forgotten incoherent dreams, which, after seeming
such realities to him in his younger days, had been given up
entirely, and had gradually faded from his mind, now crowded
back into it with the same force and vividness as of old. The
grimacing shades of Ixion, Sisyphus and Tantalus resurrected and
stood before him, saying:
"What matters hell — in which thou believest not. And even if hell
there be, it is the hell described by the old Greeks, not that of the
modern bigots — a locality full of conscious shadows, to whom
thou canst be a second Orpheus."
Franz felt that he was going mad, and, turning instinctively, he
looked his old master once more right in the face. Then his
bloodshot eye evaded the gaze of Klaus.
Whether Samuel understood the terrible state of mind of his
pupil, or whether he wanted to draw him out, to make him speak,
and thus to divert his thoughts, must remain as hypothetical to
the reader as it is to the writer. Whatever may have been in his
mind, the German enthusiast went on, speaking with a feigned
calmness:
"Franz, my dear boy, I tell you that the art of the accursed Italian
is not natural; that it is due neither to study nor to genius. It never

was acquired in the usual, natural way. You need not stare at me
in that wild manner, for what I say is in the mouth of millions of
people. Listen to what I now tell you, and try to understand. You
have heard the strange tale whispered about the famous Tartini?
He died one fine Sabbath night, strangled by his familiar demon,
who had taught him how to endow his violin with a human voice,
by shutting up in it, by means of incantations, the soul of a young
virgin. Paganini — did more. In order to endow his instrument
with the faculty of emitting human sounds, such as sobs,
desparing cries,. supplications, moans of love and fury — in short,
the most heart-rending notes of the human voice — Paganini
became, the murderer not only of his wife and his mistress, but
also of a friend, who was more tenderly attached to him than any
other being on this earth. He then made the four chords of his
magic violin out of the intestines of his last victim. This is the
secret of his enchanting talent, of that overpowering melody, that
combination of sounds, which you will never be able to master
unless . . ."
The old man could not finish the sentence. He staggered back
before the fiendish look of his pupil, and covered his face with his
hands.
Franz was breathing heavily, and his eyes had an expression
which reminded Klaus of those of a hyena. His pallor was
cadaverous. For some time he could not speak, but only gasped
for breath. At last he slowly muttered
"Are you in earnest?"
"I am, as I hope to help you."
"And . . . and do you really believe that had I only the means of
obtaining human intestines for strings, I could rival Paganini?"
asked Franz, after a moment's pause, and casting down his eyes.

The old German unveiled his face, and, with a strange look of
determination upon it, softly answered:
"Human intestines alone are not sufficient for our purpose; they
must have belonged to some one who had loved us well, with an
unselfish, holy love. Tartini endowed his violin with the life of a
virgin; but that virgin had died of unrequited love for him. The
fiendish artist, had prepared beforehand a tube, in which he
managed to catch her last breath as she expired, pronouncing his
beloved name, and he then transferred this breath to his violin.
As to Paganini, I have just told you his tale. It was with the
consent of his victim, though, that he murdered him to get
possession of his intestines.
"Oh, for the power of the human voice!" Samuel went on, after a
brief pause. "What can equal the eloquence, the magic spell of the
human voice? Do you think, my poor boy, I would not have taught
you this great, this final secret, were it not that it throws one right
into the clutches of him . . . who must remain unnamed at night?"
he added, with a sudden return to the superstitions of his youth.
Franz did not answer; but with a calmness awful to behold, he left
his place, took down his violin from the wall where it was
hanging, and, with one powerful grasp of the chords, he tore
them out and flung them into the fire.
Samuel suppressed a cry of horror. The chords were hissing upon
the coals, where, among the blazing logs, they wriggled and
curled like so many living snakes.
"By the witches of Thessaly and the dark arts of Circe!" he
exclaimed, with foaming mouth and his eyes burning like coals;
"by the Furies of Hell and Pluto himself, I now swear, in thy
presence, O Samuel, my master, never to touch a violin again
until I can string it with four human chords. May I be accursed

for ever and ever if I do!" He fell senseless on the floor, with a
deep sob, that ended like a funeral wail; old Samuel lifted him up
as he would have lifted a child, and carried him to his bed. Then
he sallied forth in search of a physician.
IV

For several days after this painful scene Franz was very ill, ill
almost beyond recovery. The physician declared him to be
suffering from brain fever and said that the worst was to be
feared. For nine long days the patient remained delirious; and
Klaus, who was nursing him night and day with the solicitude of
the tenderest mother, was horrified at the work of his own hands.
For the first time since their acquaintance began, the old teacher,
owing to the wild ravings of his pupil, was able to penetrate into
the darkest corners of that weird, superstitious, cold, and, at the
same time, passionate nature; and — he trembled at what he
discovered. For he saw that which he had failed to perceive
before — Franz as he was in reality, and not as he seemed to
superficial observers. Music was the life of the young man, and
adulation was the air he breathed, without which that life became
a burden; from the chords of his violin alone, Stenio, drew his life
and being, but the applause of men and even of Gods was
necessary to its support. He saw unveiled before his eyes a
genuine, artistic, earthly soul, with its divine counterpart totally
absent, a son of the Muses, all fancy and brain poetry, but without
a heart. While listening to the ravings of that delirious and
unhinged fancy Klaus felt as if he were for the first time in his
long life exploring a marvellous and untravelled region, a human
nature not of this world but of some incomplete planet. He saw all
this, and shuddered. More than once he asked himself whether it
would not be doing a kindness to his "boy" to let him die before
he returned to consciousness.

But he loved his pupil too well to dwell for long on such an idea.
Franz had bewitched his truly artistic nature, and now old Klaus
felt as though their two lives were inseparably linked together.
That he could thus feel was a revelation to the old man; so he
decided to save Franz, even at the expense of his own old and, as
he thought, useless life.
The seventh day of the illness brought on a most terrible crisis.
For twenty-four hours the patient never closed his eyes, nor
remained for a moment silent; he raved continuously during the
whole time. His visions were peculiar, and he minutely described
each. Fantastic, ghastly figures kept slowly swimming out of the
penumbra of his small, dark room, in regular and uninterrupted
procession, and he greeted each by name as he might greet old
acquaintances. He referred to himself as Prometheus, bound to
the rock by four bands made of human intestines. At the foot of
the Caucasian Mount the black waters of the river Styx were
running. . . . They had deserted Arcadia, and were now
endeavouring to encircle within a seven-fold embrace the rock
upon which he was suffering . . . .
"Wouldst thou know the name of the Promethean rock, old man?"
he roared into his adopted father's ear. . . . "Listen then, . . . . . its
name is . . . . called Samuel Klaus . . .
"Yes, yes! . . . ." the German murmured disconsolately. "It is I who
killed him, while seeking to console. The news of Paganini's magic
arts struck his fancy too vividly. . . . . Oh, my poor, poor boy!"
"Ha, ha, ha, ha!" The patient broke into a loud and discordant
laugh. "Aye, poor old man, sayest thou? . . . . So, so, thou art of
poor stuff, anyhow, and wouldst look well only when stretched
upon a fine Cremona violin!. . ."
Klaus shuddered, but said nothing. He only bent over the poor

maniac, and with a kiss upon his brow, a caress as tender and as
gentle as that of a doting mother, he left the sick-room for a few
instants to seek relief in his own garret. When he returned, the
ravings were following another channel. Franz was singing,
trying to imitate the sounds of a violin.
Toward the evening of that day, the delirium of the sick man
became perfectly ghastly. He saw spirits of fire clutching at his
violin. Their skeleton hands, from each finger of which grew a
flaming claw, beckoned to old Samuel . . . . They approached and
surrounded the old master, and were preparing to rip him open . .
. . him, "the only man on this earth who loves me with an
unselfish, holy love, and . . . whose intestines can be of any good
at all!" he went on whispering, with glaring eyes and demon
laugh . . . .
By the next morning, however, the fever had disappeared, and by
the end of the ninth day Stenio had left his bed, having no
recollection of his illness, and no suspicion that he had allowed
Klaus to read his inner thought. Nay; had he himself any
knowledge that such a horrible idea as the sacrifice of his old
master to his ambition had ever entered his mind? Hardly. The
only immediate result of his fatal illness was, that as, by reason of
his vow, his artistic passion could find no issue, another passion
awoke, which might avail to feed his ambition and his insatiable
fancy. He plunged headlong into the study of the Occult Arts, of
Alchemy and of Magic. In the practice of Magic the young
dreamer sought to stifle the voice of his passionate longing for
his, as he thought, for ever lost violin . . .
Weeks and months passed away, and the conversation about
Paganini was never resumed between the master and the pupil.
But a profound melancholy had taken possession of Franz, the
two hardly exchanged a word, the violin hung mute, chordless,

full of dust, in its habitual place. It was as the presence of a
soulless corpse between them.
The young man had become gloomy and sarcastic, even avoiding
the mention of music. Once, as his old professor, after long
hesitation, took out his own violin from its dust-covered case and
prepared to play, Franz gave a convulsive shudder, but said
nothing. At the first notes of the bow, however, he glared like a
madman, and rushing out of the house, remained for hours,
wandering in the streets. Then old Samuel in his turn threw his
instrument down, and locked himself up in his room till the
following morning.
One night as Franz sat, looking particularly pale and gloomy, old
Samuel suddenly jumped from his seat, and after hopping about
the room in a magpie fashion, approached his pupil, imprinted a
fond kiss upon the young man's brow, and squeaked at the top of
his shrill voice:
"Is it not time to put an end to all this?" . . .
Whereupon, starting from his usual lethargy, Franz echoed, as in
a dream:
"Yes, it is time to put an end to this."
Upon which the two separated, and went to bed.
On the following morning, when Franz awoke, he was astonished
not to see his old teacher in his usual place to greet him. But he
had greatly altered during the last few months, and he at first
paid no attention to his absence, unusual as it was. He dressed
and went into the adjoining-room, a little parlour where they had
their meals, and which separated their two bedrooms. The fire
had not been lighted since the embers had died out on the
previous night, and no sign was anywhere visible of the

professor's busy hand in his usual housekeeping duties. Greatly
puzzled, but in no way dismayed, Franz took his usual place at
the corner of the now cold fire-place, and fell into an aimless
reverie. As he stretched himself in his old armchair, raising both
his hands to clasp them behind his head in a favourite posture of
his, his hand came into contact with something on a shelf at his
back; he knocked against a case, and brought it violently on the
ground.
It was old Klaus' violin-case that came down to the floor with such
a sudden crash that the case opened and the violin fell out of it,
rolling to the feet of Franz. And then the chords striking against
the brass fender emitted a sound, prolonged, sad and mournful as
the sigh of an unrestful soul; it seemed to fill the whole room, and
reverberated in the head and the very heart of the young man.
The effect of that broken violin-string was magical.
"Samuel!" cried Stenio, with his eyes starting from their sockets,
and an unknown terror suddenly taking possession of his whole
being. "Samuel! what has happened? . . . My good, my dear old
master!" he called out, hastening to the professor's little room,
and throwing the door violently open. No one answered, all was
silent within.
He staggered back, frightened at the sound of his own voice, so
changed and hoarse it seemed to him at this moment. No reply
came in response to his call. Naught followed but a dead silence . .
. that stillness which in the domain of sounds, usually denotes
death. In the presence of a corpse, as in the lugubrious stillness of
a tomb, such silence acquires a mysterious power, which strikes
the sensitive soul with a nameless terror . . . . The little room was
dark, and Franz hastened to open the shutters.
*****

Samuel was lying on his bed, cold, stiff, and lifeless. . . . At the
sight of the corpse of him who had loved him so well, and had
been to him more than a father, Franz experienced a dreadful
revulsion of feeling a terrible shock. But the ambition of the
fanatical artist got the better of the despair of the man, and
smothered the feelings of the latter in a few seconds.
A note bearing his own name was conspicuously placed upon a
table near the corpse. With trembling hand, the violinist tore
open the envelope, and read the following:
MY BELOVED SON, FRANZ,
When you read this, I shall have made the greatest
sacrifice, that your best and only friend and teacher could
have accomplished for your fame. He, who loved you most,
is now but an inanimate lump of clay. Of your old teacher
there now remains but a clod of cold organic matter. I need
not prompt you as to what you have to do with it. Fear not
stupid prejudices. It is for your future fame that I have
made an offering of my body, and you would be guilty of
the blackest ingratitude were you now to render useless
this sacrifice. When you shall have replaced the chords
upon your violin, and these chords a portion of my own
self, under your touch it will acquire the power of that
accursed sorcerer, all the magic voices of Paganini's
instrument. You will find therein my voice, my sighs and
groans, my song of welcome, the prayerful sobs of my
infinite and sorrowful sympathy, my love for you. And
now, my Franz, fear nobody! Take your instrument with
you, and dog the steps of him who filled our lives with
bitterness and despair! . . . . Appear in every arena, where,
hitherto, he has reigned without a rival, and bravely throw
the gauntlet of defiance in his face. O Franz! then only wilt

thou hear with what a magic power the full notes of
unselfish love will issue forth from thy violin. Perchance,
with a last caressing touch of its chords, thou wilt
remember that they once formed a portion of thine old
teacher, who now embraces and blesses thee for the last
time.
SAMUEL.
Two burning tears sparkled in the eyes of Franz, but they dried
up instantly. Under the fiery rush of passionate hope and pride,
the two orbs of the future magician-artist, riveted to the ghastly
face of the dead man, shone like the eyes of a demon.
Our pen refuses to describe that which took place on that day,
after the legal inquiry was over. As another note, written with a
view of satisfying the authorities, had been prudently provided
by the loving care of the old teacher, the verdict was, "Suicide
from causes unknown"; after this the coroner and the police
retired, leaving the bereaved heir alone in the death-room, with
the remains of that which had once been a living man.
*****
Scarcely a fortnight had elapsed from that day, ere the violin had
been dusted, and four new, stout strings had been stretched upon
it. Franz dared not look at them. He tried to play, but the bow
trembled in his hand like a dagger in the grasp of a novicebrigand. He then determined not to try again, until the portentous
night should arrive, when he should have a chance of rivalling,
nay, of surpassing, Paganini.
The famous violinist had meanwhile left Paris, and was giving a
series of triumphant concerts at an old Flemish town in Belgium.
V

One night, as Paganini, surrounded by a crowd of admirers, was
sitting in the dining-room of the hotel at which he was staying, a
visiting card, with a few words written on it in pencil, was
handed to him by a young man with wild and staring eyes.
Fixing upon the intruder a look, which few persons could bear,
but receiving back a glance as calm and determined as his own,
Paganini slightly bowed, and then dryly said:
"Sir, it shall be as you desire. Name the night. I am at your
service."
On the following morning the whole town was startled by the
appearance of bills posted at the corner of every street, and
bearing the strange notice:
On the night of . . . . . , at the Grand Theatre of . . . . . and for
the first time, will appear before the public, Franz Stenio, a
German violinist, arrived purposely to throw down the
gauntlet to, the world-famous Paganini and to challenge
him to a duel — upon their violins. He purposes to compete
with the great "virtuoso" in the execution of the most
difficult of his compositions. The famous Paganini has
accepted the challenge. Franz Stenio will play, in
competition with the unrivalled violinist, the celebrated
"Frantaisie Caprice" of the latter, known as "The Witches."
The effect of the notice was magical. Paganini, who, amid his
greatest triumphs, never lost sight of a profitable speculation,
doubled the usual price of admission, but still the theatre could
not hold the crowds that flocked to secure tickets for that
memorable performance.
*****
At last the morning of the concert day dawned, and the "duel"

was in every one's mouth. Franz Stenio, who, instead of sleeping,
had passed the whole long hours of the preceding midnight in
walking up and down his room like an encaged panther, had,
toward morning, fallen on his bed from mere physical
exhaustion. Gradually he passed into a death-like and dreamless
slumber. At the gloomy winter dawn he awoke, but finding it too
early to rise he fell asleep again. And then he had a vivid dream
— so vivid indeed, so life-like, that from its terrible realism he felt
sure that it was a vision rather than a dream.
He had left his violin on a table by his bedside, locked in its case,
the key of which never left him. Since he had strung it with those
terrible chords he never let it out of his sight for a moment. In
accordance with his resolution he had not touched it since his
first trial, and his bow had never but once touched the human
strings, for he had since always practised on another instrument.
But now in his sleep he saw himself looking at the locked case.
Something in it was attracting his attention, and he found himself
incapable of detaching his eyes from it. Suddenly he saw the
upper part of the case slowly rising, and, within the chink thus
produced, he perceived two small, phosphorescent green eyes —
eyes but too familiar to him — fixing themselves on his, lovingly,
almost beseechingly. Then a thin, shrill voice, as if issuing from
these ghastly orbs — the voice and orbs of Samuel Klaus himself
— resounded in Stenio's horrified ear, and he heard it say:
"Franz, my beloved boy . . . . Franz, I cannot, no I cannot separate
myself from . . . them!"
And "they" twanged piteously inside the case.
Franz stood speechless, horror-bound. He felt his blood actually
freezing, and his hair moving and standing erect on his head.
"It's but a dream, an empty dream!" he attempted to formulate in

his mind.
"I have tried my best, Franzchen . . . . I have tried my best to sever
myself from these accursed strings, without pulling them to
pieces. . . ." pleaded the same shrill, familiar voice. "Wilt thou help
me to do so?"
Another twang, still more prolonged and dismal, resounded
within the case, now dragged about the table in every direction,
by some interior power, like some living, wriggling thing, the
twangs becoming sharper and more jerky with every new pull.
It was not for the first time that Stenio heard those sounds. He
had often remarked them before — indeed, ever since he had
used his master's viscera as a foot-stool for his own ambition. But
on every occasion a feeling of creeping horror had prevented him
from investigating their cause, and he had tried to assure himself
that the sounds were only a hallucination.
But now he stood face to face with the terrible fact, whether in
dream or in reality he knew not, nor did he care, since the
hallucination — if hallucination it were — was far more real and
vivid than any reality. He tried to speak, to take a step forward;
but as often happens in nightmares, he could neither utter a word
nor move a finger . . . . . He felt hopelessly paralyzed.
The pulls and jerks were becoming more desperate with each
moment, and at last something inside the case snapped violently.
The vision of his Stradivarius, devoid of its magical strings,
flashed before his eyes, throwing him into a cold sweat of mute
and unspeakable terror.
He made a superhuman effort to rid himself of the incubus that
held him spell-bound. But as the last supplicating whisper of the
invisible Presence repeated:

"Do, oh, do . . . help me to cut myself off — "
Franz sprang to the case with one bound, like an enraged tiger
defending its prey, and with one frantic effort breaking the spell.
"Leave the violin alone, you old fiend from hell!" he cried, in
hoarse and trembling tones.
He violently shut down the self-raising lid, and while firmly
pressing his left hand on it, he seized with the right a piece of
rosin from the table and drew on the leather-covered top the sign
of the six pointed star — the seal used by King Solomon to bottle
up the rebellious djins inside their prisons.
A wail, like the howl of a she-wolf moaning over her dead little
ones, came out of the violin-case:
"Thou art ungrateful . . . . very ungrateful, my Franz!" sobbed the
blubbering "spirit-voice." "But I forgive . . . for I still love thee well.
Yet thou canst not shut me in . . . boy. Behold!"
And instantly a greyish mist spread over and covered case and
table, and rising upward formed itself into an indistinct shape.
Then it began growing, and as it grew, Franz felt himself
gradually enfolded in cold and damp coils, slimy as those of a
huge snake. He gave a terrible cry and awoke; but, strangely
enough, not on his bed, but near the table, just as he had
dreamed, pressing the violin case desperately with both his
hands.
"It was but a dream, . . . after all," he muttered, still terrified, but
relieved of the load on his heaving breast.
With a tremendous effort he composed himself, and unlocked the
case to inspect the violin. He found it covered with dust, but
otherwise sound and in order, and he suddenly felt himself as
cool and determined as ever. Having dusted the instrument he

carefully rosined the bow, tightened the strings and tuned them.
He even went so far as to try upon it the first notes of the
"Witches"; first cautiously and timidly, then using his bow boldly
and with full force.
The sound of that loud, solitary note — defiant as the war
trumpet of a conquerer, sweet and majestic as the touch of a
seraph on his golden harp in the fancy of the faithful — thrilled
through the very soul of Franz it revealed to him a hitherto
unsuspected potency in his bow, which ran on in strains that
filled the room with the richest swell of melody, unheard by the
artist until that night. Commencing in uninterrupted legato tones,
his bow sang to him of sun-bright hope and beauty, of moonlit
nights, when the soft and balmy stillness endowed every blade of
grass and all things animate and inanimate with a voice and a
song of love. For a few brief moments it was a torrent of melody,
the harmony of which, "tuned to soft woe," was calculated to
make mountains weep, had there been any in the room, and to
soothe.
. . . . . . even th'inexorable powers of hell,
the presence of which was undeniably felt in this modest hotel
room. Suddenly, the solemn legato chant, contrary to all laws of
harmony, quivered, became arpeggios, and ended in shrill
staccatos, like the notes of a hyena laugh. The same creeping
sensation of terror, as he had before felt, came over him, and
Franz threw the bow away. He had recognized the familiar laugh,
and would have no more of it. Dressing, he locked the be-devilled
violin securely in its case, and taking it with him to the diningroom, determined to await quietly the hour of trial.
VI

The terrible hour of the struggle had come, and Stenio was at his

post — calm, resolute, almost smiling.
The theatre was crowded to suffocation, and there was not even
standing room to be got for any amount of hard cash or
favouritism. The singular challenge had reached every quarter to
which the post could carry it, and gold flowed freely into
Paganini's unfathomable pockets, to an extent almost satisfying
even to his insatiate and venal soul.
It was arranged that Paganini should begin. When he appeared
upon the stage, the thick walls of the theatre shook to their
foundations with the applause that greeted him. He began and
ended his famous composition "The Witches" amid a storm of
cheers. The shouts of public enthusiasm lasted so long that Franz
began to think his turn would never come. When, at last,
Paganini, amid the roaring applause of a frantic public, was
allowed to retire behind the scenes, his eye fell upon Stenio, who
was tuning his violin, and he felt amazed at the serene calmness,
the air of assurance, of the unknown German artist.
When Franz approached the footlights, he was received with icy
coldness. But for all that, he did not feel in the least disconcerted.
He looked very pale, but his thin white lips wore a scornful smile
as response to this dumb unwelcome. He was sure of his triumph.
At the first notes of the prelude of "The Witches" a thrill of
astonishment passed over the audience. It was Paganini's touch,
and it was something more. Some — and they were the majority
— thought that never in his best moments of inspiration, had the
Italian artist himself, in executing that diabolical composition of
his, exhibited such an extraordinary diabolical power. Under the
pressure of the long muscular fingers of Franz, the chords
shivered like the palpitating intestines of a disembowelled victim
under the vivisector's knife. They moaned melodiously, like a
dying child. The large blue eye of the artist, fixed with a satanic

expression upon the sounding-board, seemed to summon forth
Orpheus himself from the infernal regions, rather than the
musical notes supposed to be generated in the depths of the
violin. Sounds seemed to transform themselves into objective
shapes, thickly and precipitately gathering as at the evocation of a
mighty magician, and to be whirling around him, like a host of
fantastic, infernal figures, dancing the witches' " goat dance." In
the empty depths of the shadowy background of the stage, behind
the artist, a nameless phantasmagoria, produced by the
concussion of unearthly vibrations, seemed to form pictures of
shameless orgies, of the voluptuous hymens of a real witches'
Sabbat . . . A collective hallucination took hold of the public.
Panting for breath, ghastly, and trickling with the icy perspiration
of an inexpressible horror, they sat spell-bound, and unable to
break the spell of the music by the slightest motion. They
experienced all the illicit enervating delights of the paradise of
Mahommed, that come into the disordered fancy of an opiumeating Mussulman, and felt at the same time the abject terror, the
agony of one who struggles against an attack of delirium tremens .
. . . Many ladies shrieked aloud, others fainted, and strong men
gnashed their teeth, in a state of utter helplessness. . . .
Then came the finale. Thundering uninterrupted applause
delayed its beginning, expanding the momentary pause to a
duration of almost a quarter of an hour. The bravos were furious,
almost hysterical. At last, when after a profound and last bow,
Stenio, whose smile was as sardonic as it was triumphant, lifted
his bow to attack the famous finale, his eye fell upon Paganini,
who, calmly seated in the manager's box, had been behind none
in zealous applause. The small and piercing black eyes of the
Genoese artist were riveted to the Stradivarius in the hands of
Franz, but otherwise he seemed quite cool and unconcerned. His
rival's face troubled him for one short instant, but he regained his

self-possession and, lifting once more his bow, drew the first note.
Then the public enthusiasm reached its acme, and soon knew no
bounds. The listeners heard and saw indeed. The witches' voices
resounded in the air, and beyond all the other voices one voice
was heard —
Discordant, and unlike to human sounds
It seem'd of dogs the bark, of wolves the howl;
The doleful screechings of the midnight owl;
The hiss of snakes, the hungry lion's roar;
The sounds of billows beating on the shore;
The groan of winds among the leafy wood,
And burst of thunder from the rending cloud; —
'Twas these, all these in one . . . . . .
The magic bow was drawing forth its last quivering sounds —
famous among prodigious musical feats — imitating the
precipitate flight of the witches before bright dawn; of the unholy
women saturated with the fumes of their nocturnal Saturnalia,
when — a strange thing came to pass on the stage. Without the
slightest transition, the notes suddenly changed. In their aerial
flight of ascension and descent, their melody was unexpectedly
altered in character. The sounds became confused, scattered,
disconnected . . . and then — it seemed from the sounding-board
of the violin — came out swearing, jarring tones, like those of a
street Punch, screaming at the top of a senile voice:
"Art thou satisfied, Franz, my boy? . . . . Have not I gloriously kept
my promise, eh?"
The spell was broken. Though still unable to realize the whole
situation, those who heard the voice and the Punchinello-like
tones, were freed, as by enchantment, from the terrible charm
under which they had been held. Loud roars of laughter, mocking

exclamations of half-anger and half-irritation were now heard
from every corner of the vast theatre. The musicians in the
orchestra, with faces still blanched from weird emotion, were
now seen shaking with laughter, and the whole audience rose,
like one man, from their seats, unable yet to solve the enigma;
they felt, nevertheless, too disgusted, too disposed to laugh to
remain one moment longer in the building.
But suddenly the sea of moving heads in the stalls and the pit
became once more motionless, and stood petrified, as though
struck by lightning. What all saw was terrible enough — the
handsome though wild face of the young artist suddenly aged,
and his graceful, erect figure bent down, as though under the
weight of years; but this was nothing to that which some of the
most sensitive clearly perceived. Franz Stenio's person was now
entirely enveloped in a semi-transparent mist, cloud-like,
creeping with serpentine motion, and gradually tightening round
the living form, as though ready to engulf him. And there were
those also who discerned in this tall and ominous pillar of smoke
a clearly-defined figure, a form showing the unmistakable
outlines of a grotesque and grinning, but terribly awful-looking
old man, whose viscera were protruding and the ends of the
intestines stretched on the violin.
Within this hazy, quivering veil, the violinist was then seen,
driving his bow furiously across the human chords, with the
contortions of a demoniac, as we see them represented on
mediaeval cathedral paintings!
An indescribable panic swept over the audience, and breaking
now, for the last time, through the spell which had again bound
them motionless, every living creature in the theatre made one
mad rush towards the door. It was like the sudden outburst of a
dam, a human torrent, roaring amid a shower of discordant

notes, idiotic squeakings, prolonged and whining moans,
cacophonous cries of frenzy, above which, like the detonations of
pistol shots, was heard the consecutive bursting of the four
strings stretched upon the sound-board of that bewitched violin.
*****
When the theatre was emptied of the last man of the audience,
the terrified manager rushed on the stage in search of the
unfortunate performer. He was found dead and already stiff,
behind the footlights, twisted up into the most unnatural of
postures, with the "catguts" wound curiously round his neck and
his violin shattered into a thousand fragments. . . .
When it became publicly known that the unfortunate would-be
rival of Niccolo Paganini had not left a cent to pay for his funeral
or his hotel-bill, the Genoese, his proverbial meanness
notwithstanding, settled the hotel-bill and had poor Stenio buried
at his own expense.
He claimed, however, in exchange, the fragments of the
Stradivarius — as a memento of the strange event.
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RATANBAI.
CHAPTER
YOUNG Ratanbai

is a pleasing

name is Vasudevrav

Anandibai.

is a successful

Every morning

in the office room, which

A

girl of eleven.

Her father’s

Kashinath Dalvi, and her mother’s,

Mr. Vasudevrav

High Court.

I.

he is busy

lawyer

with his clients

is very comfortably

rich carpet covers the floor

; a

of the

cushioned

furnished.

sofa stands at

one side, a dozen chairs in a row at the other, a handsome
cabinet containing a large collection of law books opposite,
and there are

two

good windows

looking

to the front.

The walls are prettily decorated, and portraits
men, mostly literary, hang in a most uncomfortable

high up against the roof.

Mr. Vasudevrav

of great
fashion

likes his home
2

IO

(

to be well

furnished, and once in a way he does give his

spare time to this matter;
purchases

)

but generally he only makes the

and sends them home, leaving

Narayanrao,

who, though

clever

a

and

all to his clerk
man,

an honest

knows little about making a room attractive.
One

morning,

as

clients, little Ratanbai,

carrying

a pet

is

busy

kneels on it and looks out

She is dressed, as all Hindu girls

skirt of the khan*

his

with

with her father, walks in, and,

a chair to the window,

on the road.

material,

and

are, in a

a short-sleeved

satin

Her tiny fair wrists are covered with gold bracelets,

jacket.

six on

each,

with

Round her neck
Her

Mr. Vasudavrav

ears

a couple
is a

of gold stone bangles between.

mangalsutra\,

a

“

sa-ri”%

a “goph! j|

Her hair is

have diamond and pearl ear-rings.

parted in the middle, brushed, well oiled, and tied into

a

* The Hindu ladies’ cloth.

f
beads,

The

wedding

symbol.

It

is a necklace

of

small

black

with a pretty gold ornament in the middle.

i

A

H

A

heavy

gold neck ornament.

beautifully

woven

It fits round the neck.

ornament

of fine

real gold

strings.

II

(

Upon this knot

neat knot at the back.
like

jewel,

over which

reaches her ankles

a

“

vein”*

but as she

;

)
she wears a brooch¬

Her skirt

fixed.

is

kneels, it is

and one can see her pretty grape-patterned

a

bit untidy,

anklets.

toes, the first and the third, have silver rings.

Two

Ratanbai

stayed at the window for a few moments, then getting
the chair, she

by the table, watching

stood

the floor

looked

and

charming.

her learned

to half a dozen clerks who squatted

father as he dictated
on

off

scribbled

away with

She

pens.

reed

Her fair complexion

made her to be

As

classed amongst the pretty girls of Bombay.

she stood

in a careless dreamy way looking at the flying pens of the
clerks, her kind father’s attention

was turned towards her,

and thoughts

into

seemed

to crowd

stretched lazily on his chair.

his head while

Then coming to himself, and

putting

his velvet cap straight, he again attended

work.

No one knew what filled his mind with

child
knew

he

Rafan did not notice her father

at

the anxiety her good parent had

to his

care, and

all.

She little

had

ever since

her marriage.
Ratanbai

had

been

married

two

* A wreath of flowers.

years before into a

12

(

but

wealthy

an

uneducated

made by the mother with

girl was

)

The promise

family.

was

the father’s consent, when the

a baby, and the arrangement

had to be fulfilled,

though it had been against the real wish of the educated
father.
her

four

Unfortunately,

months

Sadashiva,

Harischandra

father-in-law,

merchant and a wealthy

after the marriage,
a

successful

landowner,

died, and his widow,

according to the rules of the caste,

had to live under the

shelter of her husband’s brother, who was rich, but not very

His wife, who belonged

pleasant

to

country,

was ignorant,

and

through

sheer want of

education.

law,

then,

deal

was

with.

in

trouble,

great

made

always

matters worse

Ratanbai’s
and

to the

mother-in-

Mr. Vasudevrav

became at times full of grief, for it was clear that Ratan’s
young husband, who was prosecuting his studies at College,
would soon be obliged to take up the management of the
affairs, and
studies.

this would

Mr. Vasudevrav,
in-law
a

surviving

come

if

of his

disappointment

possible, one who would

Every time he looked
and

in the way

to

whose great aim was to have as his son-

a learned man, and,

lawyer.

mind.

indeed

Such a necessity was a great

therefore

at

darling child,

Ratanbai,

be

his only

anxiety filled

his

(

)

13

In about half-an-hour,

Mr. Vasudevrav was

The dining room was dismal

fast.
dozen

low flat

stools

break¬

at

looking, with

only a

It

to boast of as furniture.

was,

however, very clean, and we will mention the details of the
meal.

Mr.

Vasudevrav

“

before which is a large silver

jug and cup.

He

The upper part of his body
bracelet,

is

tat,”*

tightly fixed

is bare,

the sacred
a

man.

above

his

elbow, and

of his

ear.

His head

As

thread

handsome
pearl

a

is shaved,

except at the back, whence hang curly jet tresses.
a tall, fine-looking

stools,

a vdti”~ f* a silver water
“
mughta.”%

gold ornament, like

; a

earring is in the upper part

“

a rich maroon

is dressed in

hangs across his shoulder

on one of the

himself

seats

He is

soon as he sits down, his wife,

Anandibai, gently and modestly steps in, and sitting

on the

floor pours a little water into the plate, and running
fingers through,
a cup full

when

*

A

t A

i

throws

her

the water into a corner near by,

of rice is laid in it by the cook with

large plate,
cup.

The habit worn

by

gentlemen

when

dining.

H

(

“ varan ”*
a
over

it.

Anandibai brings in

butter, and pours a couple

In the meantime,
pickles,

and sweets

)
a

of teaspoonfuls

the

“

vdti

”*f*

of

over the rice.

the vegetables, and the

and fruits are served, and Mr. Vasu-

devrav, alone and in silence, devours his fresh hot breakfast.
Sometimes he asks for more of some dish which Anandibai
serves.

curds,

He tries some more
and, finishing

with milk and home-made
the

fruits, draws a

brass basin closer, washes his hands, and

bright-polished
looks

rice,

the sweets and

for a napkin, which his good wife hands to him.

He

now walks straight up to his room to dress,

which opera¬

tion takes very little time, for everything

lying ready,

is

and a servant is present to help in the way of drawing on
the boots, &c.
Meantime
ready

by

also,

a pair

had had her breakfast,

The carriage—a

handsome

of fine white horses,

clients—came
in a long

Ratanbai

to the door.

white

a gift

and was

landau,

drawn

from one of

Mr. Vasudevrav, who

coat and trousers, with a handsome

* A
preparation of

t

Cup.

J

Cake or scone.

a kind

of pulse always

used

the

is dressed

with rice,

red

i5

(

turban,

gets in

first, and

)

little Ratanbai

With two footmen

opposite him.

at the back

seats

herself

of the carriage,

and a messenger by the coachman’s side, they drive through
the crowded, busy streets.
stopped.
and

One of the footmen not in livery jumped down,

helping

out, walked

Ratanbai

bag of school books into
placing

the bag

;

I have

this

head.

behind

her with

her

broad stone house, and

its place, left

Ratanbai
“

among her

Ratanbai,

please be

been told to come for you at two o’clock to¬

day, so I will bring

At

in

a large

loudly before leaving,

friends, saying
ready

After ten minutes the carriage

Ratanbai

your milk and then take you
looked

The carriage

at

him

in the

home.”

and simply nodded her

meantime

drove on to the

High Courts, and the servant, after seeing Ratanbai
school, made calls on his friends, and had a short

at

smoke

and nap before returning home.

The bell rang and the girls went into their respective
class rooms.

Let

us go into

is upstairs, and we must

needs

the

III.

Standard

Class.

ascend the broad staircase.

The room is well ventilated and suitably furnished.
are twelve girls

It

in the class, all young

wives.

There

Three are

At

dressed in the “sari,” and the rest like

Ratanbai.

head of the class is our friend Ratanbai,

looking intelligent

the

i6

(

and modest
“

as

she

Casabianca.”

if

)

She reads it distinctly,

she understood

verse

of

with expression,

as

stands up to read the third

every word, and then she follows the next

reader by looking into her book.

A

might at once

visitor

perceive how well behaved and good Ratanbai

is at school.

is,

inattentive, in fact, she

as her teacher

delighted to say,

the nicest girl that attends our school.”

cake

;

At
basket.
servant

one o’clock the servant brought

her tiffin-milk and

the former in a silver cup, and the latter in
Ratanbai

a

“

is

She never joins in any sort of mischief, is never found

silver

did not go out of the class when her

arrived, as some of the girls

until the “recess hour”; then

did, but she waited

she went quietly into the tiffin

room, seated herself on the floor, and drank the milk first
and then eat the cake.
pipe

After washing her hands

in the outer room, she ran upstairs

at the

to her teacher,

bye in her sweet way, with
head, putting on her

“

a

ascertained her lessons for the next day, then bidding good¬
smile and a gentle nod of the

shalu,”* she walked

out, the servant

again behind her with her bag, and drove home.

Anandibai, her mother, was
*

A

at

her toilet.

silk shawl with gold thread.

She

was

)

glass, with caskets of

on the floor before a looking

seated

jewellery near, and was just taking a pair of pearl studs out

of her

ran in and embraced her.

ear, when Ratan

“Go

to

We

to-day.

said the

Gangu,”

your hair, and

I want you

then

‘

are to go to

By four o’clock

mother, “and she will do
to wear your

pilav'*

Mavashi's pintle .’ ”f

the mother

and

the daughter

dressed, and the brougham was at the door.
a

‘

light blue pilav with gold trimming.

were

Ratanbai wore

Iler jacket

was of

pink satin, most elaborately worked with gold thread and
She had on a set of pearl jewellery,

pearls.

handsome
dress,

very neatly

Gracefully raising the edge of her

nose-ring.

she jumped

and wore a

into the carriage, her mother, who was

attired, follows,^and with two attendants they
the bustling streets into one of the newly-

drove through
built

stone bungalows

house, they heard the

in Girgaum.
“

As

they neared the

vajantri','% or tom-tom.

Anandibai

and Ratan got out, and were led into the hall, which was
most grandly arranged.
*

A

t

The flower ceremony

|

The native band.

The chairs, sofas, and tables were

silk sari—like the Parsi.
ot

the maternal aunt.

18

(

moved

into

chandeliers

room

another
and wall

)

rich

a

;

carpet

spread,

Hindu ladies dressed all alike, but in variegated
some helping

themselves

the flowers

putting
hundred

in

their

colours,

Some were talking,

“pan supari

to

and

some

There were about

hair.

a

in the room, and yet the entrance was crowded.

The ladies looked very dignified
in different

kinds of sans,

as they entered, dressed

with

the handsome-coloured

cashmere shawls thrown over their shoulders.
the hostess, then takes a seat
round

The

lamps were uncovered and lit.

were seated in groups on the carpet.

the

amidst

Each meets

the crowd, and looks

about at the house, &c., and is soon lost in talk.

Anandibai and Ratanbai,

the nearest relatives, go

being

into the inner room first, and then into the outer hall.

Anandibai’s youngest
into this house.

sister,

Champubai,

In about

her account that this festivity takes place.
Champubai,

is

married

She is a lovely girl of fourteen, and it is on

most

gorgeously

an hour

dressed in the handsomest

silk and gold, and with abundant jewellery, walks into the
room, when every eye is turned to her.
in the lovely

She takes her seat

pandal especially put up for the occasion—

* The leaves and

betel

nut—the

hospitality

of the Hindus.

on a velvet-cushioned
a low

on

The oval

placing her jewelled feet

chair—and,

stool, she

sits

face, the light

—

a picture

of perfect

olive complexion,

beauty.

the lovely black

nose, and the small

eyes, the chiselled

expressive

)

19

(

mouth,

all go to make Champubai

one of the beauties of Bombay.

Her luxuriant jet hair

hung in a plait decorated with

is

flowers of the sweetest scent;

artistic net of jessamine

an

buds covers her head, and her forehead from ear to ear is
edged by a piece of pearl lace, and an ornament of about
the size of a shilling is suspended by a pearl string at the

Her

parting.

she wears is

of

delicate

The pandal

and is like

which

dais,

gracefully

of beautiful

have ornaments

feet

a

pearls

;

is

amongst

The pilav

like Ratanbai’s,

only

is against a large handsome

with plants,

At the side of Champubai

occupied
them,

and

all over with gold.

fairy bower, arranged

and lamps, and candles.
two

masses

a soft pink, and worked

these arc larger.
mirror,

are

and so are the arms and the neck.

diamonds,

Her

ears

to

by

young

the right

girls
hand,

are

dressed
is

little

Ratanbai.

The ladies of the house arc
bustle.

in a state of confusion and

There arc so many duties to be carried out, but

no arrangement

had been

made beforehand

as to who to

20

(

)

Finally, the hostess tells one to go to the

perform them.

of cocoanuts, two to the serving

distribution

of spiced

milk, one to distribute the flowers, another to attend to the
pan supan;
law.

it:

while she herself attends to her daughter-in-

She carries a silver tray with the following articles in
a

little

tiny box of

rice, a

“

and places the tray at the feet
the lamp
usual

up to Champubai’s

way,

and

putting

her daughter-in-law’s
and applies
extending

the “

kunku,”* and a small lamp,

of Champubai.
face,

she

a promissory

waves

Holding
it in

the

note of Rs. 50 in

hand, places the lamp in the tray,

kunku

”

and rice between the eyebrows,

this last ceremony

to Ratanbai

and the other

little girls.
After this
follows

an unusual noise prevails, and much confusion

in distributing

the sweets and serving

the milk

;

the last is done in another room, the ladies going in groups

of

ten

or twelve.

A little

after lamp light all is over, yet

the poorer and older women of the caste keep on coming,

if

not to witness the ceremony, at least to receive sweets

and cocoanuts.

Anandibai and Ratanbai

* The red stuff' with
forehead.

which

are urged to take

the ladies make the dot on the

21

(

dinner, which

)

they do hurriedly, for Anandibai is anxious

To her surprise and Ratan’s

to get home to her husband.
pleasure, Mr. Vasudevrav
before proceeding

home.

calls

for them

The gentlemen

in the carriage

of the house,

however, urge him to get out and remain a while, which he

He

does.

is led into the drawing

of pan supari

is

offered.

to talk on the topics

Mr. Vasudevrav

in

room, and the hospitality

After some jokes

of the day, and

the conversation

home alone with Ratanbai

they

begin

so engrossed

was

that Anandibai goes

and sends the carriage back for

her husband.

For
with

a whole week Champubai

ceremonies,

different way.
a

“

and

each

One day like a

vailin','\ the third day like

all these days Ratanbai

day
“

was engaged in this way
she

was dressed

in a

bhatin,”* the second day like
a parsi lady, and so on, and

is kept away from school.

Finally

her mother pronounces there are no more festivities, and that
can attend school.

Ratan

comes from the mother-in-law

But the next

day a message

that she was required

for a certain ceremony at her husband’s sister’s house.
* Is

t

a term used

Bania lady.

by the Gaud Brahmins

for the Brahmin

there

To
lady.

)

(

then she went for a week.

her mother-in-law’s

going to

never liked
any freedom

there.

“

sasar”* for

she

She had always

was

that

She could not take her school

house,

for

not allowed

to be helping

something or other, and to be in complete
everyone.

Ratanbai

with

subjection

to

possessions

to

it was her mother-in-law’s

sister-in-law

who was the ruling person in the home, and she was already
educated in the old style, and was most averse to “ new
or reformed ideas.”
there.

Ratanbai’s

So Ratanbai

mother-in-law

dared not carry

was nobody

a lesson book

into

that home, and the consequence was that the bright happy

child was turned into
idly

for

hours,

grain, gossiping

a miserable

helping

to

girl for

clean

the

with the neighbouring

a week.

Sitting

vegetables
girls

of her

and
age,

listening to all sorts of talk of the elderly women were the
usual occupations

of Ratanbai

at the “ sasar.”

All

not feel happy in this cheerless life.
the family were a terror to the child.
arrived to the day she left all kinds
made, and especially

remarks

She could

the members of

From the day she
of remarks would

that hurt her.

be

Something

about her father and mother, about being sent to school
The fatlier-iu-iavVj

house.

(

and

“

being

Yet

ears.

learned

of unpleasantness.
most

be

and

longed

to

her

lot

Very

the

How

was

them

of all

first

if

likely

mother-in-law

often

her

with

as

her

father-in-law

would have removed

her tenth birthday,

the

But

!

and

please,

a

teachers,

and

married

gir!

husband’s

had

to

of the

thought

she

and

companions

amongst

be

her

on

falling

constantly

Her duty was to

obedient.

school,

was

not say a word, did not show signs

did

she

)
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people.

alive,

been

her

her from school after

but to please Ratan’s

father she was

very quiet.

At

last the day for her returning to her parents arrived,

and

Ratan

wait

till

to fly as a bird

longed

she

is

sent for.

;

but, no

! she

must

The carriage, after taking the

gentlemen to the office and

the college, came back, and

with the permission of her mother-in law, she went back to
her parents.
dear home

!

How pleased
Now

she

was to be again

at her

she might fly from one room to another,

and be petted and caressed
the servants.

by all, a little queen among
The silent patient “ suna ”* became again

a free bright

happy

child.

The unkind

* Daughter-in-law..

words

that had
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in which she has been treated,

been uttered, the harsh way
she dared not

mention

telling

would

them

and

mother-in-law

)

to her mother or fond

only
others

make

connected

shown themselves more tyrannical.
began her visits to her

“

matters

sdsai

would

father, for

worse.

The

simply

have

First, when Ratanbai
she

would cry, and tell

her parents of these unkind manners, but that made her
parents grieve, and
in

a

she

they ventured to speak about it even

it simply went

right way

though

if

badly

felt all this very keenly,

for

she

Ratanbai,

so

bore it silently

and dutifully.

The day

she

returned

to

her parents

her first duty

Asking the servant to bring

was to attend to her lessons.

the floor, opened

examined

other articles

a

carefully

it,

her bag, she took it into her father’s office, and, seated on

taking out all the books one by one,
After giving

them.

and

thorough airing, she replaced them neatly,

keeping, however, one book
read, learning

the books

her poetry

out.

and

This she opened and

spelling

by

heart.

Then,

taking her home exercise book, she wrote out her exercises
on her father’s desk, using his ink and pen.
* Father-in-law’s

house.

Her heart
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was happy

of going to school the next

the thought

at

)

clay.
Whenever
very

regular

had

one put

made

Ratanbai

and

was allowed

to accompany

Ratanbai

they

busily

occupied

out

a

awaited
one

singing

and

while

household

duties,

returned,

lamplight

hummed

merrily

was

Ratanbai

and

wreaths,

that afternoon

took

was then

getting

Anandibai

home

at

the

Her mother

was

room

was

in her hair.

Before

Anandibai

sound

in

call,

a

her.

office

Ratanbai

in

piece of needlework,
the

return

of the

softly

of

infant

her

father.

school

Sanskrit

a

in

and

the
She

tunes, and
the

shloka, when

of the carriage was heard, and Ratanbai,

flinging

down her work, ran to the window, but to her disappoint¬
ment, instead of the carriage

with

her father

saw a hack victoria with a load of luggage.
before,

an

old

widowed

had gone on a pilgrimage
had provided

aunt

in

Two months

of Ratanbai’s

to Benares.

father

Mr. Vasudevrav

her with attendants, &c., and the arrival

this victoria means that the old lady had returned.
servants

it she

crowded

of

The

to take the luggage, and then the old

lady was helped out.

She was dressed in pure white, and

covered from the head to a little above her ankles.

Her head
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shaved, and the “patcil '* so carefully

covered it that

you could only see her tired face, which in its day had been

Embracing Ratanbai

attractive.

and her mother, she

nounced her blessing, and sat down

in a wearied fashion.

Anandibai and Ratanbai sit beside her, and ask
kind of

and how many were returning

Each

received

question

from

the pilgrimage,

&c.

and

the

answer,

lengthy

a

as to what

the train was crowded,

she had, whether

a journey

pro¬

attendants here and there helped to make the replies still
more lengthy.

After

a while

Anandibai

rose and walked

kitchen, and the old lady, understanding
an order for her supper, said

:

“

towards the

that it was to give

Do not trouble,

I will

just take milk.”
“

Kakubai,” says Ratanbai’s

little rice, surely
“

Well, if it

?

mother,

“

you will have a

”

is

hot

;

but

do

not

cook

any

fresh

for me.”
“

Oh, it will be no trouble, for we have not dined yet.”

“What!

not dined

!

Vasudevrav

suppose ?”
* A white sari.

is not at home yet,

I
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“No;

Baba*

must

be

)

at

Club

the

to-day,”

said

a bundle

from

The old lady here

and carrying

rose,

amongst the luggage to where Ratanbai
took

“

?

these for me

and

Rejoicing

up several bags and gave them to her.

over them, she exclaimed,
“

sat, opened

it,

Ratanbai.

Kaku, have you brought all

”

Yes, birdie, they are for you,” said the auntie, pinching

Ratan’s chin.

“
in the

and

Hindu Club.”

says,

“

He had

return home.

The Bhayar

f*

Mr. Vasuderrav’s

S/iet/i, Kakubai

aye

been to

a

The creaking sound of the English boots announced
lecture

at the door stands up

With feelings of

Jiai."%

pleasure and astonishment he entered the house, and found

dinner

served.”

Mr. Vasudevrav

helping

in the serving.

+

* Father.

|

is

minutes to wash and dress, and

Caretaker.
Sir, Kakubai

has come.

is

that

was announced

in his old seat

As usual they

sat

takes

a

for a while, when

“

;

greetings, they talked

After exchanging
it

sitting together.

is

Kakubai and Ratanbai

few

Anandibai

talking after
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dinner, and Kakubai gave a long account of her pilgrimage,
so that they all, even Ratanbai,

retired at a late hour.

For two weeks Ratanbai is now able to go regularly to
school.

Every evening

Kakubai,
enthusiastic

relating

the

she

might

day’s

be seen

incidents,

account of the happy hours

Bai (Mistress) and the teachers

sitting

and

beside

giving

an

with

the

spent

in the girls’ school.

A

SHENVI

BRAHMIN

(A Pupil in Mrs

GIRL.

Xikambe's School.)

4
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CHAPTER

One

evening, Ratanbai

II.

was sitting

beside her mother and

Kakubai sewing, when the latter asked whether Shamrav’s
Shamrav was a distant

daughter had returned from Goa.

relative, and his daughter was attending the same school as
Ratanbai.
Ratanbai.

Yes

;

for she came to see Bai (the school¬

mistress) yesterday, with Muktabai,

Kakubai.
father-in-law
Ratanbai.

jjiow,

and the

will remove them from school.
We heard last week that Nanibai

rav’s elder girl) was not coming

Nanibai told

her younger sister.

Both the girls are grown up

me

yesterday

to sckool

that

her

(Sham¬

any more;

mother-in-law

but
has

allowed her six months more, so she will be in school until

“ DivaliR*
* A Festival.
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Kakitbai.

Is Muktabai to go to school?

Ratanbai.

Yes

up for the B.A.

going

is coming

; she

intends trying for the

this year.

LL.B.;

must get an appointment,

and Anandibai

examinations!
“

?

he

then he

he fails in that, he

Muktabai

In our school there are five who

the former exclaimed,

these girls

passes,

if

but

one of them is Ghanashampant’s

and

If

is

up for the Matriculation Examination, and

going

Kakubai

Her husband

and then, probably,

will have to leave school.
intend

also.

What good

daughter—Krishnabai.

were very much
“

What
are

!

going

astonished,

up for men’s

we to get by educating

”

With all this education

‘bake the bread,’”

said
“

they must

and examination

the old

aunt;

and,

turning

What are you going

to

to do by

Ratanbai,

she added,

learning?

Are you girls going to business now, and will

you ask your husbands to mind the home ?”
ought
and

I

I do not think Ratanbai
it,

Anandibai.

school any longer, but her father wishes

to go to
cannot go

Anandibai.
and

since

inclined towards

?

her mother-in-law

it

How

Kakubai.

is

against his wish or decision.
She has very little to say in the matter;

Ratan’s

father-in-law’s

death,

she

does

not
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behave as kindly as before, but of course

grief is

her

overwhelming.

Kakubai (turning to Ratan).
When
you are at
“ Sasar”* does
your mother-in-law send you to school ?
“

No”

said Ratanbai,

;

Then why do you send her to school here,

Kakubai.
Anandi
“

Does Vasudev know of this

?

I think

some

unwillingly.

so,” said Ratan’s mother,

understanding

between

?
“

but there has been
father

Ratan’s

and

the

mother-in-law.”

While this talk was going on
Ratanbai,
herself

and she could not bear it any longer.

into

her

mother’s

She was such a darling
and the aunt
and

by

again.

could

caressing

As

whispered

took hold of

a sad feelinp-

she

to

lap,

in the

not endure

and

coaxing,

went away

Kakubai,

“

most

weeping
house

She flung

that

bitterly.

the mother

to see her so troubled,
brought

her

to

herself

to wash her eyes, Anandibai

She

cannot

bear

the

idea of

leaving school.”
“

I do not know what in the world you are going to get

by educating her,” remarked the old lady.
* The father-in-law’s

home.

K
“
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I admit there is no good to be got, but it is Ratan’s

father’s doing,” replied Anandibai.
“

I will talk

to him to-night and see,” said the old lady.

Anandibai went into the kitchen

for a moment,

and

Kakubai sat in silent meditation.
Just as Anandibai came back the servant walked in
with a letter. “ Keep it on the office table, Bhaya ’’ said
Anandibai to him.
“

Bai Saheb, it

At
“

Why

is a telegram,” answered the Bhaya.

this they were both startled, and Kakubai exclaimed,
is there a telegram ? where does

from whom

”

?

it come from, and

They took it in their hands and turned it

upside down, and looked it well over
address were like Greek to them

;

the letters and the

;

they could not make out

anything.
“

Bhaya

,

is the postman

standing

outside

?

Ask him

where it is from,” said Kakubai.
“

He has gone,” said Bhaya.

The whole household was in

a state

of excitement

and

confusion, but within half-an-hour, to their relief, the wheels

of the carriage were heard, and Mr. Vasudevrav appeared
.The telegram was at once handed to him.
and

read,

“

Brother

dangerously

ill,,

come

He opened it
immediately'.'
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Mis

face

)

It was

turned pale and he looked at his watch.

Kakubai and Anandibai ventured to come

half-past eight.

out and asked what was the matter.
“

Dinnanath

is ill, and

I must go by to-night’s train.”

Anandibai immediately

rushed

Then

served dinner for her husband.
in a bag, while
sufficient

Mr. Vasudevrav

money, and snatching

the carriage which had been
to the Victoria Station.

into

the kitchen

she

looked

and

put a few things

if

to see

he had

the bag, he jumped

into

ordered to return, and drove

On his way he stopped at a house

where his head clerk resided, and told him to look after the
affairs and the home people, and
to send them to Mr. Chitnis,

Mr. Vasudevrav.
class ticket seated

if

there were any clients

a friend

and neighbour

He caught the train, and taking
himself

of

a first

the worst of

wearily, expecting

news.

Kaku and Anandibai did not dine, but

sat

up with

heavy hearts.

No one bad noticed Ratan except the maid, who washed
her eyes, and then both walked
room, and as Ratan

right

upstairs to the top

lay down, the maid sang softly some

Hindu airs which sent her to

sleep.

Ratan’s

father had
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come

and

this, and

)

gone, and she had been

perfectly

ignorant

of the arrival of the telegram.

even

of

was,

She

however, made to rise just before the household retired and

Anan-

take a little supper, after which she went to bed.
dibai

awake

lay

her

by

side

daughter’s

until

early

morning, when she managed to get sleep for about an hour.

Kakubai was simply prostrate.
would

exclaim

Dinnath

Oh

?

“ Oh

:
!

saying,

It
went

about

would

night,

bring

every day.

but

;

all

rose early and

Mr. Vasudevrav

He had gone, and with

the news, whether

people

did

his

not

return,

good or bad, and the

in the house waited

for his return

On the fifth day, two carriages drove to the

door in the early morning.
;

indeed

daily duties.

the

poor, anxious

flung

to

We must submit to Fate.”

was a sad

first one

happen

she

She would, however, resign herself by

write or telegraph.
he

Narayan

What will

!

do not make his wife a widow I beseech

of Thee, O God.”
“

Every now and then

and, without

himself on

a

of the second carriage

Mr. Vasudevrav got out of the
saying

a word,

sofa in a disturbed
a most astonishing

walked

in, and

manner.

Out

and pitiful figure

stepped out, and seated

herself on the ground, weeping

Then,

her head, which was shaved but

loudly.

bending

(

)
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covered with her “ padar”* she knocked
stone, and became

Kakubai

rushed

desperate with

to

the

door

it against a huge

and

beheld

found Mr. Vasudevrav

Dinnath’s

In the study they

They shuddered at the sight.

widow.

Anandibai and

grief.

The two ladies

prostrate but silent.

gave way to their feelings, but Vasudevrav,

with emotion,

told them to be quiet, and to take in the poor girl for his
brother’s sake.
Then Kakubai wailed loudly, and said :
“ The wretch has swallowed
our Dinu!
Why did she
marry him

?

To

eat him up in this way

ill-luck

brought

this

swallow

someone here.
to us now

nothing
wailed

”

into

;

most pitifully.

the

house

!

?

Why hast thou
She

will surely

Our Dinu has gone, and
and the poor old lady

she

is

shook and

The young widow again knocked

her forehead against a stone in desperate grief.

She would

have indeed preferred to have followed her husband on the
funeral pile.

Her life was

god of her life—was
thought she.

of death.

“

a blank

no more.

“

What

She fell backwards
Oh, Death

poor, stricken creature;

!

carry

now.

The light—the

is the use of

living

!

”

and appealed to the god
me

away,” exclaimed

the

and with the last word she fainted

* The end part of the sari.
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For two hours there was utter confusion, and no

away.

one would ask her to come in—not even

the servant

;

and

there she sat on the bare ground, crushed with grief, until
she fainted away.

The fainting

and falling attracted

the

people of the house, and the servant was ordered to bring
some water, which
she

on her face

was sprinkled

and when

;

came to herself, she was led into the verandah, where

she sat down—-a sight

Poor little Ratan

of pity and misery.
now

had

come

of her

to know

uncle’s illness and the cause of her father’s journey.
all that had happened

in the morning

fully, for when the confusion

simply stood aloof, and turned pale.
mother’s

side

convulsive

;

shocked

and the weeping

fear¬

began, she

She soon went to her

and, holding her sari , she

sobs and cries, until

her

But

gave

the father took

way to
her near

him and quieted her.

To

turn now to the place where Mr. Vasudevrav

had

proceeded after the arrival of the telegram.

The younger and only brother of Mr. Vasudevrav was
Principal of

a Government

year the great festival
pilgrimages

“

Pligh School

SinJiasta

”

at

Nasik, and this

was going on.

and festivals are more or less

These

the cause of the

malady—cholera—in up country places, and

as usual the
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cholera

well

epidemic

)

off -Mr. Dinnath,

and carried

came,

as a hundred others, leaving his wife,

Tarabai,

as

a widow

of fourteen years.
Poor Tarabai had
Her father, Sittaram

one of the Government

felt

she

was

to a man of position

of life

the burden

thought

that

after the household

Six

Tarabai

big

They lived

very

after

the

marriage

enough

to

it

look

the last time, he took away his

bride to attend to the house,

meant to instruct

after

immensely

months
was

and learning,

affairs, so when Dinnath came to his

for his holidays

brother
young

offices, and had died when Tara

of her husband.

death

clerk in

away in the Konkan, was too glad to get

her little girl married
for

a

Then her mother, Shantabai, who lived

was but a child.
with a relative

only the year before.

married

been

Krishnarav Sanzgiri, was

her in the
happily,

but

and

if

possible

he

late hours of the evening.
though

it seemed

a most

fortunate lot for Tarabai, it was too soon embittered by the
heavy

blow

she

had now sustained

in the death of her

husband.

Mr. Vasudevrav had

been

his death was a great blow

devoted
for him

to his brother, and
too.

The poor girl

widow could not be sent to her mother, for she lived in an
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place, where people

out-of-the-way

were very bigotted and

So thinking the best thing

foolish.

would

be

to place his

brother’s wife under his shelter, he had brought her home.

The whole
Ratanbai,
having

house

who

been

now

no longer

already

went

into

belonged

married

into

mourning,
to her own

another.

except
family,

The ladies

were in the inner apartment, and friends, caste brothers and
sisters and relations came in hundreds to pay visits of
dolence.

con¬

Mr. Vasudevrav kept to his office room, whither

the gentlemen came.

The ladies came and sat beside the

mourners Anandibai and Kakubai.

The young widow was

in

on

an

inner

mourners

apartment,

prostrate

the ground.

The

wept, and then the poor

wept, and the visitors

widow' wailed loudly.

Some of the old and ignorant ladies

w'ould even

things

say hard

word of comfort

;

or condolence

but in all this visiting, no
w ras

given to the stricken

girl.
Ratanbai
her

w'as

very sad too, and she would

mother’s side, and

Kakubai could

sob and

not touch

weep.

anything

for

nestle by

Anandibai and
eleven days, so

Ratan looked after the house, and made herself most useful
and helpful.

She had felt, however, very differently

her mother.

Her young widowed

aunt had touched

from
her
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heart, and

though

immensely,

yet she sorrowed

)

lamented

she

the loss

more for

of her

the poor widow.

Six months ago, when

She could not realise the change.

Tarabai had left the house to go to Nasik with
how beautiful

she was !

Ratanbai

“

Kaka,"*

had unfolded

the new

black sari which was given to her on the occasion
aunt’s departure
looked

red

of her

How sweet Tarabai

to her new home.

in the lovely

uncle

cashmere shawl as she stepped

into the laudau, and drove to the station with her husband.
“

How nicely we got on

her,” thought Ratanbai

; we
;

got to be quite friends.

I

loved

and when she saw the same aunt,

hardly to be recognised, her heart was not filled with hard
and cruel thoughts.

She loved her, and Ratan’s resolution

was to be kind to her while «he kept
days.

house for the eleven

She went to Tarabai every morning, and asked her

to wash and take a little tea

or milk.

She again

looked

after her during mid-day, and saw that she slept comfortably
at night.

Man)-

a

time she sat by her, and said, “

Kaki,\

do not cry.”

Whilst Ratanbai kept house,
and

first attended
* Uncle.

to the safe

she rose earlier than usual,

bringing

t

in

of the milk.

Dear Aunt.
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They had two cows and

a buffalo

)

of their own.

She took

her bath, and next heated the milk on the fire, and poured
it gently into brass cups, which she carried to the room of

After asking her mother how much

her mother and aunt.

of the milk was to

kept for

butter

and

curds, she

gave orders to the servant in charge of these

accordingly

Then

matters.

be

she

ordered

breakfast

telling the cook

;

what vegetables to prepare, and in what way they should

Her next occupation was to peel and cut up

dressed.

be

the potatoes carefully,

and to wash the leafy vegetables.

Then she went to the store-room, which was near the
and

kitchen,

gave out the provisions

to the cook.

At

about that time, too, the cow-boy and the buffalo-man and
the coachman

came for their supplies,

with keys in hand, while
quantities.
“

bazar

”

If

money

was

they took

and
out

Ratan stood
the necessary

needed by the servants

for

purchases, she went to her mother, who threw to

Ratan her purse,* telling her how much money to take
out.
would

Ratan, having thrown the purse again to her mother,
give the amount

* Her mother was
contact with anyone.

to the servants.

Shortly

before

a mourner, and as such might not come into

(
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breakfast, Ratan undertook the duty of making bread (polli

or chupatties), which

her

Vasudevrav

liked

Ratan

always

therefore

mother

usually
his

what

wife

made, for Mr.
had

cooked.

(in her sov/e*) seated herself near the fire¬

place, with the kneaded flour and fresh tup (clarified butter)
by her side and a board and rolling pin in front, to make
the breakfast cakes.

Adding plenty of butter,

the dough again and again, clapping

she

rolled

it between her tiny

hands, it was then thrown into a clean iron pan over a slow
fire.

Ratan meanwhile made another cake, still keeping

an

eye on the cake that was being cooked, which needed to be
turned

every minute.

When

she

had made enough, she

buttered and folded the cakes, placing
vessel kept for them only.

them carefully in a

Washing her hands, she told

the cook that the lowest three cakes were for her father and
the next two for Kakubai.

These two had always food that

was specially prepared for them.
served in each
this.

one’s

The meals now had to

be

apartment, and Ratan helped in all

She saw that everyone had a nice clean plate and

sufficient water.

First

she attended to her father, and then

to her mother and to her aunts.

* A

She herself had her meals

silk sari.
4
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Ratan then

last of all, afterwards.

sat near a window

on a

low stool, with a quantity of rice near her, which she cleaned
grain by grain to make it ready for cooking.*
half-past

one,

visitors

Ratan then quietly

arrived

and went

At

about

on coming,

and

In the evening

sat by her mother.

there was another plain meal, except that for Mr. Vasudevrav
something special was prepared, and Ratan always attended
to this.

Thus her days passed.

The days of the mourning
went on as usual.
put a white

were now

Mr. Vasudevrav,

as a sign

over, and

of mourning,

head dress on instead of a coloured one.

ladies dressed as usual.

all
The

The shock of grief, however, did

not leave the family for some time, and what had passed
was in constant remembrance

because of the young widow

being in the house.
Ratanbai,

after an absence of nearly

again to go to school.

a month,

began

The news of her uncle’s death had

already been made known to all, and amongst the friendswho had visited the afflicted family, some had come from
the

school.

For

two

months

there

were

no further

interruptions.
* This is

a daily household occupation

for the women.

A

KONKANASTHA

BRAHMIN

FAMILY
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III.

CHAPTER

One

evening

Ratanbai

on returning

from school, rushed

into the house, and embracing her mother, said

B-,

dear, Mrs.

“ Mother,

:

who visits our school, has invited us to

party at her bungalow next week

;

a

and the teacher told us

to-day all those who come regularly to school, and do the
lessons well, will be taken to this party: so you will let me
go every day, won’t you

?

The mother

pleaded the child.

but Kakubai, who was near, said

:

you want to go to the English people's houses

?

promised

;

give you something to eat, and defile you.”
to Ratan’s mother, she added:

“

“

Why do

They will

And, turning

Anandi,you had better tell

Ratan that she must not eat anything there.”
Ratanbai.

Is there any harm in eating the fruits?

Kakubai.

No

anything

;

you may have fruit, but do not touch

else.

The day of the party arrived, and Ratan,

who was

(
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Her mother

regular at school, came home early to dress.

her hair, and dressed her in a quiet but costly

arranged

The

sari, allowing her no extra jewels except a nose ring.
girls were to start exactly

a quarter to four from

at

school, and Ratan was in the midst of the excited

the
and

The carriages came

happy party just ten minutes earlier.

one by one to the door, and the girls, in groups of five and

six, took their

Malabar Hill, to one

seats, and drove up to

of those beautiful bungalows which command

It

view of the city and its surroundings.
o’clock

when Ratanbai

returned

before Kakubai

“

drew

apartment,

closer

to her bright

carriages,
we

began

and

in

to

happy

the
niece

relating

the evening’s

each about

received

us,

where

and

first

we

our

shawls

had a veni (flower-wreath)

:

“

B-

were
were

and

door,

six or

came to the house, Mrs.

room,

she sat

chowphala

As Ratan began, Tarabai, who was in the inner

history.

tently

and

was nearly eight

home, and after she had

hurriedly thrown her shawl on the
down

a splendid

in¬

There were twelve
and

her

into
and

When

sat.

seven

taken
kept,

listened

daughter

the cloak¬
each

of

us

given her, which we put in our

* Swing.
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hair.

)

Then we went upstairs into the Dizvankhana.

was so pretty

It

with mirrors and curtains, and pictures and

There were silk and satin sofas and chairs, and

piano.

were told
to their

‘

Alter

were kept in silver frames.

photographs

tea was ready.’

feet

and said:

‘No

At

a while we

this the girls simply rose

But Muktabai

tea for us.’

came near, and assured us that we were to have fruit and

Then we went downstairs

not tea.

It

is

large, beautiful

a

into the dining room.

room, with

pretty

mirrors, and any amount of glass things.

pictures

and

There was a large

table in the middle, and on it was a beautiful white cloth,
and on this
arranged.

the plates, knives,

forks,

There were fruits—mangoes,

glasses were

figs, grapes, oranges,

pineapples, and pumbalozvs.
Beside these were pedhe* and barp!:i * All round this large

plantains,

custard

and

apples,

table were chairs, and when we were told to take our seats
it was such fun
before,

!

We had never in our lives sat at table

and at first we were all backward

when we did sit some of us made mistakes.

Nanibai

to do

it;

and

Kamallabai and

sat together first on one chair, and we did laugh ;

Gangabai,

while

Balajipant,

the Brahmin,

cutting

a

mango,

cut

her finger,

and

had to take her outside to tie it

* Native

sweets.

(
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;

of the girls, while helping herself to

hit

and

and one
a

an orange,

it,

Some girls sucked the mango instead of cutting

up.

the juice all ran down over the clean white cloth

glass,

which fell into bits on the floor.”

Then you caused much damage to the poor,

kind madam

?

Kakubai.

But

Ratanbai.

First, we told her

she was most kind.

that we could not sit at the table and eat, but she would

and Balajipant was there to serve,

;

flowers

so pretty
so

with
it

of fruits, and the table looked

kinds

so many

the

was

a

There were

not listen, and so we did our best.

regular Hindu repast.

water

After eating, how did you manage about the

?

Kakubai.

Oh, then we were taken outside to the pipe,

Ratanbai.

and Balajipant gave us water, and then we went into the

We played one
or two English games, but the girls enjoyed “ zhima ”* and
played by girls.

it

groups,

and

thumb.

When the game

looks very graceful.

is

clasping one another’s bauds, and making
finger

Four stand

and forwards

backwards

in

in

game constantly

group, and they move on

a

a

Zhima,

and had games.

a

a

*

is

at the back

playground

circle,

sharp noise with their

played fast, with

many
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“phugadi ”* most.

B-

the

and

Diwankhana,

Miss

played

Thimble,”

rest we went again into

heard singing
and Miss

I thought

B-

and playing.

Mrs.

sang.

When

was crying, but we were

she

that that was the way English ladies sing.

After the singing, Mrs.
u

a little

the piano,

B-began

told afterwards

After

)

B-taught

us a new game called
and then I was asked to recite “ Meddlesome

Matty,” and Dwarkabai and Manjulabai played
the piano.

a duet on

When it got dark we were anxious

home, and as we rose to go, Mrs.

to return

B-came

near and

told us that we must go and spend such evenings with her
often, for it had given her much pleasure to have us there.
She told us to be good girls
and

before

there

long

and attend school regularly,

will

be

another

party

for

us.

Sonabai

then carried in the tray of flowers which we had

brought

from school, and

necks.

I put the garlands round their

were glad—but

They

of the elder girls

came forward

sentences in English to thank

*

Phugadi

feet touching

is

played by

one another.

balance backwards

so surprised

two

Then one

and said a few simple

the ladies.

girls

!

who

After this we

stand opposite, their

They cross hands, and holding tightly,

and whirl round.
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sang the Queen’s

B-shook

“

)

stotra ”* and

Mrs.

came downstairs.

hands with us upstairs, and when we got into

our carriages she came down and saw us again.

kind and beautiful, and her house

is

simply

a

She is so

little palace.

The punkahs, the carpets, the curtains, and the mirrors
were so pretty.

Here Ratan’s mother said

:

“

That will do now

have

;

some supper, and talk about your party afterwards.

The

whole night will not suffice for you to tell about it all.”
“

I

have had so many

“that I

Ratanbai,
supper.

do

But I will try

fruits and sweets

not
a

much

feel

to-day,” said

inclined

to

have

little rice and ‘ sambare .’ ”*f*

As Ratan rose to go, Ivakubai, with a disturbed look
on her face, began, “ I cannot think what enjoyment the
girls find in going to parties.

It
in

Did we have

is not so very essential.
our

days

?

And

we

yet

Where did we go to school

Why do we want all this

?

grew

Did

these enjoyments

up

we even

and

* Hymn.

A

prospered.

handle a book

We went to the temples daily and worshipped

f

?

very tasty dish made of the juice of lentils.

Mdravti.

?

(

We did household
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“

to

work, and attended

veui phaui."*

The girls of

these days want to go to school, to parties, to
“ vtlench
It is true
sabhas, and eat fruits from, the
”*j* hands.

served, but it was in the house of English

the Brahmin

We

people.
defiled.

English

People
?

Arya, but our Aryanism

are

Are not they incarnations of monkeys

tail is not allowed

them.

thou

the

open

Kakubai;

is coming
eyes

are these
?

only the

What if they arc rulers?

must not forget our caste and religion
and the world

all

is getting

Who

are mad after English.

!

to an end.

of the

We

Truly sin is raging,

people!

Oh

Narayan

”

Thus

!

do

talked

and giving a deep sigh, she stretched herself on

the floor for a nap.
Ratan

went

to

sleep

rather

excited

and

usual.

Then came the

tired

that

evening.

Eor six weeks all went on
“

as

It occurs about in August, and every

Shravana” month.

young Hindu wife is then kept very busy.

The
Everyone

* The

first

day

of

the

month

in Mr. Vasudevrav’s

toilet,

f Unclean.

fell

on

a

Saturday.

house was up at an early
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Washing and bathing

hour.

)

were

finished

before

day¬

break, and then hundreds of voices in the street were heard

calling shanvar
baskets

The lowest caste women, with

vadha.%

on their heads, in which

is an oil-can or bottle, a

tin pot, &c., go on this day from door to door from a very
early

hour calling

out shanvar

vadha.

Anandibai came

out and beckoned to one of the women, who, laying her
basket on the floor, took out a-half cocoanut-shell
it

before

Anandibai, who stood aloof, catching her sari

carefully, so as not to touch the woman.
cup,

full

of

Anandibai

oil,

sweet

Holding

waved

it

a small

over

the

woman’s head and poured it into the shell, and

unfortunate

afterwards looked at her reflection
a

and held

few small

articles,

in it.

Anandibai went

Then giving her
indoors,

and

the

woman, placing the oil in the basket, which she put on her
head, went away shouting

the same words.

The waving

of the oil and the giving it away meant that all the
the misery, and unhappiness
this

woman,

according

and

she

was

abuse,

of the family would rest on
contented

with

to the Shastras, her caste is bound

her lot,

for

to take the

curse and misery in that fashion, so that the gods may be

+ Please give alms

on

Shravana Saturday !

5i

(

Many

pacified.

)

a time, however,

not find that

does

she

misery follows, and she always likes to get a good quantity

of the oil, which
After

is real gain to her.

a while

and, beckoning

came out with her cup of oil,

Ratanbai

to one of the women, performed the same

The woman, instead of going away immediately,

ceremony.

stood still and said,

“

Bai saheb, give me a choli

mine

; see,

bodice on her body.
Ratan
ran in, and said to her mother, “ Mother, dear, may I give
is all torn,” showing a worn-out

To

this her mother consented, and

fetched

So Ratan,

basket.

as she took

blessings

rolling

The woman’s
it

her.”

and

it

and shouted, “ Ratan, throw

it

forward for the woman to take

held

her hand

at her, or else you

into a ball, threw

will touch
into the

eyes glistened, and her face beamed

into her hand
thanks,

and

but her mother saw her,

it

and

and looked

intimating that

come the next Saturday, went away.

at

she

The

it,

Ratan

ran upstairs

I do not wear it now, since the
it,

mango juice fell on it.”

?

it,

my green silk choli to her

and with

would

rest

surely

of the day

and took

a

and there are

four

Monday

always

of these fasts.

observed as
Ratan

rose

little milk before going to school.

as

a

The Shravana

is

was spent as usual.
fast,

usual,

This was

(

)

her, because of her delicate

allowed
mother
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and

for girls

others

at this season are always

on Mondays,

for the married

At i,

school fasting.

then, Ratan

day.

closed at

going

without

food

cooked

I

o’clock

arrive

at

returned home, and she

Fasting means

was hungry, so was allowed to take fruits.
generally

The schools

and others

girls

Her

constitution.

fasted the whole

milk,

;

fruits,

and

In the evening they all bathed, and

sweets are allowed.

broke their fast by taking a simple meal.

The Shravana mangalwar, commonly known among
“
the Hindu ladies as the
mangalagavri” day, is a great
day with the newly married girls.
now

for more

than

a year,

so

regarding it in her own home
sister-in-law,
to keep
therefore,

who was newly

the festival.
did

not

her father-in-law’s,

go

Ratan had been married

;

to do

but she was invited

On mangalagavri
to school,

by a

for

Tuesday Ratan,

she had

to be

at

and she was to return home to go to

house.

At

2

”

o’clock

her mother, drove to Malabar
daughter

nothing

married, and who thus had

Walkeshwar to attend the “puja
sister-in-law’s

had

she

Hill.

of the goddess
she

at

her

dressed, and, with

Both the mother and

were received most warmly, and were led into a

large room, where a number

of young wives, dressed very

(

charmingly in their
most comfortably,

talking in

a couple

of minutes

friends, enjoying

on the

were seated

saris,

best

floor

Among the

a noisy fashion.

wives were some of Ratan’s

young

In

)

53

school

companions.

was in the midst of her

Ratan

The mothers

herself thoroughly.

sat

in

groups also apart, and there was such a great noise, as all
were talking,
goddess,
ing

to

they

old—not, however, about the

and

young
were

gossiping

The

themselves.

matters

about

and, walking

fetched a match-box,

sister-in-law,

pertain¬

talked

people

In the meantime, Hirabai,

school and home and sasar.
Ratan’s

to

as

young

towards the side where the shrine was adorned with lamps,
candles, flowers, and a thousand

Anandibai, who

lamps.

arrangements, said,

“‘

her a little forward,

was

ornaments,

examining

carefully

Mangalagavri

’

lighted

small

Hiroo.”

the folds of her sari in
but

forward,
said

jewelled

and then turned

Anandibai;

business

arm,

and

of worshipping

is too far back, place

Then, after treating

to ask

the little
in

her young

and

front,

the

brought

it

the

The young girl, who was

dressed very prettily in yellow silk with silver
lifted

the

if

the

stretching

goddess

it would

wife

trimming,

went

do.

little

“Yes,”

on with

customary

friends with

a

her

her

manner.

sweets, &c.,

54

(

the ceremony
guests went

)

was at an end.
away, and

This ceremony had to

Before

so did
be

Ratan

performed

o’clock

7

and

all the

her mother.

the following

three

Tuesdays, and Ratanbai was always invited, so she and her
friends had some pleasant meetings.

The shravana
Ratanbai

For

month,

however, came to an

and

end,

to be once more regular at her studies.

rejoiced

a month she was able to go to school.

One afternoon, a distant

relative called on Anandibai,

and in the course of her conversation
Ratanbai’s

mother-in-law’s,

Ratanbai is with

said

:

“

I

was at your

and your Vihinbai* said,‘When

us we never

send her to school

parents are inclined to be of the

‘

reformed’

party

but her

;
;

and she,

being the only child, they pet her, and send her just because
s/ie likes to go ; but

they should

consider

our wish in the

matter, and not allow her to attend school.”
Both

Kakubai and Anandibai were very troubled

hear this remark, and Kakubai, said

“

to

Anandi, tell Vasudev

this to-night, and do not allow Ratan to go to school from
to-morrow.”

Anandibai was very sorry for Ratan’s

sake,

for though she herself was opposed to educating her daughter.

* The

term used by the mother for the child's mother-in-law.

(
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;

she allowed matters to take their course, because dear Ratan

was so fond of her school and teachers.
Ratan, as usual, returned home in the evening, and after
having

washed

and taken her “ meal,” she began to help

her mother in the small household duties.

Anandibai was

a sensible lady, and knowing

how it would hurt her child to

hear what her mother-in-law

had been saying to people all

In the evening, when Mr.

over the town, she kept silent.
Vasudevrav

returned home, the thing was secretly unfolded

to him by his wife.

But he took no notice of it.

Then

I

it,

later on Anandibai again spoke to him about
and he
“
do not know
simply said, Do as you please, Anandi.
when you women will understand
“

Kakubai interrupted.

Oh, Vasudev, you must remove the

her sasar's people do not wish

should we go against them?
she

will have.”

him, and at last

it

‘sack’*

You must

it,

If

girl from school.

Here

matters rightly.”

why

save her from

the

The old lady managed to persuade

was decided that Ratan should not go to

Mr. Vasudevrav was very, very sorry

;

school from the next day.
but because

they

would not treat the question with reasonable consideration,
* Ill treatment.

(

)

of their arguments, and said, rather hastily,

lie got tired

“Very
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well, remove her.”

Ratanbai

was kept in perfect ignorance of all this, and

her mother was thinking as to how to tell her that she was
not to go to school any more.

Anandibai’s

anxieties were,

for the present, soon over, for early the next morning
arrived

cocoanut

from

Anandibai’s

that a son was born.

house, and that meant
indeed,

happy

news

sister

to all, and

like

a

Champubai’s

This

an answer

was,

to her

anxious prayer, for now the mother could prevent Ratanbai
for a day, at least, on account of this news.
child

The poor

was near her at the time the cocoanut arrived, and

Anandibai, after having joyfully replied to the bearer that
she would

be there after the meal, gently said to her girl,

“ Ratanbai,

we will go to mavashi * so do not go to school,

dear,

to-day.”

disappointed

To

this

the

child

assented, though

in

a

manner.

After breakfast, Anandibai hurried

to her sister’s with

her daughter to see the new born babe.
hours in Champubai’s

room.

Anandibai

They spent
sat

a few

and stood at

a distance while she, with Ratan, looked at her new nephew.

* Aunt.
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The little fellow was stared

minutely,

and

after

the satisfaction of all.

be fair like the mother—to

the

very

it was pronounced that he promised to

•careful examination

Amongst

at

)

lady visitors

many

(who

were mostly

relatives) Anandibai’s elder sister was there. She informed
all of her intended visit to Goa.
The day for starting,
she said, was fixed for the following

As Ratan

Monday.

had gone into another room with the young

who, like herself, had come with their mothers,

companions

Anandibai said to her sister, “Will you take our Ratanbai
to

too

Goa,

I must, however, ask

?

her mother-in-law.

We have now removed her from school, and I want her to
be occupied,
besides,

as

she

I

will,

fear,

take it to heart

and,

;

it will be a nice change for her to go with you and

Kamalla.

Take her to the temples there, and show her

our gods.”

“If
will

allows her I shall take her

her mother-in-law

be good

company

; she

to our Kamalla,” said the sister,

whose name was Sonabai.

It

was then decided

to ask

Ratanbai’s mother-in-law,

and if she consented to send her

with Sonabai,

mavashi .*

her elder

After partaking

Aunt.
4

of

58

(

)

refreshments, Anandibai rose to depart.

Catching the corner

it,

of her padar* and bringing it under her arm round her waist,
where she tucked

and

throwing

her handsome

grey

cashmere shawl across her shoulders, she took leave of her
very revered mother, promising
every day to see

at the same time to come

Champu.

to send

a

The first thing Anandibai did after

she got home was

most respectful message over to Ratan’s mother-

in-law asking her opinion
aunt Sonabai to Goa.

about Ratan’s accompanying

To this the reply

came,

It

anywhere, but do not send her to school.”
Ratanbai

thus settled, but

was kept

being removed from school.
and take two

months’

“

her

Send her
then,

was,

in ignorance

of her

She was told to go to school

leave, to pay

the fees

for those

months, and to tell the Bai that she was going to Goa with
her aunt.

Ratan obeyed sadly and reluctantly,

and the

though they were led to suppose, for
consent

Mr. Vasudevrav’s

a

teachers and the girls were very sorry indeed to lose her,
time only.

was to be obtained,

of four

*

struggle

days,

The

succeeded

end- part

;

duty was left to strict old Kakubai, who after
and

of the sari.

Now,

and that

an unpleasant

the

next

day

(
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Ratanbai

with a heavy heart started for Goa.

The party

consisted

of eleven, including the servants.

Ratan

felt

leaving her parents, as they did, too, at parting from her
but she was very soon happy

;

again, as she was with aunt

Sonabai and her cousin Kamalla, to whom she was devoted.
Before her marriage she used to spend a great deal of her
time at her aunt’s, and now, too, every now and then a
special invitation

was often sent to her to spend the day

Anandibai and Kakubai, who could

or evening with them.

not help their tears when saying good-bye, were aware that
she would be at ease with

Sonabai and her children.

The party for Goa started early in the morning from
the Carnac
Vengurle,
been

them.

written
Soon

fashioned
town.
which

A

Bunder,

in

one of the coasting

where they landed by sunset.

steamers, for

Relatives who had

to before-hand were on the pier to receive
find

they

but strongly

themselves

in

one

of the old-

built houses in the heart of the

They did not do much talking, as the sea-sickness,
had attacked

good tempting

almost all of them, made them quiet.

meal had been

prepared

“
though they sat at the leaves”* they

for them, but

only attempted to

eat

* Portions of
plantain leaves are still often used instead of plates.
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a

few

by a very
old

This

mouthfuls.
wealthy

customs

thing.

was

of the place.

were

had

been

arranged

no chairs, bed¬

served instead for every¬

comfortably
the

by

people all retired just as they were.
sat up talking for a while
with her four

children

to

according

There was an upper storey, and, in
were most

owned

though

furnished

There

The ground

room, mattresses
beds

home,

country

family,

steads, or tables.

)

a large

airy

laid, where the

The young

servants.

Sonabai and the ladies

before retiring.

The mother,

and Ratan, all slept in a row.

On

the other side lay two other ladies with their five children.

A

dim light was kept burning the whole night.
Ratan was the first one to awake in the morning.

had had a good

rest, and

felt refreshed.

She

She half lifted

herself, and looking round, saw that all were asleep.

Laying

her untidy head on the low pillow, she gazed out of the
open window

at the lovely

to her

wandered

home

touching her cousin
she said,

“

clear sky, and

and her mother.

her thoughts

Then gently

Kamalla, who lay rolled up in

Kamalla, get up.”

a sheet,

Her cousin, without saying

a

word or even opening her eyes, covered herself in the sheet,
and turned

her back to Ratan.

So Ratan turned

to the

other side, and found her little boy cousin smiling gleefully,

(

6i

and kicking his fat little limbs.
something
shriek,

which

and

up,

displeased

)

She played with him until

The servants were

woke all in the room.

were

up a terrible

him, and then he set

now busy

getting

the

baths

By

ready.

Bathing over,

eleven o’clock the whole household was up.
breakfast.

The rice, bread,

milk and butter all tasted most delicious.

After breakfast,

they sat down to a substantial

a little

loitering about took place, and arrangements were
In the afternoon, some of

made for the onward journey.

the shrines in the town were visited, and though Ratan was
feeling very strange, yet she enjoyed it all.

The following day they started
in

and

constantly

During this time

travelling.

to her teachers

wrote

the pleasant

the next

place,

were spent in visiting the temples and

and two months
shrines

for

time she was having.

and

school

Ratanbai

of

friends

Here is one of her

letters :—
Savvantwadi, Nov. 13.

My dear Manjulabat,—Much
your

letter, and

address is

I

Ganpat

Shanturam

We visited the shrine

Vauhjas

of-and

I

affectionate respect.

was very glad to read

the news.

received

Now our

house. No.

worshipped them.

2,

next

Kolapur.

We bathed

(
in

the

tank,

too.

We went
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to

the

“

Vada

"*

and

the

saw

Rani Sahel-.
The hills and

the valleys are

beautiful, and the air so pleasant.

I

We do not know when we shall return.
the travelling.

Remember

When we went

to see the

asked me many things.
must

let

I

Rani Saheb,

she

made

me sing, and

am so sorry to lose my lessons, but you

know the lessons you

me

am, however, enjoying

me most gratefully to all the teacheis.

are

and as

learning,

I

have

brought a few books with me, I will learn them up, so as not to fall

I

too behind.

hope all at home are quite well.—Your

dear friend,

Ratan.

The teachers, knowing Ratanbai was out of town, were
not surprised at her absence

;

but one morning, one of the

girls brought the news to school that
again.

she was never coming

This news was received with much disappointment.

Ratanbai and her aunt stayed away for
than had been
sent

to her

a fortnight

longer

intended, and after their return Ratan was
mother-in-law’s;

know

came

to

Never

was she

she

it was there only that

she

was not to go to school any more.

to handle a book

known how to converse in English.
* Palace.

now.

“

I wish

Sasuhai

I had

should have

School Nikambe’s Mrs. (In

)
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kept me at school till then
now.

)

no pleasure or interest for me

;

Oh! what shall I do with myself the whole day?”

The young girl’s heart was full of grief; but

she knew she

must submit to the Sasu’s rule, and she tried to be brave
about it.

Four months passed, and Ratan’s

life grew dull

She did not know how to while away the time

cheerless.

books or some sort of pleasant occupation.

without

did attend to the household
cleaning

and

the rice, sometimes

the sweets

but, literally,

;

doing nothing.

At

duties

sometimes

:

She

she

sat

sewing, or she had to make

her day was

the mother-in-law’s,

mostly

spent in

she would

simply

sit through the long hours of the day with her mother-inlady, and they would stare out

law and the other ignorant

of the windows
mat.
be

at

from time to time or fall asleep on the

Ratanbai

was most

school.

Mow often, with

would sit dreaming
her companions,
the translation
longing

would

once again

!

”

miserable,

class,
:

before

came
“

Oh

longed to

aching

heart, she

life

!

Her teacher,

lesson, the English

her singing

come

an

about the school

and she

!

could

her,

and

lesson,

then

the

I but go to school

<
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CHAPTER

IV.

THOUGH Ratan was taken from school,
whenever
her friends
Prataprao,

she
at

was

her

at

the school

was permitted

of the threatening

father’s,

to continue

and

here

exemplary

the

Prataprao
sound

pay

a

allowed,
visit

his studies, in spite

appointed

attended

education

A

to look after his

the Wilson
received,

he

lives he came in contact

to

husband,

since his father’s death.

distant relative was meantime
father's estate.

to

was

Her young

house.

difficulties

she

College,
and

the

with day after day,

made a great impression on his young heart, and prepared
him for the life before him.
to be tall and slender.
were dark and bright.

In appearance

His complexion

he was inclined

was fair, his eyes

He dressed, like all Hindu students,

in a dhotar * and long coat.

His head was always covered

* The Hindu
gentleman’s

dress.
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with

the

bikbali,

prettiest

)

of embroidered

He wore his

caps.

ring, and his dear father’s gold watch

and gold

and chain.

He was very fond of his mother, and respected

her much.

His two sisters and

a younger

brother loved

their dado.* and looked up to him as a pillar in the family
now, since their father’s death.
When

Ratan

was

removed

was in his B.A. course.
the

husband

of

in

the

successful

school,

Six months passed

Ratanbai’s

B.A.

won

and

University,

from

cousin,

examination
medal.

a

parents at this event that they told
for any present, however

costly,

So

;

Prataprao

Nagnathrav,

Kamallabai,
of

Bombay

the

rejoiced

was

were

his

their son he might ask
and they would

him in memory of this brilliant success.

give it

The young man,

of asking

for a diamond ring, or a horse and
his
said
to
father, “ Father, nothing will give me
carriage,
instead

so

much pleasure

good school.
to prevail

If

upon

as

to see my wife being educated at a

my choice

is asked, may

mother

consent to this

to

I request you

only?”

The

request was made known to the loving mother, who, though
disappointed,

granted

it for her darling
*

Elder brother.

boy’s sake

;

thus
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all

they

began

thinking about

Within

school.

would

(Kamalla

week’s

a

accompany

Kamallabai

to

was settled, and

as

sending

time

it

be very lonely at school, it was suggested

Mr. Vasudevrav

that

)

be

asked

to allow

Ratanbai

to

her for a few months.

When, however, Mr. Rambhao
came to Mr. Vasudevrav,

(Kamalla’s father-in-law)
“
I am sorry to say

the latter said,

my daughter is not in my hands.
mother-in-law

If

you can persuade her

and the other lady, Kashinathpant’s

wife,

in the matter, nothing will give me more pleasure, for I am

in favour of our girls and women being educated.
lady were to open
,be

a class for the married

the first one to send Anandi.

of getting

If

her.

too

;

ladies, I would

am thinking, however,

a native lady to come to my house and teach

Ratan

school to-day.
home

I

If some

were in my charge,

I

send her to

would

I would not have allowed her to

at this early

age,

be kept at

when .she was getting on nicely,

but our girls are not ours when married

!

”

Mr. Rambhao was well acquainted with Ratan’s fatherin-law’s

people, so one evening

friendly visit.

After

a long

talk

he
on

went to them for a
various

matters, the

subject was introduced, and so heartily was it taken up by

Mr.

Kashinathpant (Ratan’s

late father-in-law’s

brother)
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that he at once went towards the apartment of his widowed
“

Rambhao

by the half open door, said

and, standing

sister-in-law,

He

has come.

is going

B.A. examination,

and has gained

school shall we recommend

Ratan’s

a

?

passed the

has

big

prize.

Which

Do you know

for Kamalla?

of Ratanbai’s school

anything

to send his daughter-

Her husband, Nagnath,

in-law to school.

:

”

came near the door, but without

mother-in-law

showing herself — the door being half closed—and said: “Yes,
it is a nice school, and the only one where big girls go.”
“

Do you know who ought to

“No
Here
said

:

“

;

be seen there ?

but Ratan would know.”

Mr. Rambhao

Our Kamalla

rose,

and coming

to the school

have any objection to send Ratanbai
Ratanbai’s

Then

mother-in-law
she

near the door,

is very shy, and would like

companion until she gets used

while.

”

said,

“

did

to have a

so

;

will you

with her?”
not

answer

‘

’ ”*

I will ask my

Bala

for

a

(Ratan’s

husband, Prataprao).

Mr. Rambhao knew
was to catch hold

“

Bala” well;

so now his next duty

of him immediately.
*

A

pet

name.

After spending

6S
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the evening very happily, he rose and took leave, and was

walking out of the compound, when, to his surprise and
who

pleasure, Prataprao,

was

home

returning

from

a

Sunday evening lecture in the College, stood before him.

After exchanging greetings, Mr. Rambhao
out together, and went to the sea beach.

It

was a lovely

night; the clouds had all rolled away, and the

moonlight
stars

and he walked

were

dimly twinkling

waters lay cool and smooth

Mr. Rambhao

Ratan’s

with

The Back

overhead.

Bay

in the basin, and just where
husband

the playful

stood,

waves ran in and out between the black

stones.

The city

was chiefly lit up by this lovely silvery atmosphere, though

They stood on the beach

a few dim lights could be seen.

admiring

nature in her evening

the new-fashioned

half occupied.

dwelling

Behind

attire.

houses

them were
erected

recently

and

They walked up and down the paved path,

and then down to the sands, and seated themselves on a
piece

matters,

and

Prataprao’s

of rock.
then
turn

Mr.
began

about

of mind

about

happiness he found that Ratan’s
education for women.
about

the young

talked

Rambhao

on

many

education, just to see
it,

large

and

husband

Mr. Rambhao

to

his

great

was in favour of

then spoke to him

wives being educated,

told

him

of the
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attempt they were making

to send Kamallabai to school,

and at last asked Prataprao
should

his mother

)

to consent to Ratan’s

speak to

about

him

Within

quietly listened, and assented to the final request.

Mr. Rambhao had gained

an hour each went to his house.

his object, and it is no exaggeration
Prataprao

to say that young

was happy.

After two weeks, on

a bright

Tuesday

morning, Ratan

was dressed in a pretty navy blue sari (a favourite
her saris), with
in

with

white

folded dress and the flower-wreath

red

Brahmin

She looked

gracefully

bright

among

was worked

cotton.

with

and

shoes,

the

in her hair.

new bag was in her hand, and she carefully put in it

her old
dear,

I

books

laugh?”
like

stantly

and other

replied
going
with

laugh

to school.

with

necessaries.

“Why will

me?”

“You

“

Mother,

now,” Ratan said.

know

the girls

them all, and

Besides, Kamalla will be

Just then the carriage
a beautiful

put on her shalu while
carriage.

at

Anandibai.

you.”

door, a victoria

school

to go to school

ashamed

feel

Won’t the girls
you

her

It

silk border.

a handsome

Indian embroidery,

charming

A

going,

Prataprao

it.

brown

con¬

came to the

horse.

Ratanbai

the Bhaya placed her bag in the

She lightly stepped in, the Bhaya attending on
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Driving to Kamalla’s

her.

went on towards

)

her up, they

house, and taking

The teachers and the girls

the school.

among

them again, and

they welcomed her cousin most cordially.

The time passed

were delighted

to see Ratanbai

As the singing

very happily.

teacher did not come, the

girls were allowed a longer recess, and Ratan joined
the games.

So did

in all

Kamalla, who was already pleased

with the school and her companions, and thought the life
indeed

and bright.

happy

In the afternoon,

when the lessons were being taken, Ratan

and said to her

clear that she

trial

;

fortnight’s

not show progress, then

must stay in the lower class.

Kamalla was put in the
were

prepared

in

a

will work up the back

“

the

extra

”

within that
would

class, where

necessary

the

by saying,

learn all the lessons.”

cousin

new

Ratan

subjects.

assented to her teacher’s arrangement
She and her

be

Her cousin

“

I

if

she did

teacher

in such a resolute but sweet way,
a

She said this

I

at home, and with him

lessons.”

girls

was told to sit in

will ask father to find

that the teacher gave her
period,

she

not like

Instead of going into the lower standard, may

go on with the class
for me

did

I

teacher,

“

she

?

the

lower standard

it,

When

very behind her classmates.

found herself

I

was

it

there

will

left at the
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usual hour, and each had much

It

home.

was arranged

by

always

to the ladies at

Mr. Vasudevrav

victoria should be at the disposal
and that she should

to tell

call

that

the

of Ratan for her school,
for Kamalla on the way,

and drop her on the way back.

At

Ratan was now very happy with her studies.
she had a teacher morning

home

and evening, and in school all

her spare moments were either spent with a book in hand,
or

at

her

desk

writing some exercise.

and the day for Ratanbai’s

passed,

It took three hours.
first

;

All

every lesson up to date was neatly written.

grammar,

history,

geography

she

geography,

writing and arithmetic,
and

in

all

The manner in which

did well.

Then
except
she

had

and persevered, pleased the teacher greatly,

pains

and she

and

arrived.

her exercise books she showed

she read, spelt, translated, did some

taken

The fortnight

examination

was told to sit in her class with the old com¬

panions.

Ratan

was delighted, and she

resolved now to

take more pains with her lessons.
Ratan’s

mother-in-law

at the desire

consented to her going to school

of Prataprao.

She was allowed

to continue

for some months, and she tried to make the best of the

opportunity allowed her.
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six

After
Ratanbai’s

husband

was

a great

the

same

the school

months,

)

however,

failed

in his

disappointment

to

in

the

time,

passed

came.

discouragement

B.A. examination, which
But Ratan, about

all.

annual

examination

of

very successfully, and was to receive the first

prize in the class at the prize distribution
about a month’s time.

to be held

These two incidents—her

in

husband

having failed, and she having passed in her school examina¬

of very seriously

tion—were thought

should be immediately

that her daughter-in-law

a relative, and was delivered

As soon

in the presence of Ratanbai.

as she heard

she said, “do let me go till the prize-giving!

!

lady

is

a prize, and the Governor’s
”

“Your

“Baba ,"t
am to get

an

elderly

husband

|

Father.

house.

old-

has failed,

and what do you want with school and prizes now
* Father-in-law’s

she

Oh, do let me

coming.

The relative, who was

lady, said to Ratan,

I

herself on her mother’s neck, and wept.

fashioned

of

taken from school.

The message came through

stay till then

ladies

and the result was that her mother-in-

law sent word to Mr. Vasudevrav

flung

the

it,

sasar,”*

by

?

Ratan’s

“

Pray
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to the gods, go to the temples and pay the vows, that he
may have success.”
Ratan

silent.

kept

could

disappointment
evening

She
be

seen

she went upstairs

herself to sleep.

did

so

feel

in her

sorry, and

sad

into the top

the

That

face.

room and

cried

She refused to rise and have supper, and

when her mother went to her she simply wept.

After much discussion
and Mr. Vasudevrav,

that night

between the ladies

it was decided that Ratan should not

attend school any more, and that she must stay away from
the very next
Vasudevrav

It

day.

was sorry

greatly disheartened
for Ratan’s

account of her husband.

her, and

Mr.

sake, but more so on

Her cousin Kamallabai felt very

grieved, and though she had got to like the school and the
girls, she greatly missed Ratan.

The next day

an invitation

arrived for Ratan to go and

stay a few weeks at Bandora, a suburb
on the following Saturday,
servants

and

a

Ratan’s grandmother

A

of

host

boy

cousins,

travelled

thither.

lived here with her two married sons.

little cousin baby—the

—had died

near Bombay, and

Kamalla and Ratan, with two

a fortnight

first and only child

in this house

ago, and as the house looked

and gloomy, the children, with

Ratan

dull

and Kamalla, were
6
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asked
it

to spend

might

found

be

troublesome

very

were sent back to Bombay

Kamalla stayed longer.
to lighten

themselves,

by

the

which

family,

that

so

The little boys were

made more cheerful.

to be

helped

with the

few days

a

)

and

after

and

self-willed,

so

days—Ratan and

four

During this time, they not only
sad

home,

but had many a talk

to increase

helped

mutual

their

attachment.

They took long walks and drives by the beach with
their aunts, and had a time of real change and rest.

After

four weeks, Kamallabai was obliged

to return

to Bombay, so Ratan was left alone.

Her aunts were very

for school

fond of her, and made much of her, and did not allow her
to be lonely
with

her

After two months, the grandmother,

or sad.

two

daughters-in-law,

came

to

and

Bombay,

Ratan accompanied them, and returned home.
Prataprao,

in

his

disappointment,

had

not

at

first

noticed how his girl-wife was treated, but when he set to
his studies with a resolute will, he quietly

spoke to

his

Ratan being

school.

His

mother

about

request

was very

reluctantly

sent again
granted.

to

Kashinathpant’s

wife tried to interfere, but somehow the young husband was
successful

in

this effort.

By-and-by,

as the days

of his
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drew

examination

if

that

longer at school

Ratan’s

near,

her son should
in

)

mother-in-law

succeed, his wife

spite

of the hateful

thought

might

kept

be

remarks of the

caste brethren.

The month of December arrived, with the examination,
and

Ratan

was kept at home to make offerings

gods that there might

be

A

success.

to the

month after, when

the results were declared, she came to school with a bright
beaming
ing

face,

everyone

saying

with

nothing,
a

smiling

however, but simply greet¬
countenance.

that her husband had passed his examination.
”

recess

hour one of the girls brought

All

knew

During the

to her the Times

of

India , in which was the list of the successful candidates.
Ratanbai
name
■except

quickly glanced down the list, and came to the

which, according

to custom, never passed her lips

in a song or a rhyme.

She burst out laughing

her heart’s content, as half-a-dozen
the name Pratap Harischandra

to

young wives repeated

Kliote aloud.

She again

took the paper, and read aloud two or three names of the
husbands
candidates
Prataprao

of her friends who were among
of some other examination.
congratulated

,his relatives,

who

the successful

All

who knew

him on his success, and especially

were very happy,

encouraged

him

to
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This event greatly encouraged Ratan, and

go to England.

she now resolved

more than ever to take pains with her

studies.

About eight months had passed, and the clever,

per¬

severing Ratanbai appeared to her teachers to be growing
a

careless girl.

school from

Day after day, whenever

her

mother-in-law’s,

did

she

she

not

came to
know

her

lessons, nor did she write any home exercises.

As

she had been one

months

she was forgiven

of the best girls, for
“

and was not

a couple

kept in.”

At

of

last

matters came to such a pass that she could not be allowed’
to escape without being punished.
to sit in the “ kept in

”

she said to her friends, “
learn

at

class,

It

is better to learn here than not

all,” and she without

to the punishment.

murmur

pains, and

quietly submitted

Just before going home, Ratan went

to see her teacher, who said to her,
you, Ratan, in the

One day she was made

and was very ashamed, but

c

kept in’ class.

give no further

I

“

do not like to see

Won’t you now take

trouble?”

To this the little

wife simply nodded.

About twelve days after, one morning Ratanbai walked
into the school

house with

She threw her shawl down

swollen

eyes,

biting her lips.

in the room and rushed

into
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the Girls’ Room upstairs, and, throwing

herself on the sofa,
her cousin

burst out crying, and sobbed and sobbed until
came and sat by her.
“

Kamalla.

What is the matter, Ratanbai

Ratan (sobbing).
“

Kamalla.
ill

?

“ Oh, dear.

But tell me what

Or did Sasu scold you
Ratan

?

?

What shall
is the matter?

”

I

do

?

Is anyone

”

had hid her face in her padar, and, wiping her

I

eyes, she said—“ No, I can bear sasubais scolding.
it was her scolding !”
Kamalla. “ Then what is it—tell me, can’t you
“

Ratan.
us.

If

?

wish

”

See, the door is open and someone will hear

the classes have gone into the rooms

go and ask the teacher
and then

”

I will

if

for lessons,

you may sit with me for a while,

tell you.”

Here Ratan’s

eyes filled with

tears, and her face was covered in her padar.

Kamallabai went to ask for the permission, which was
fortunately

granted, and the door having been

locked

from

the inside, Ratan began to pour her troubles.
Ratanbai.
from school.

“

She will not rest until she sees me away

Everything has

been

done to prejudice

my

mind about education, but I have held on, and, somehow,
by God’s help, things have fallen to my lot happily.

All
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(

I

these days

)

have been scolded and punished in school

for

not learning my lessons properly, and I have had to bear
another trouble at home

;

for

I

my bag or to handle a book.

am never allowed

to open

Vithabai has made it her

business of late to keep me away from school.

I

evenings, when
for me, and
time,

I

I

In the

go home, some work is sure to be ready

Then, when I have spare

must attend to it.

must sit on the swing and gossip about all sorts of

rubbish or listen to the novels, and before it is nine

My

be in bed.

are spent in nearly

mornings

I

must

the same

way, only we are busier, for the breakfast

is required early.

But there is not

all.

so

much work

Vithabai and her nature

;

after

she is against

You

know

education,

therefore is trying her best to remove me from school.

and

I

I

so

just

5’

to Sasubai in such a way that I get the worst of

it,

cannot speak to Sasubai, because sometimes she tells things

keep quiet.

“

Kamalla.

And we dare not tell

happens at Sasar.”
“

Oh, no

”

!

Ratan.

*

Father's

house.

at our Mahera * what
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“

Kamalla.
“

Ratmi.

Tell

)

me, what happened to-day.”

All

Oh, dear!

these days she tried her best

my mind, and now to-day it has gone so iar

to prejudice

that I do not know

Here

what to do.”

buried

Ratanbai

her face in her padar and burst out crying, and went on
and

sobbing

for

weeping

about

Kamallabai could not bear to

a

quarter of an

see her cousin so unhappy,

and she, too, sat with her padar to her
Ratan

to

Ratanbai

began

:

“This

composed

I

morning

and

told

themselves,

and

eyes

went about as usual in

I served the breakfast, and helped

the house.

here and there.

Bringing

They

quiet.

be

When it was

my shawl

To

might go.

hour.

ten

in matters

I got ready for school.

and bag out, I asked Vithabai if I

this she said”—here

Ratan’s eyes again filled

After

with tears, and her padar was up to her face again.
a pause she
‘

continued — “ I was just asking, when

School! school! school!

I will tell him that I saw you looking

evening,

gardener with

said,

she

Wait, let Prataprao come this

an evil eye, and then after your

at

the

mother-in-

law comes to know of it we shall see how you will go to
school,’

”

backward,
sobbed

and Ratan,

who was sitting

and burying her face

most

bitterly,

erect, flung herself

in her arms and padar ,

only saying

now

and then,

“

Oh,

So

(

dear!

what shall I do

?

”

)

The two girls sat together, one
No

shocked and the other giving way to convulsive sobs.
one else

knew

the secret of

Ratan’s

persecution.

Both

girls went home that evening with hearts full of thought
and anxiety.

The next few days Ratan did not go to school.
afternoon, as she sat before her mother-in-law

One

with folded

hands, a servant came from her father’s house, and saluting,
said,

“

Rao Saheb has sent me to fetch Ratanbai.

Saheb has been ill since last night.”
turned pale, and looked
the consent as to whether

Ratan, hearing this,

at her mother-in-law,
might

she

Bai

go.

waiting

for

Her mother-in-

law told her to go, and she flew into the room for her shawl,
which she threw hurriedly over her shoulders, asking, “ Where
is the carriage

?

With tears in her

”

She was told

eyes she took leave

and rushed through
carriage.
door.

of her mother-in-law,

the garden, and took her seat in the

They drove very

There

it was out on the road.

fast, and she

was great confusion.

was soon at the

Four doctors were in

the house.

The neighbouring

Vasudevrav

was wringing his hands, and Kakubai and the

other ladies were weeping.
do.

ladies

Ratan

had come in.

Mr.

did not know what to

At last Kaku caught sight of her, and wailed loudly,

8i

(
“

)

Ratan, dear Ratan, come and see ayce. ’*

oh

!

Her mother lay lifeless and pale

the sight she beheld.

The crowd about her were in terror, and were

on a bed.

waiting for the doctors’ verdict.
that was her mother.

She

Ratan

looked

could

not believe

about the room,

and

The doctors attended to her and sent her to

fainted away.
another

Ratan went, and

After the usual examination,

apartment.

it was

said that Anandibai had died of some affection of the heart.

the town.

The priests were informed of

with

materials

the

with

kunku

and loose were scattered

There was

hundreds
a

friends in

and

Her forehead

flowers

over her body.

flocked

Relatives

body was being carried to be laid on the bier,

groaned,
funeral
entirely

and
dress
white.

Ratan

threw

in garlands

to Mr. Vasudevrav’s

good deal of wailing and crying

rending to hear the continued

weeping.
herself

on

cocoanut

was placed

* Mother.

and

house.

and as the
was heart¬

Mr. Vasudevrav
the bier.

of the men, whose heads were

A

was

;

rubbed

and they came

Anandibai

bier.

it

was

the

and dressed in yellow.

bathed

immediately

for

;

the

it,

The news soon spread throughout

The blow was terrible.

bare,

The
was

in Anandibai’s
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hands, and four gentlemen lifted the bier, and away it went
amidst the din and wailing of all the ladies and the gentle¬
men who stayed behind.
the town

through

Anandibai’s remains were carried

in a procession,

and the funeral

was

attended by six hundred gentlemen.

By ten o’clock all was finished.
The woman who
as

position
house

so

wife, mother

looked

desolate,

devotedly and faithfully filled her
and sister was no more.
and

Mr. Vasudevrav

believe that he was still in this world.

The

could

not

As for poor Ratan,

who can describe the pain in that troubled young heart

?

For eleven days friends and acquaintances crowded in
after one o’clock

to pay their visits of condolence.

Vasudevrav,

a

as

and

moustache

On

Vasudevrav.
purification
about

dressed

the family,

comfort

a

Kakubai

took

month.
and

sign

of
in

white.

and the relatives
the

place.

shaved

mourning,

seventh

day,

Numbers
flocked
the

Mr.

off his
came

round

bathing

to

Mr,
and

Still friends kept on coming for

Ratan went to her aunt Sonabai, and

Tarabai went to Bandora.

Poor Tarabai

was very unkindly treated, because of this unhappy event.

Kakubai in her wailing often said,

“

Tara, you have brought

this ill-luck, and you have been the cause of our misery.”

•
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One

day, at Bandora,

)

Kakubai spoke very, very

kindly to the young widow, who thinking that

she

un¬

really

was the cause of misery to others, resolved to do away with
her life.

She generally went to bathe on the beach, which

was five minutes’ walk
planned

all, she

from their

house.

the act of throwing

herself

into

After having

early, and was in

went out one morning

the sea when a

Hindu

reformer, who was taking a walk, saw her and went to her

He knew that the cause of this calamity was ill-

rescue.

treatment, as Tara’s very appearance betrayed that she was
a

This eventually

girl widow.

led to her being

sent to a

Widows’ Home with Mr. Vasudevrav’s consent.
Days
vacation

passed very quietly
came.

At

now.

Mr. Vasudcvrav

last the October

did not this time go, as

*****

usual, to his house in the country, but went away to the
north, visiting the ancient
continued

and sacred

places.

Ratanbai

to stay with her aunt until her father’s return,

spending the latter part of the time with her mother-in-law.

Five years have rolled away.
much older
has studied
time

;

husband

Ratan’s
during

has

three years

of his departure

lie

left

Mr.

Vasudcvrav

been

for
strict

the

looks

to London, and
Bar.

instructions,

At

the

which

)

(

were

carried

out, that

until his return home.

Ratan

should

Tarabai

is still

school

be sent to

in the Home, where

she has studied

and been trained as a teacher.
She looks
“ reformed ”
in
her
has
sweet
dress.
Her
hair
very
grown
Pier head is no longer covered, but like the other

again.

ladies she wears her padar on the shoulder.
“

”

kunku

wears
doors.

and no ornaments, not even

print jacket, and puts on

a

glass bangles.
a shawl

She
out of

when

ICakubai is shocked at the new ways in the family.

She does not like the idea of Ratan
does

She has no

she

approve

of Tara’s

husband’s going to England.

to school, nor

going

education,

of Ratan’s

nor

She has asked Mr. Vasudevrav

for a considerable sum of money, which he has granted her,
and she has set out on a long

There

pilgrimage.

great blank in the family circle while Ratan’s
in

was a

husband was

England.
After

a successful

career he has returned

home, via

America, Japan and China, visiting the interesting

places

on the way.

About

a week after his arrival,

people at Ratanbai’s

There

sasar

made

day, the

seemed to be unusually

is a great bustle among

were being

one beautiful

busy.

the ladies, and preparations

for a quiet ceremony

in the evening.

(
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The time arrives, and the guests, all ladies, drop in one by
They are dressed very quietly.

one.

are dressed in their pretty costumes.
ment

two

pretty

seats

with

utensils, are facing each other.
all

lighted

The little children
In the inner

apart¬

and

silver

lamps,

The ladies and the children
By and bye Prataprao

squat on the floor in front.

walks in and takes his seat on one of the low stools.
follows

Ratanbai,

who is dressed

in the most

Then

charming

ruby coloured pilao , with jewels and flowers, looks a select
ratna ”* herself.
She bashfully and gracefully stands on

“

the opposite

stool, and drawing

the silver utensils (basin

and water jug) closer, says :—
The water

is clean and the silver

is pure,

May Prataprao's fame ever endure.

At

this the young

husband allows his wife to wash his

feet in the silver basin.

She soon dries them with a towel

;

then taking some scented powder says :—
Spring

has

come and birds do sing,

But Prataprao’s virtues joy will bring.

To

his arms then this powder

*

Jewel.

is applied.

Then she
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draws a large tray, and holding a huge garland

of flowers

says :—
Flowers

and foliage

Prataprao’s

are

pretty to

name gives delight

behold.

untold.

when the garland is put round her husband’s neck.

Then
doing

gives the bouquet

she

in

his hand, and while

so says :—
Great were the men who adorned our land;

And greater

be

Prataprao

of the band.

The panvida * is then given, and when doing

so

she

to very attentively

by

says again :—
Spring

is the best

season

of

all ;

May richest blessings on Prataprao fall.
Ratan’s

rhymes

the ladies.
Prataprao

It

were listened

She soon

took her seat

on the stool, when

took up a flower wreath in his hand, and said :—
rains, it lightens,

Ratan,

mind

it thunders !

don’t you make any blunders.

and gives the wreath in Ratan’s hand, who then and there
puts it into

her hair.

*

The folded

leaf.

(
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While giving the scent
In this house you
Therefore,

)

he said :—

installed

are

as queen

Ratau, let your good example

Then the vida

is

given,

and

;

by all be seen.

says while

Prataprao

giving:—
Ratau

I

has

prayed for blessings on me ;

in return, dear, pray the same for thee.

The husband and wife, without exchanging
or looks, rise quietly;
and Prataprao
dinner
turn

mixes

Ratan

amongst

goes silently into the drawing

immediately

follows,

to serve some joke

any words
the ladies,

The

room.

and whenever it is Ratanbai’s
passed

is

round

the

among

children, who do their best to keep Prataprao lively.

room upstairs

the

dinner,

Ratanbai

is

and

looking

numerous presents on the table and writing-desk

about to open

gilt-edged

at the

when her

Book.

when Prataprao,

by her, seeing his young wife admiring

the

She
who

the Book says

:

bound
it,

and

is

grasps

it,

eye falls on a beautifully

in

is

after

“

I

newly furnished

go away

great many nice things
“

I

said

:

this Ratanbai

in

it

must have this Book on my table every day; there are
which you must know.”

have this Book too.”

“

a

The guests

To

Well,” said

88

(

her husband
“

as he

looked

)

into his young

partner’s

face,

then let yours be out too, and we shall make it our guide

in life.”

Thus Prataprao
partner in life.
responsibilities
concern

Khote claims young Ratanbai

as his

They begin life together, recognising

the

and duties which lie before them, and which

not only themselves but

their people

and

their

country.

Shevantibai
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The Princess Der Ling

in

Evening Costume

FOREWORD
The
culiar

author of the following narrative has pequalifications

her

for

She

task.

is

a

daughter of Lord Yii Keng, a member of the

Manchu White Banner

Corps, and one of the

most advanced and progressive Chinese

Lord Yii Keng
army when very young, and served
of his generation.

officials

entered the
in the Tai-

ping rebellion and the Formosan war with
France, and as Vice Minister of

China-Japan war in 1895.
ister to

War during the

Later he was Min-

Japan, which post he quitted in 1898 to

become President of the Tsimg-li-yamen (Chinese

Foreign

In 1899 he was ap-

Ofiice).

pointed Minister to France, where he remained
four years.

At

a period when the Chinese Gov-

ernment was extremely conservative and
tionary.

Lord Yii

for reform.

He

Keng

reac-

labored indefatigably

was instrumental

in reorganiz-

on modern

lines,

but

failed in efforts to revise the revenue system

and

ing China's postal service

vii

FOREWORD

',viii

modernize the army and navy, from being ahead

He

of his times.

The

Lord Yii Keng was

progressive spirit of

shown
it

died in 1905.

in the education of his children.

became known that

his

daughters were receiv-

education—

ing a foreign

When

^then

an ahnost un-

among high Manchu offiwere made to impeach him as

heard-of proceeding
cials

—^attempts

pro-foreign and revolutionary, but he was not de-

His children got their early education in
missionary schools, and the daughters later at-

terred.

tended a convent in France, where the author
of this

work

society.

On

finished her schooling

returning to China, she became

First Lady-in-Waiting to the
ager,

and entered

Empress Dow-

and while serving at the Court in that ca-

pacity she received the impressions which provide

Her

the subject-matter of this book.
nity to observe

and estimate the

of the remarkable
so long

new

woman who

opportu-

characteristics

ruled China for

was unique, and her narrative throws a

light

on one of the most extraordinary per-

sonalities of

While on
her father,

modern
leave

times.

from her

who was

duties to attend

upon

fatally iU in Shanghai, Prin-

FOREWORD
cess

Der Ling took

ix

a step which terminated con-

nexion with the Chinese Court.

This was her

engagement to Mr. Thaddeus C. White, an
American, to
1907.

whom

she

was married on

21,

Yielding to the urgent solicitation

friends, she consented to

chronicle, in

of"

put some of her ex-

periences into literary form,

women,

May

and the following

which the most famous of Chinese

the customs

and atmosphere of her Court

are portrayed by an intimate of the same race,
is

a result.

Thomas F. Millaed.
Shanghai, July

24, 1911.
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TWO YEARS
My

father

IN THE FORBIDDEN
CITY

and mother. Lord and Lady

Keng, and family, together with our

Yu

suite consist-

ing of the First Secretary, Second Secretary,

Naval and Military Attaches, Chancellors,
families, servants, etc.,

—

—altogether

their

fifty-five

peo-

arrived in Shanghai on January 2, 1903, on
the S.S. " Annam " from Paris, where for four
ple,

years

my

father had been Chinese

Our

arrival

rain

came down in

was anything but
torrents,

Minister.

pleasant, as the

and we had the

greatest difficulty getting our numerous retinue

landed and safely housed, not to mention the
tons of baggage that had to be looked after.
had found from previous experience that
none of our Legation people or servants could
be depended upon to do anything when travel-

We

consequence of which the entire charge
devolved upon my mother, who was without
doubt the genius of the party in arranging
ling, in

matters and straightening out

When

difiiculties.

the launch from the steamer arrived

at the jetty off the

French Bund, we were

TWO YEARS
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met by the Shanghai Taotai

(the highest

offi-

cial in the city),

the Shanghai Magistrate and

numerous other

officials,

all

The Taotai

official robes.

Queen

of

my

father that

Ho Gung

(Temple

Heaven) for us to

reside in

he had prepared the Tien
of the

dressed in their

told

during our stay in Shanghai, but my father
refused the offer, saying that he had telegraphed from Hong Kong and made all arrangements to go to the Hotel des Colonies
in the

French Concession.

We

had had pre-

vious experience staying in this temple while

on our way to Japan, where my father w,ent
as Minister in 1895, and did not care to try it
a second time. The building is very old and
very much out of repair. It was a beautiful
place in its prime, but had been allowed to go
to rack and ruin.
The custom is that the
magistrate has to find a place and supply the
food,

for

etc.,

through, and

it

officials
when passing
not exactly the thing to

high
is

kind offer, but my father was
always very independent and politely declined

refuse

all

their

proffers of assistance.

At

last

we

did safely arrive in the Hotel

des Colonies, where

my

father found awaiting

him two telegrams from the Imperial Palace.
These telegrams ordered my father to go to
Peking at once, but, as- the river to Tientsin

,

.
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was frozen, it was out of the question for us to
go by that route, and as my father was very
old and quite ill at that time, in fact constantly under the doctor's care, the only acces-

way, via Chinwangtao, was equally out
of the question, as it was a long and most
tedious journey and quite beyond his strength.
In view of all these difficulties, he telegraphed
that, after the ice had broken up in the Peiho
River, we would come by the first steamer
leaving Shanghai for Tientsin.
left Shanghai on the 22d of February
and arrived at Tientsin on the 26th, and, as before, were met by the Customs Taotai of the
port and numerous other officials (the same as
when we arrived at Shanghai)
There is a very curious custom of reverence,
which must be performed by all high officials
on their return from abroad.
Immediately
upon landing on the shores of China, arrangements are made with the nearest Viceroy or
Governor to receive their obeisance to Ching
Sheng An (to worship the Emperor of Peace)
a Taotai being considered of too low a rank
sible

We

As soon as we arrived,
who was then Viceroy of

for such an honor.

yuan
Chihli

to

my

this

Shih Kai,

Province at Tientsin, sent an

official

father to prepare the time and place for

function,

which

is

an extremely pretty

4
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When arrangements
my father and Yuan

had been made,
Shih Kai dressed
in their full ceremonial robes, which is the
dragon long robe, with a reddish black three^
quarter length coat over it, chao chu (amber
beads), hat with peacock feather and red coral
one.

both

button, and repaired at once to the

Kung

(10,000 years palace), which
for functions

built

Wan
is

Shou

especially

of this kind, where they

were met by a large number of officials of the
lower grades.
At the back centre of this
Temple, or Palace, stands a very long narrow
table on which are placed the tablets of the
Emperor and Empress Dowager, on which is
"

Wan

sway, wan sway, wan wan
sway" (10,000 years times 10,000 years times
10,000 10,000 years). The Viceroy, or in this
case Yuan Shih Kai, and the other officials
written,

arrived

first.

Yuan

stood at the left side of

and the others arranged themselves
two diminishing lines starting from the
front corners of the table. Soon afterward my
father came and knelt directly in front of the
centre of the table and said, "Ah ha Ching
Sheng An " (Your servant gives you greeting)
After this ceremony was over my father
immediately arose and inquired after Their
Majesties' health, and Yuan replied that they
were quite well. This closed the function.

this table

in

.
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stayed in Tientsin for three days, arriv-

on the twenty-ninth.
My
condition was much worse and he

Peking

in

father's

begged for four months' leave of absence, in
which to recuperate, which was granted by
Her Majesty, the Empress Dowager. As our
beautiful mansion, which we had built and
furnished just before leaving for Paris, was
burned during the Boxer Rising of 1900, en-

we rented
and moved into a Chinese house. Our old
house was not entirely new. When we bought
tailing a loss of over taels 100,000,

was a very fine but old Chinese
house, the palace of a Duke, standing on the
ground, and by some clever re-arrangement
and building on, it was transformed into a beautiful foreign style house with aU the fine hardwood carving of the old house worked into it.
By using the words " foreign style," it is meant
the place there

that, in so far as the Chinese

made

to

tearing

it

house could be
without

look like a foreign house,

down

entirely, it

was changed, that

is

the doors and windows, passageways, furnish-

were foreign, but the
itself and courtyard
This, like aU Chinese houses in
built in a very rambling fashion,
ings, etc.,

of the house

arrangement
was Chinese.
Peking, was
and with the

gardens, covered about ten acres of groimd.

We

had just

finished furnishing

it

and moved

TWO YEARS
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when we

left for Paris;

and

it

has always been a great sorrow to my
we should lose this magnificent place, after

family

that

having spent so much time and money in building and beautifying it. However, this is only
one of the many trials that a high official in
China is called upon to bear.
The houses in Peking are built in a very
rambling fashion, covering a large amount of
ground, and our former house was no exception
It had sixteen small houses, one
to the rule.
story

high,

containing about

175 rooms, ar-

ranged in quadrangles facing the courtyard,
which went to make up the whole; and so
placed, that without having to actually go out
of doors, you could go from one to the other
by verandas built along the front and enclosed
;.n

glass.

My

reader will wonder what possible

use we could make of all of these rooms but what
with our large family, numerous secretaries,
Chinese writers, messengers, servants, mafoos
(coachmen), and chair coolies, it was not a
;

difficult

task to use them.

The gardens surrounding

the houses were ar-

ranged in the Chinese way, with small lakes,
stocked with gold fish, and in which the beautiful lotus flower grew; crossed by bridges; large
weeping willows along the banks; and many
different varieties of flowers in prettily arranged

'
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winding paths,
which wound in and out between the lakes. At
the time we left for Paris, in the month of
June, 1899, the gardens were a solid mass of
flowers and foliage, and much admired by all

flower

beds,

running

along

who saw them.
As we now had no place of our own in Peking we did not know where to go, so, while we
were at Tientsin,

my

father telegraphed to one

him a house. After some
little trouble one was secured, and it turned
out to be a very famous place indeed. It was
the house where Li Hung Chang signed the
treaties with the Foreign Powers after the
Boxer Rising and also where he died. We

of his friends to find

were the first people to live there since the death
of Li Hung Chang, as the Chinese people were
very superstitious and were afraid that, if they
went there to live, something dreadful would
happen to them. We soon made ourselves very
comfortable, and while we lived there, none of
the dreadful things happened to us that all of
our good friends told us would be visited upon
us if we dared to take this place.
However,
in view of our having lost our place by fire, I
am inclined to think that their fears were well
founded.

The loss sustained by having this house
burned we never recovered, as my father, being

8
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an official of the Government, it would have
been very bad form to have tried to recover
this money, besides a possible loss of standing,
as Government officials are supposed never to
consider themselves or families in the service
of their country, and any private losses in the

must be borne without complaint.
first of March, 1903, Prince Ching
and his son. Prince Tsai Chen, came to see us
and told us that Her Majesty wished to see my
mother, my sister, and myself at once; that we
should be at the Svmimer Palace (Wan Shou
Shan) at six o'clock the following morning.
My mother told Prince Ching that we had
service

On

the

been wearing foreign clothes

all

these years,

and had no suitable Manchu
He replied that he had told
Her Majesty all about us and also mentioned
that he had seen us in European attire and she
had said that it would not be necessary for us
to wear Manchu costume to go to the Palace,
that she would be glad to have us wear foreign
clothes, as it would give her an opportimity to
study the foreign way of dressing. Both my
sister and myself had a very difficult time deciding what we should wear for this occasion;
she wished to wear her pale blue velvet gown,
while

abroad,

clothes to wear.

as she thought that color suited her the best.

mother had always made us dress exactly

My

alike.
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we were

ever since

I said that I

little girls.

my

preferred to wear

9

red velvet gown, as I

had the idea it might please Her Majesty.
After a long discussion I had my way. We
had lovely red hats trimmed with plumes and
the same color shoes, and stockings to match.
My mother wore a lovely gown of sea green
chiffon cloth emhroidered with pale

and trimmed with mauve

mauve

velvet; she

iris

wore her

large black velvet hat with long white plumes.

As we

lived in the central part of the city

and the only means of travel was by sedan chair
and the distance from our house to the Palace
was about thirty-six Chinese li (a three-hour
ride), we had to start at three o'clock in the
morning, in order to be there at

six.

As

this

was our first visit to the Palace, Prince Ching's
message threw us into a great state of excitement,
and we were naturally anxious to look our best
and to be there on time. It had been the dream
of my life to go to the Palace and see what it
was like, and up to this time I had never had
an opportunity, as most of my life had been

—

spent out of Peking,

Another reason why
before was, that

our names

my

(my

Government book
of

Manchu

this

^in

fact,

out of China.

chance had never come

father had never registered,

sister

and myself)

in

the

for the registration of births

children, in consequence of which
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Empress Dowager did not know until we
came back from Paris that Lord Yii Keng had
any daughters. My father told me the reason
why he did not put our names in this book

the

was, that he wished to give us the best education
obtainable, and the only way he could do it was

not to

let

sides this,

the

Empress Dowager know.

according to the

Manchu

Be-

custom, the

Manchu

officials of the second
reaching
the age of fourrank and above, after,
teen years, should go to the Palace, in order
that the Emperor may select them for secondary

daughters of

wives

if

all

he so desires, and

my

father had other

was
that the late Empress Dowager was
the Emperor Hsien Feng.
plans and ambitions for us.

We

It

started at three o'clock that

in this

way

selected

by

morning

in

total darkness riding in four coolie sedan chairs,

one on each side of the chair. In going such a
long distance it was necessary to have two relays
of chair coolies. This meant twenty-four coolies
for the three chairs, not counting an extra coolie
for each chair who acted as a sort of head chair
bearer. Besides this there were three military
officers on horses, one for each chair and two
servants riding at the back of each chair. In
addition there were three big Chinese carts following behind for the chair coolies to ride in and

INTRODUCTORY
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This made a cavalcade consisting of fortymen, nine horses and three carts.
I had a rather nervous feeling riding along in
the chair sm-rounded by inky blackness, with

rest.

five

nothing to relieve the

stillness

of the night but

the rough voices of the chair bearers calling back

and forth to each other to be careful of stones
and holes in the road, which was very uneven, and
the clump, clump of the horses. To my readers
who have never had the experience of riding a
long distance in a sedan chair I would say that
it is a most uncomfortable conveyance, as you
have to sit perfectly still and absolutely straight,
otherwise the chair

is

liable to upset.

was a very long one and I
tired

This ride

felt quite stiff

by the time I reached the Palace

gates.

and

CHAPTER TWO

AT THE PALACE

When

we reached the City gates, which were
about half way between our house and the Summer Palace, they were wide open for us to pass.
This quite surprised us, as all gates are closed
at seven o'clock in the evening and are not opened

We

except on special occasions until daylight.
inquired of the guard why this was, and were
told that orders

had been given for the gates

opened for us to pass. The officials who
had charge were standing in a double line dressed
in full official dress and saluted us as we passed.
It was stiU quite dark when we had passed
through the gate and I thought of the many
experiences of my short life but this was by far
the strangest of them all. I wondered what Her
Majesty would be like and whether she would
like me or not.
We were told that probably we
would be asked to stay at the Court, and I
thought that if that came to pass, I would possibly be able to influence Her Majesty in favor
of reform and so be of valuable assistance to
China. These thoughts made me feel happy and
to be

;

12
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I made up my mind then and there that I would
do all I could and use any influence I might have
in the future towards the advancement of China
and for her welfare. While I was still dreaming of these pleasant prospects, a faint red line
appeared on the horizon heralding the coming of
a most perfect day, and so it proved. As the
light grew brighter and I could distinguish ob j ects,
a very pretty view gradually opened to me, and
as we came nearer to the Palace I could see a
high red Avail which zigzagged from hill to hill
and enclosed the Palace grounds. The tops of
the wall and buildings were covered with yellow
and green tiles and made a most dazzling picture
sunlight.
Pagodas of different
were passed, and when we arrived
at the village of Hai Tien, about four li from
the Palace gates, we were told by the officers
we only had a short distance further to go. This
was good news, as I began to think we would
never get there. This village was quite a pretty
country place of one-story houses built of brick,
which were very neat and clean as are most of

in the bright
sizes

and

styles

the houses in the northern part of China.

The

children trouped out to see the procession pass,
and I heard one remark to another: "Those ladies
are going to the Palace to become Empresses,"
which amused me very much.

Soon

after leaving

Hai Tien we came

to a pai

14.
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(archway), a very beautiful piece of old
Chinese architecture and carved work, and from
here got our first view of the Palace gates, which
lou

were about 100 yards ahead. These gates are
cut into the solid wall surrounding the Palace
and consist of one very large gate in the center
and two smaller ones on each side. The center
gate is only opened when their Majesties pass
in and out of the Palace.
Our chairs were set
down in front of the Jeft gate, which was open.
Outside of these gates, at a distance of about, 500
yards, were two buildings where the guard stayed
at night.

Just as

we

arrived I

saw a number of ofiicials
them went into the

talking excitedly, and some of

gate shouting "Li

doula" (have come, have
got out of our chairs, we
were met by two eunuchs of the fourth rank
(chrystal button and feather).
This feather
which is worn by eunuchs of the fourth rank,
comes from a bird called the magh (horse-fowl)
which is found in Szechuen Province. They are
grey and are dyed black, and are much wider than
the peacock feather. These two eunuchs were
accompanied by ten small eunuchs carrying yellow silk screens, which they placed around our
arrived).

la,

When we

when we alighted. It appeared that Her
Majesty had given orders that these screens
(huang wai mor) should be brought to us. This

chairs

North View of the Summer Palace

Pai Lou (Archway)

—Summer Palace

AT THE PALACE
is

considered a great honor.

They were

16

ten feet

long and twenty feet high and were held by two
eunuchs.

These two eunuchs of high rank were extremely
and stood at each side of the gate and
invited us to enter.
Passing through this gate
we came into a very large paved courtyard about
three hundred feet square, in which there were a
great many small flower beds and old pine trees
from which himg all kinds of birds in cages. On
the side opposite to the gates we had entered was
polite

a red brick wall with three gates exactly like the
others on the right and left side were long rows
;

of low buildings each containing twelve rooms,
used as waiting rooms. The courtyard was full
of people dressed in official robes of the different
ranks, and, after the Chinese fashion, aU seemed
to be very busy doing nothing. When they saw
us they stood stiU and stared. The two eunuchs
who were showing us the way conducted us to
one of these rooms. This room was about twenty
feet square, just ordinarily furnished in black

wood

and silk
from the three windows. We
were not in this room more than five minutes
when a gorgeously dressed eunuch came and said:
"Imperial Edict says to invite Yu tai tai (Lady
Yii) and young ladies to wait in the East side
Palace." On his saying this, the two eunuchs
furniture with red cloth cushions

curtains hanging
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who were with us knelt down and replied "Jur"
(Yes). Whenever Her Majesty gives an order
it is considered an Imperial Edict or command
and all servants are required to kneel when any
command is transmitted to them the same as they
would if in Her Majesty's presence. Then they
told us to follow them and we went through another left gate to another courtyard laid out

exactly the same as the former, except that the

Ren Shou Dien
the north side
little

larger.

(audience hall)

is

situated

on

and the other buildings were a

The evmuchs showed us

east side building, which

into the

was beautifully fur-

nished with reddish blackwood exquisitely carved,

and tables
and the walls hung
In different parts of
clocks of all sizes and

the, chairs

covered with blue satin

with the same material.
the

room were fourteen

shapes.

I

know

this,

for

I counted them.

In a

little

while two servant girls came and

waited on us and told us that

Her Majesty was

we were to wait a little time.
time proved to be a matter of more
than two hours and a half, but as this is considered nothing in China, we did not get impatient.
From time to time eunuchs came and
brought milk to drink and about twenty or more
dressing and that

This

little

dishes

of various

Majesty

sent.

She

kinds

of

food which

Her

also sent us each a gold ring

AT THE PALACE
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with a large pearl in the center. Later the chief
eunuch, Li Lien Ying, came dressed in his official

He

was of the second rank and wore
a red button and peacock feather and was the
only eunuch that was ever allowed to wear the
peacock feather. He was a very ugly man, very
old and his face was full of wrinkles but he had
beautiful manners and said that Her Majesty
would receive us in a little while, and brought
us each a jade ring which she had sent us. We
were very much surprised that she should give
us such beautiful presents before she had even
seen us, and felt most kindly disposed toward

clothes.

;

her for her generosity.

Li Lien Ying had gone, two covui;
ladies, daughters of Prince Ching, came in and
asked the eunuchs who were attending us if we
could speak Chinese, which we thought a great
joke.
I was the first one to speak, and told
them of course we could speak our own language,
although we knew several others. They were
very much surprised and said: "Ohl how funny,
they can talk the language as well as we do."
We in turn were very much surprised to find
such ignorant people in the Imperial Palace and

Soon

after

concluded that their opportunities for acquiring
knowledge were very limited. Then they told
us Her Majesty was waiting to receive us, and

we went

immediately.

18
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After walking through three courtyards very
we had previously passed through,
we came to a magnificent building just one mass
similar to those

of exquisite carving.
buffalo horns

hung

Large lanterns made of
all

over the veranda cov-

ered with red silk from which red silk tassels were

hanging and from each of these tassels was suspended a beautiful piece of jade. There were
two smaller buildings flanking this large one, also
one mass of carvings and hung with lanterns.
At the door of the large building we met a
lady, dressed the same as Prince Ching's daughters, with the exception that she had a phoenix
in the center of her headdress which distinguished her from the others. This lady came out
to meet us, smiling, and shook hands with us in
the most apprpved foreign fashion.
were
told later that this was the Young Empress, wife
of the Emperor Kwang Hsu.
She said: "Her
Majesty has sent me to meet you," and was very
sweet itod polite, and had beautiful manners but
was not very pretty. Then we heard a loud voice
from the hall saying, "Tell them to come in at
once." We went into this hall immediately and
saw an old lady dressed in a beautiful yellow
satin gown embroidered a,ll over with pink
peonies, and wearing the same kind of headdress
with flowers on each side made of pearls and jade,
a pearl tassel on the left side and a beautiful

We

;

AT THE PALACE
phoenix in the center

made

19

of purest jade.

Over

gown she wore a cape, the most magnificent
and costly thing I ever saw. This cape was made
of about three thousand five hundred pearls the

her

size

of a canary bird's egg,

all

exactly alike in

and perfectly round. It was made on the
net pattern and had a fringe of jade pend-

color
fish

and was joined with two pure jade clasps.
In addition to this Her Majesty wore two pairs

ants

of pearl bracelets, one pair of jade bracelets,
several jade rings and on her third and httle
fingers of her right

hand she wore gold finger
and on

nail protectors about three inches long

the left

hand two

finger nail protectors

made

of

jade and about the same length. Her shoes were
trimmed with small tassels made of pearls and
embroidered with tiny pieces of different colored
jade.

Her Majesty

stood

up when

saw us and
She had a most fascishe

shook hands with us.
nating smile and was very much surprised that

knew

we

After she had
mother: "Yu tai tai

the Court etiquette so well.

greeted us, she said to

my

(Lady Yii) you are a wonder the way you have
brought your daughters up. They speak Chinese
just as weU as I do, although I know they have
been abroad for so many years, and how is it
that they have such beautiful manners?" "Their
father was always very strict with them," my
,

20
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mother replied; "he made them study their own
language first and they had to study very hard."
"I am pleased to hear their father has been so
careful with them," Her Majesty said, "and
given them such a fine education." She took my
hands and looked into my face and smiled and
kissed me on both cheeks and said to my mother:
"I wish to have your daughters and hope they
wiU stay with me." We were very much pleased
Her
at this and thanked her for her kindness.
Majesty asked all sorts of questions about our
Paris gowns and said we must wear them all
the time, as she had very little chance to see them
at the Court.
She was particularly in love with
our Louis
high heel shoes. While we were
talking to her we saw a gentleman standing at a
little distance and after a while she said, "Let
me introduce you to the Emperor Kwang Hsu,
but you must call him Wan Sway Yeh (Master
of 10,000 years) and call me Lao Tsu Tsung
(the Great Ancestor)."
His Majesty shyly
shook hands with us. He was a man about five

XV

feet, seven inches in height, very thin, but with
very /Strong features; high nose and forehead,
large, brilliant black eyes, strong mouth, very
white, even teeth; altogether good looking.
I

noticed he had a very sad look, although he was
smiling all the time we were there. At this

AT THE PALACE
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head eunuch came, knelt down on
marble floor and announced that Her
Majesty's chair was ready and she asked us to
go with her to the Audience Hall, distant about
two minutes' walk, where she was going to
It
receive the heads of the different Boards.
was a beautiful day and her open chair was waiting.
This chair is carried by eight eunuchs all
dressed in official robes, a most unusual sight.
The head eunuch walked on her left side and the
second eunuch on her right side, each with a
steadying hand on the chair pole. Four eunuchs
of the fifth rank in front and twelve eunuchs of
the sixth rank walked behind. Each eunuch
carried something in his hand, such as Her
Majesty's clothes, shoes, handkerchiefs, combs,

[iuncttire the

the

brushes,

powder boxes, looking

glasses of dif-

and red ink,
yellow paper, cigarettes, water pipes, and the
ferent sizes, perfumes, pins, black

last

one carried her yellow satin-covered

Besides this there were two amahs (old

stool.

women

and four servant

girls all carrying
This procession was most interesting to see and made one think it a lady's dressing

servants)

something.

room on

legs.

The Emperor walked on Her

Majesty's right and the
left,

Young Empress on

the

as did also the Court ladies.

The Audience Hall was about two hundred

m
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about one hundred and fifty feet
mde, and at the left side was a long table covered with yellow satin. When Her Majesty
feet

long

bjr

came down from the chair she went into the Hall
and mounted her throne just behind this table,
and His Majesty mounted a smaller one at her
left side, the Ministers all kneeling on the floor
in front of her and on the opposite side of the
table.

At the back of the Hall was a large

dais about

twenty feet long by about eighteen feet wide,
enclosed by a magnificently carved raihng about
two feet high running all the way round, open
only in the front in two places just large enough
for a person to pass through.
These two open-

by a flight of six steps. At
the back of this dais was a small screen and immediately in front of this, in the center, was Her
Majesty's throne. Immediately behind was an
immense carved wood screen, the most beautiful
thing I ever saw, twenty feet long by ten feet
high.
In front of Her Majesty's throne was a
long narrow table. At the left side was a smaller
throne for the Emperor.
The theme of the carving and furnishings of
this dais was the phoenix and peony most exquiings were reached

carved in ebony wood, in fact the tiieme
of the entire room was the same.
On each side
of Her Majesty's throne were two upright ebony

sitely

The Empress Dowager

in her one hundred butterfly robe.
beneath which can be seen one of her shoes trimmed
with pearls and other precious stones
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poles on tKe top of which were peacock feathers

made

into the shape of a fan.

The upholstery

was

entirely of yellow Chinese velvet.
Just before Her Majesty took her seat on her
throne she ordered us to go behind this screen
with the Young Empress and the Court ladies.
This we did, and could hear the conversation
between Her Majesty and the Ministers very

and as my readers
good use of this.

plainly,

will see later, I

made

CHAPTER THREE

A PLAY AT THE COURT
This day
pressions.

to

me was

a medley of brilliant im-

I was a great novelty

among

these

up rigidly apart
and customs, and I was sub-

exclusive Court ladies, brought

from foreign

life

jected to a rapid
that these

fire

of questions.

women were

I soon found

the same as others the

world over in point of curiosity and love of gossip.
The fourth daughter of Princfe Ching (Sze
Gurgur), a young widow and a strikingly handsome woman, spoke to me. "Were you brought
up in Europe and educated?" she asked. "I am
told that when people go to that country and
drink the water there, they quickly forget their
own country. Did you really study to acquire
all those languages or was it drinking the water
that gave them to you?"
I mentioned that I met
her brother, Prince Tsai Chen, in Paris on his

way

London for the coronation of King Edward, and that we should have liked to have gone
to

my

had a special invitation, but
were prevented from doing so by his urgent duties
in Paris in settling the Yunnan question, to which
also, as

father

84)
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Eng-

I had thought that our Empress Dowager
was Queen of the world." Her sister, wife of
land ?

Young Empress,

a most intelligent, quiet and dignified lady, stood by smiling
and listening to the eager questions. After
the brother of the

numerous questions had been asked the Young
finally said: "How ignorant you are.
I know that each country has its ruler and that
some countries are republics. The United
States is a repubhc and very friendly toward

Empress

but I am sorry that such a common class
of people go there, as they will think we are all
the same. What I should like to see is some
of our good Manchu people go, as then they
would see what we really are." She afterwards
told me she had been reading a history of the
diflferent countries, which had been translated
into Chinese, and she seemed to be very well
informed.
After the Audience was over, Her Majesty
called us out from behind the screen and told
us to go with her to see the theatre. She said,
us,

as

it

was such a beautiful day, she preferred to

walk, so
as

is

we

started,

the custom.

walking a

Along

the

little

way

behind her,
she pointed

out from time to time different places and things
that were her particular favorites, and as she had
to keep turning around all the time, she finally
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come and walk alongside of her. This,
as I afterwards found out, was a great condescension on her part and a thing that she very
seldom ever did. She, like everybody else, had
her pets and hobbies, such as flowers, trees,
plants, dogs, horses, etc., and there was one dog
This
in particular that was her favorite pet.
dog was with Her Majesty always and followed
her wherever she went, and a more homely dog
I never saw. It had absolutely nothing to reconmiend it in any way. Her Majesty thought
it beautiful, and called it Shui Ta (Sea Otter).
short distance from the Audience Hall we
came to a large courtyard. On each side of this
courtyard were two immense baskets fifteen feet
in height, built, of natural logs and literally covered with purple wisteria. They were simply
gorgeous and great favorites of Her Majesty.
She was always very proud of them when in
bloom and took great delight in showing them

told us to

A

to the people.

From this courtyard we entered a sort of
passageway which ran along the sides of a big
hiU and led directly to the theatre, where we soon
arrived.
This theatre is quite unlike anything
that you can imagine. It is built around the four
sides of an open courtyard, each side being separate and distinct.
The building has five stories.
It is entirely open on the front and has two

A tLAY AT THE COURT
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stages, one above the other.

three top stories

are used for holding the drops

rooms.

The

stage on the

first

27

and for
floor

is

store

of the

on the second floor is
built to represent a temple and used when playing religious plays, of which Her Majesty was

ordinary; kind; but that

very fond.

On

the two sides were long, low buildings

with large verandas running their entire length,
where the Princes and Ministers sat when invited
by Her Majesty to witness the play. Directly
opposite this stage was a spacious building, containing three large rooms, which was used exclusively

by Her Majesty.

The

floor

was raised

about ten feet above the ground, which brought
it on a level with the stage.
Large glass windows ran along in front, so made that they could
be removed in the summer and replaced with
pale blue gauze screens. Two of these rooms
were used as sitting rooms and the third, the one
on the right, she used as a bedroom, and it had
a long couch running across the front, on which
she used to sit or lie according to her mood. This
day she invited us to go to this room with her.

Later I was told that she would very often come

and
She
could
then take her
certainly sleep
soundly, for the din and noise did not disturb
her in the least. If any of my readers have ever
to this room, look at the play for a while
siesta.
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a Chinese theatre, they can well imagine
would be to woo the God of Sleep

diflficult it

in such

As

a pandemonium.

bedroom the play
commenced. It was a religious play called "The
Empress of Heaven's Party or Feast to all the
Buddhist Priests to eat her famous peaches and
soon as

we were

drink her best wine."

in this

This party or feast is
moon of each

given on the third day of the third
year.

The

a Buddhist Priest,
dressed in a yellow coat robe with a red scarf
draped over his left shoulder, descending in a
cloud from Heaven to invite all the priests to
this party.
I was very much surprised to see
this actor apparently suspended in the air and
actually floating on this cloud, which was made
of cotton. The clever way in which they moved
the scenery, etc., was most interesting, and before
the- play was finished I concluded that any
theatre manager could well take lessons from
these people; and it was all done without the
first

act opens with

slightest bit of machinery.

As this Buddhist Priest was descending, a large
pagoda began to slowly rise from the center of
the stage in which was a buddha singing and
holding an incense burner in front of him. Then
four other smaller pagodas slowly rose from the
four corners of the stage, each containing a
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buddha the same as the first. When the fijst
Buddhist Priest had descended, the five buddhas
came out of the pagodas, which immediately disappeared, and walked about the stage, still singing.
Gradually from the wing came numbers
of buddhas singing until the stage was full, and
they aU formed into a ring. Then I saw a large
lotus flower, made of pink silk, and two large
green leaves appearing from the bottom of the
stage, and as it rose the petals and leaves gradually opened and I saw a beautiful lady buddha
(Goddess of Mercy) dressed all in white silk,
with a white hood on her head, standing in the

As

center of this flower.

saw a

When

girl

and a boy

the leaves opened I

in the center of them.

the petals of the lotus flower were wide

buddha began to gradually
ascend herself, and as she ascended, the petals
closed until she seemed to be standing on a lotus
bud. The girl standing in the leaf on the Goddess' right side held a bottle made of jade and
open

this

lady

a wiUow branch.

The legend

of this

is

that if

the Goddess dips the willow branch into the jade
bottle

and spreads

it

over a dead persbn

it

will

bring the person to life. The boy and the girl
are the two attendants of the buddha.
Finally the three came

down from

the flower

and leaves and joined the rest of the budThen the Empress of Heaven came, a
dhas.
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from
by many
attendants, and ascended the throne, which was
in the center of the stage, and said: "We will go
to the banquet haU." This ended the first scene.
good old lady with snow-white

hair, dressed

head to foot in Imperial yellow, followed

The second

scene opened with tables set for

Empress of Heaven.
were loaded down with peaches and

the feast to be given by the

These tables
wine and four attendants guarding them. Suddenly a bee came buzzing near and scattered a
powder under the nostrils of the attendants,
which made them sleepy. When they had fallen
asleep, this bee transformed itself into a big
monkey and this monkey ate all the peaches and
drank aU the wine. As soon as he had finished
he disappeared.
blast of trumpets announced the coming of
the Empress of Heaven and she soon arrived
accompanied by all the Buddhist Priests and

A

their attendants.

When the Empress of Heaven

and wine had disappeared,
woke
she
the attendants and asked them why
they were asleep and where the peaches and wine
had gone. They said that they did not know,
that they were waiting for her to come and fell
Then one of the guests suggested that
asleep.
she should find out what had become of the feast,
and attendants were sent out to the guard to find
out from the soldiers if anyone had gone out of
saw

all

the peaches

A PLAY AT THE COURT
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Before the messenger had

time to return, the Guard of Heaven came and
informed the Empress that a big monkey, who

was very drunk and carrying a big stick, had just
gone out of the gate. When she was told this,
she ordered the soldiers of heaven and several
buddhas to go and find him at his place. It
seems that this monkey had originally been made
from a piece of stone and lived in a large hole
in a mountain on the earth.
He was endowed
with supernatural powers and could walk on the
clouds.
He was allowed to come to heaven and
the Empress of Heaven gave him a position looking after the Imperial orchards.
When they got to his place on the earth, they
found that he had taken some of the peaches with
him and he, with other monkeys, was having a
feast.
The soldiers challenged him to come out

and

fight.

He

immediately accepted this chal-

lenge, but the soldiers could do nothing with him.

He pulled the hair out of his coat and transformed each hair into a little monkey and each
monkey had an iron rod in its hand. He himself had a special iron rod, which had been given
to him by the King of Sea Dragons. This rod
he could make any size he wanted from a needle
to a crowbar.

Among
soldiers

who had gone with the
was one named Erh Lang Yeh, who was
the buddhas

32
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and had three eyes.
had
dog
which
was very powerful
.This buddha
a
and he told the dog to bite this monkey, which he
did, and the monkey f eU down and they caught
him and brought him up to heaven. When they
the most powerful of them all

Heaven ordered that
Lao Chun, an old taoist

got there the Empress of

he should be handed to

god, and that he should burn him in his incense
burner. The incense burner was very large, and
when they took the monkey to him he placed him
inside this burner and watched him very care-

After he
fully to see that he did not get out.
had watched for a long time he thought the
monkey must be dead and went out for a few
minutes. The monkey, however, was not dead
and as soon as Lao Chun went out, he escaped
and stole some golden pills which Lao Chun kept
in a gourd and went back to his hole in the mountains.
These pills were very powerful and if one
of them were eaten it would give eternal life,
and the monkey knew this. The monkey ate one
and it tasted good and he gave the little monkeys
some. When Lao Chun came back and foimd
both the monkey and the pills gone he went and
informed the Empress of Heaven. This ended
the second scene.

The

third scene opened with the buddhas

soldiers at the

and

monkey's place in the mountains

and they again asked him

to

come out and

fight.
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The monkey

said

:

"What

!
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Coming again?" and

laughed at them. They started to fight again,
but he was so strong they could not get the best

Even the dog who had bit him before
was powerless this time, and they finally gave
it up and returned to heaven and told the
Empress of Heaven that they could not capture
him the second time, as he was too strong. Then
the Empress of Heaven called d little god about
fifteen years old by the name of Neur Cha, who
had supernatural powers, and told him to go down
to earth to the monkey's place and see if he could
finish hini.
This god was made of lotus flowers
and leaves, that is, his bones were made of flowers
and his flesh made of leaves and he could transform himself into anything that he wished.
When Neur Cha got to the monkey's place and
little
the monkey saw him, he said: "What!
boy like you come to fight me? Well, if you
think you can beat me, come on," and the boy
transformed himself into an immense man with
three heads and six arms. When the monkey
saw this, he transformed himself also into the
same thing. When the little god saw that this
would not do, he transformed himself into a very
big man and started to take the monkey, but the
of him.

A

monkey transformed

himself into a very large

sword and cut this man into two pieces. The
little god again transformed himselfi into fire

Si

TWO YEARS

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

burn the monkey, but the monkey transformed
himself into water and put the fire out. Again

to

the

little

a very

god transformed

fierce lion,

himself, this time into

but the monkey transformed

himself into a big net to catch the lion.
little

So

this

god, seeing that he could not get the best

of the monkey, gave

heaven, and told the

up and went back to
Empress of Heaven that
it

monkey was too strong for him. The Empress of Heaven was in despair, so she sent for
Ju Li, an old ancestor of the buddhas, who was
the all-powerful one of them all; and Kuan Yin,
Goddess of Mercy, and sent them down to the
the

mofakey's place to see

When

if

they could capture him.

they arrived at the hole in the mountain

monkey came out and looked at Ju Li, but
did not say a word, as he knew who this god was.
This god pointed a finger at him and he knelt
down and submitted. Ju Li said: "Come with
me," and took the monkey and put him under
another mountain and told him he would have
the

to stay there until he promised he

Ju Li

said:

"You

would be good.

stay here until one day I

lift

mountain up for you to come out to go with
a Buddhist Priest to the West side of heaven and
this

demand the prayer books that are kept there.
You win have to suffer a great deal on the way
and face many dangers, but if you come back
with this Buddhist Priest and the prayer books,
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by that time your savage temper will be gone
and you will be put in a nice place in heaven and
enjoy life forever afterwards."
This finished the play, which was very interesting, and I enjoyed it from beginning to end.
It was acted very cleverly and quite realistic, and
I was very much surprised to know that the
eunuchs could act so well. Her Majesty told us
that the scenery was aU painted by the eunuchs
and that she had taught them about aU they
knew. Unlike most theatres in China, it had a
curtain which was closed between the acts, also
wing slides and drop scenes. Her Majesty had
never seen a foreign theatre and I could not
understand where she got all her ideas from.
She was very fond of reading religious books
and fairy tales, and wrote them into plays and
staged them herself, and was extremely proud
of her achievement.

Her Majesty
some

little

sat talking,

time and she asked

we standing, for
me if I understood

the play, and I told her that I did and she seemed
quite pleased.

way: "Oh! I

Then

am

she said in such a charming

so interested in talking with

my

you

Are
Chinese food when

that I have forgotten to order

lunch.

you hungry? Could you get
you were abroad, and were you homesick? I
know I would be if I left my own country for
so long a time; but the reason why you were

36
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abroad so long was not your fault. It was my
order that sent Yii Keng to Paris and I am not
a bit sorry, for you see how much you can help
me now, and I am proud of you and will show
you to the foreigners that liiey may see our
Manchu ladies can speak other languages than

own." While she was talking I noticed
that the eunuchs were laying three large tables
with nice white table cloths, and I could see a
number of other eimuchs standing in the courtyard with boxes of food. These boxes or trays
their

are

made of wood painted yellow and

are large

and two large bowls
After the tables were laid ready, the
eunuchs outside formed themselves into a double
line from the courtyard to a little gate running
enough

to hold four small

of food.

into another courtyard

and passed

these trays

from one to the other up to the entrance of the
room, where they were taken by four nicely
dressed eunuchs and placed on the tables.
It seems that it was a habit of Her Majesty
to take her meals wherever she happened to be,
so that there was no particular place that she used
as a dining room.
I should also mention that
these bowls were of Imperial yellow with silver
covers.
Some were ornamented with green
dragons and some with the Chinese character
Shou (Long Life).
There were about one hundred and fifty diflPer-
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ent kinds of food, for I counted them.
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They

were placed in long rows, one row of large bowls
and one row of small plates, and then another
row of small bowls, and so on. As the setting
of the tables was going on, two Court ladies came
into the bedroom, each carrying a large yellow
box. I was very much surprised to see Court
ladies doing this kind of work and I said to
myself, if I come here will I have to do this sort
of thing? Although these boxes appeared to be
quite heavy, they brought them in very gracefully.
Two small tables were placed in front
of Her Majesty, then they opened the boxes and
placed a number of very cute plates containing

of sweets, lotus flower seeds, dried and
cooked with sugar, watermelon seeds, walnuts
cooked in different ways, and fruits of the season
cut and sliced. As these plates were being
placed on the tables Her Majesty said that she
liked these dainties better than meat and gave
us some and told us to make ourselves at home.
thanked her for her kindness and enjoyed
them very much. I noticed that she ate quite a
all sorts

We

quantity from the different plates and wondered

how

she would be able to eat her lunch.

When

she Kad finished, two of the Court ladies came

and took the
us that she

Court

away and Her Majesty told
always gave what was left to the
plates

ladies after she

had

finished eating.
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After this a eunuch came in carrying a cup of
tea.
This tea cup was made of pure white jade

and the saucer and cover was of solid gold. Then
another eunuch came in carrying a silver tray
on which were two jade cups similar to the others,
one containing honeysuckle flowers and the other
rose petals.

He

also

brought a pair of gold

They both knelt on the floor in front
Her Majesty and held the trays up so that

chopsticks.

of

She took the golden cover
off of the cup containing tea and took some of
the honeysuckle flowers and placed them in the
tea.
While she was doing this and sipping the
tea, she was telling how fond she was of flowers
and what a delicate flavor they gave to the tea.
Then she said: "I will let you taste some of my
tea and see if you like it," and ordered one of
the eunuchs to bring us some tea, the same as she
was drinking. When it came, she put some of
the honeysuckle flowers in the cup for us and
watched us drink it. It was the most delicious
tea I had ever tasted and the putting of flowers
in it gave it an extremely delicate flavour.
she could reach them.

CHAPTER FOUR

A LUNCHEON WITH THE EMPRESS

When we had finished drinking tea, she told us
go with her into the next room, where the
had been prepared for limch, and I wondered if she had any room for lunch, after all
that she had just eaten, but I soon found out.
As soon as she was inside the room, she ordered
the covers to be removed and they were all taken

to

tables

one time. Then she took her seat at the
head of the table and told us to stand at the foot.
She then said: "generally the Emperor takes
off at

lunch with me when we have the theatre, but he is
shy to-day, as you are aU new to him. I hope
he will get over it and not be so bashful. You
three had better eat with

we knew

me to-day."

Of course,

that this was an especial favor, and

thanked her by kowtowing before we commenced
to eat. This kowtowing, or bowing our heads to
the ground, was very tiring at first and made us
dizzy, imtil we got used to it.

When we commenced

to eat.

Her Majesty

ordered the eunuchs to place plates for us and
give us silver chopsticks, spoons,
39

etc.,

and

said:
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"I am sorry you have to eat standing, but I cannot break the law of our great ancestors. Even
the Young Empress cannot sit in my presence.
I am sure the foreigners must think we are barbarians to treat our Court ladies in this way and
I don't wish them to know anything about our
customs.

You

will see

how

differently I act in

their presence, so that they cannot see

my

true

self."

I was watching her while she was talking to
my mother and marvelled to see how she could
eat, after having eaten such a quantity of candy,
walnuts, etc., while in her bedroom.
Beef was a thing that was tabooed within the
precincts of the Palace, as it was considered a
great sin to Mil and eat animals that were used
The food consisted mostly
as beasts of burden.
of pork, mutton and game, fowls and vegetables.
This day we had pork cooked in ten different
ways, such as meat balls, sliced cold in two different ways, red and white, the red being cooked
with a special kind of sauce made of beans which
gives it the red color and has a delicious taste.
Chopped pork with chopped bamboo shoots, pork
cut in cubes and cooked with cherries and pork
cooked with onions and sliced thin. This last
dish was Her Majesty's favorite and I must say
Then there was a sort of pancake
it was good.
made of eggs, pork and mushrooms chopped fine
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pork cooked with cabbage and
another dish cooked with turnips. The fowl and
mutton was cooked in several different ways. In
the center of the table was a very large bowl
about two feet in diameter of the same yeUow
porcelain, in which there was a chicken, a duck
and some shark fins in a clear soup. Shark fins
are considered a great dehcacy in China. BeBides this there was roast chicken, boneless chicken
and roast duck. Ducks and chickens are stuffed
with little pine needles to give them a fine flavor
and roasted in open air ovens.
There was another dish that Her Majesty was
very fond of and that was the skin of roast pork
cut into very small shces and fried vmtil it curls

up

fried, also

like a rasher of bacon.

As a rule the Manchu people seldom eat rice,
but are very fond of bread and this day we had
bread, made in a number of different ways, such
as baked, steamed, fried, some with sugar and
some with salt and pepper, cut in fancy shapes
or made in fancy moulds such as dragons, butterflies, flowers, etc., and one kind was made with
mincemeat

inside.

Then we had

different kinds of pickles, of which

a

number of

Her Majesty

was very fond. Then there was beans and green
peas, and peanuts made intp cakes and served
with sugarcane syrup.
I did not eat very much, as I was too busy
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watching Her Majesty and listening to what she
said, although she told us to eat all we could.
In addition to all I have mentioned, we had manydifferent kinds of porridge, some made of sweet
corn and some with tiny yellow rice (like bird
seed),

and Her Majesty

said that

we must

all

eat porridge after our meat.

After we had finally fisnished eating. Her
Majesty rose from the table and said: "Come
into my bedroom and you will see the Young
Empress and the Court ladies eat; they always
eat after I am finished." We went with her and
I stood near the door between the two rooms
and saw the Young Empress and Court ladies
come in and stand around the table eating very
quietly.
They were never allowed to sit down
and eat their food.
All this time the theatre had been going on
playing some fairy tales, but they were not near
as interesting as the first play that we had seen.
Her Majesty sat on her long couch in the bedroom and the eunuch brought her some tea and
she ordered some brought for us. My reader
can imagine how delighted I was to be treated
in this way.
In China the people think their
sovereign is the supreme being and that her word
is law.
One must never raise their eyes when
talking to her.

This

a sign of great respect.
I thought these extreme favors must be most
is

A LUNCHEON WITH THE EMPRESS
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I had been told that Her Majesty had
temper, but seeing her so kind and
gracious to us and talking to us in such a motherly
way, I thought my informant must be wrong

unusual.

a very

and

fierce

that she

was the sweetest woman

in the

world.

When Her

Majesty had rested a while, she
was time we were returning to the
city, as it was getting late.
She gave us eight
big yellow boxes of fruit and cakes to take home
with us. She said to my mother "Tell Yii Keng
(my father) to get better soon and teU him to
take the medicine I am sending by you and to
rest well.
Also give him these eight boxes of
fruit and cakes."
I thought my father, who had
been quite iU since we returned from Paris, would
not be much benefited if he ate aU those cakes.
However, I knew he would appreciate her kind
told us that

it

:

thoughtfulness even

if it

were detrimental to

his

health.

perhaps most of my readers know, it is the
custom to kowtow when Her Majesty gives pres-

As

and we kowtowed to her when she gave us
the fruit and cakes and thanked her for her kindents

ness.

Just as we were leaving. Her Majesty said to
mother that she hked us very much and
wanted us to come and be her Court ladies and
thought this was
stay at the Palace.

my

We
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another great favor and again thanked her, and
she asked us when we could come and told us to

bring our clothes and things only, as she would
fix everything for us and showed us the house
we would live in when we came and told us to

come back

inside of

two days.

This house con-

tained three very large rooms and was situated

on the right side of her own or private Palace.
This Palace Ler Shou Tong (Ever Happy
Palace) is situated on the shores of the lake and
was Her Majesty's favorite place and where she
spent most of her time, reading and resting and
when the spirit moved her she would go for a
sail on the lake.
In this Palace she had quite a
number of bedrooms and made use of them aU.
When she had finished showing us this house
we took leave of Her Majesty, the Young
Empress and the Court ladies, and after a long
and tiresome ride, reached home exhausted but
happy, after the most eventful day of our lives.
When we got into the house, we were surprised
to find several eunuchs waiting our return.
They had brought us each four rolls of Imperial
brocade from Her Majesty. Once more we had
to bend to custom in thanking her for these gifts.
This time, the gift having been sent to the house,
we placed the silk on a table in the center of the
room and kowtowed to thank Her Majesty and
told the eunuchs to tell Her Majesty how grate-
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ful

we were

to her for all her kindness

4S

and for

the beautiful gifts.

There

is

another thing that had to be done

according to the custom, and that was to give the
eunuchs a present or tip, and we had to give
each of the eunuchs ten taels for their trouble.
afterwards found out that when eunuchs

We

went anywhere to take presents for Her Majesty,
they were required to report to her when they returned how the recipient had thanked her and
what had been given them, which she allowed
them to keep. She also asked them numerous
questions about our house, whether we were
pleased with her, etc. These people are extremely fond of talking and after we had returned to the Palace again, they told us what
Her Majesty had said abdut us the first day we
were there.
My mother felt very much worried to go to
the Palace and leave my father all alone owing

we could not diswe returned to the

to his being in poor health, but

obey Her Majesty's order, so
Palace three days later.
Our first day there was a busy one for us.
When we first arrived we went and thanked Her
Majesty for the present that she had sent us.
She told^ us that she was very busy to-day, as
she was going to receive a Russian lady, Madame
Plan9on, wife of the Russian Minister to China,
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who was bringing a miniature
-

portrait of the

Czar and Czarina and family as a present from the
Czar to her, the Empress Dowager. She asked
me if I could speak Russian. I told her that I
could not, but that most Russians spoke French,
which seemed to satisfy her. She, however, said:
"Why don't you tell me you speak Russian, I
won't know or be able to find out," and at the
same time was looking at one of the Court ladies.
I concluded that someone must be fooling her,
for she seemed to appreciate the fact that I had
told her the truth.
This afterwards proved to
be true and one of the Court ladies was dismissed
for pretending she could talk foreign languages
when she could not speak a word.
Besides this audience there was the theatre and
the engagement ceremony of Her Majesty's
nephew, Ter Ju. The engagement ceremony,
according to the Manchu custom, is performed
by two of the Princesses of the Royal family
going to the house of the prospective bride, who
sits on her bed crosslegged, her eyes closed and
awaits their coming.
house, they go to her

When

they arrive at the

bedroom and place a symbol
called Ru Yee, made of pure jade about one and
a half feet long, in her lap and suspend two small
bags made of silk and beautifully embroidered,
each containing a gold coin, from the buttons
of her gown, and place two gold rings on her

A LUNCHEON WITH THE EMPRESS

47,

on which is carved the characters Ta Hsi
(Great Happiness). The meaning of the sym-

fingers,

bol or sceptre

During

Ru Yee is "May all joy be yours."

this entire

ceremony absolute

silence

maintained and immediately they have finished,
they return to the Palace and inform Her
Majesty that the ceremony has been completed.

is

CHAPTER FIVE

AN AUDIENCE WITH THE EMPRESS
No one informed us the day before that there
was to be an audience to receive the Russian
Minister's wife on that very day. We told Her
Majesty that we must go and change our clothes
The dresses we
wore that day were very simply made and short.
The reason we wore this kind of costume was
that there was no carpet and the bare brick floor
in order to receive this lady.

had ruined our beautiful red velvet gowns, also
the clumsy eunuchs had kept stepping on our
trains all the time.
We had made up our minds
that short dresses for general wear every day
would be more practical. Her Majesty said:
"Why must you change your clothes? I see you
look much better without that tail dragging
behind you on the floor. I laughed at the idea
of having a tail on one's dresses. I noticed that
the first day when you came to the Court."
Before we had time to explain to her, she said:
"I see, dresses with tails behind must be more
dignified than short ones,

her

it

was

so.

Then

am

I right?"

she said:

We told

"Go and put on
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We imme-

went and changed. My sister and mywore our pink crepe de chine gowns, trimmed
with Brussels lace and transparent yokes of the
same color chiffon. My mother wore her gray
crepe de chine embroidered with black roses and
a little touch of pale blue satin on her coUar and
diately
self

belt.

We

dressed in a great hm-ry, as

Her

Majesty had sent eunuchs to see if we were ready.
When she saw us she exclaimed: "Here are three
fairies

with long

Then

tails."

she asked us: "Is

very tiring to hold half of your dress in your
The costume is
pretty, but I do dislike the tail, there is no sense
having a thing like that. I wonder what these
foreigners wiU think of me having you dressed
in their costume.
I am sure they won't hke the
idea.
reason is this I want them to see you
in foreign clothes in order to let them understand
I know something about the way they dress. I
must say that no foreign ladies have yet been
presented to me dressed in such lovely gowns
as you three have. I don't beheve foreigners are
as wealthy as the Chinese.
I also notice they
wear very httle jewelry. I was told that I have
more jewelry than any sovereign in the world
and yet I am getting more aU the time."
were very busy getting ready to receive
Mdme. Plan9on, who arrived about eleven o'clock
it

hand when you are walking?

My

We

:

so
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and was received in the waiting room of the first
courtyard by my sister and from there conducted
to the audience hall, Ren Shou Dien, where she
was received by Her Majesty, who was sitting
on her big throne on the raised dais. The Emperor was present, sitting on Her Majesty's left
hand and I stood on her right to interpret for
her.
Her Majesty was dressed in a yellow
transparent satin brocade gown, embroidered with
hollyhocks and the Chinese character "Shou"
(Long Life) and trimmed with gold braid. She
wore her big pearl, which is about the size and
shape of an egg, suspended from the button of
her dress, also numerous bracelets and rings and
gold

finger

nail

protectors.

Her

hair

was

dressed in the same style as usual.

When Mdme.

Plan9on entered the hall, my
brought her to the steps of the dais and
she courtesied to Her Majesty. I then went
forward and brought her up onto the dais and
Her Majesty shook hands with her and she presented the photograph which she had brought
to Her Majesty.
Her Majesty made a very
pretty speech of acceptance, expressing her
sister

appreciation of the gift of their Majesties, the
Czar and Czarina. I interpreted this speech in

French to Mdme. Plan9on, as she could not speak
English. After this. Her Majesty told me to
take Mdme. Plan9on to the Emperor, which I

AN AUDIENCE WITH THE EMPRESS

61

did.
He stood up when she came near and shook
hands with her and asked after their Majesties'
health.
This over, Her Majesty stepped down
from her throne and took Mdme. Plan9on to her
own Palace, the one with so many bedrooms, and
when they arrived, Her Majesty asked her to
sit down, and they talked together for about ten
minutes, I interpreting for them, after which I
took her to see the Young Empress.
The Manchu law is very strict as regards the

mother-in-law and the daughter-in-law, and the

Young Empress had been

sitting

behind the

screen at the back of the throne during the audi-

and it was there that I foxmd her. From
there we went to the banquet haU, where luncheon
was served in Manchu style.
Here I must explain the diflPerence between
the Chinese way of eating and the Manchu. The
ence,

Chinese place the bowls of food, one at a time,
and everyone eats out

in the center of the table

of these bowls, sticking their chopsticks in and

helping themselves to what they want.

Manchus

other country.

and

and are served with
same as in any
Her Majesty was very proud of

eat quite differently

individual bowls

this

The

and

dishes, the

saved time, not to mention
The food in the Palace was

said that

it

being cleaner.
always very good and clean, especially when

we

had foreign guests, and of course we had a variety
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of dishes for such occasions, such as sharkfins,
birds' nest pudding, not to mention a great quantity of other things.

Her Majesty had given me the order that
morning to have the tables nicely decorated and
they did look very nice when we sat down.
Besides the usual tableware, we had gold dragon
menu

holders, little peach-shaped silver saucers

with almonds and dried watermelon seeds,
and knives and forks in addition to chopsticks.
Her Majesty and the Emperor never ate with
filled

guests, so

the

Mdme. Plan9on was

entertained

by

Imperial Princess and the Court ladies.

When luncheon was half over a eunuch came and
told

me

once.

that

Her Majesty wanted

to see

me

at

The thought flashed through my head that

something had gone wrong, or that some of the
eunuchs had been making false reports, a bad
habit of the Court; and I was much surprised to
find her aU smiles.
She told me what a nice,
polite lady Mdme. Plangon was, that she had
seen many ladies who had come to the Court, but
none with manners like this one, that she was
sorry to say that some of the ladies who came
did not behave very well.
She said: "They seem
to think we are only Chinese and do not know
anything, and look

down upon

these things very quickly
see people

who

and

us.

am

I notice

surprised to

claim ±o be well educated and

View taken from Pei Yeun Dien^
Spreading Cloud Pavilion, Summer Palace
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way they do. I think we
they call barbarians are much more civil-

civilized acting the

whom

and have better manners." She was always
very polite to the foreign ladies, no matter how
ized

badly they beliaved, but after they had gone,
she

would

tell

us

who was

nice

and who was

not.

After she had finished saying this, she gave me
a beautiful piece of green jade to give to Madame
Plan^on. When I gave it to her, she said she
wished to thank Her Majesty, and I took her
to the Palace again.

When we
how

had

finished luncheon, she told

me

pleased she was with her reception and the

kindness that

Her Majesty had shown

her,

and

took her departure, we accompanying her to the
courtyard of the Audience Hall, where her chair

was waiting.
Her Majesty had made a rule or custom that
after all guests had departed, we must go to her
and report everything. I suppose she was like
all women, a bit of a gossip as well as the rest;
She wanted to know
it appeared so at any rate.
what Mdme. Plan9on said, whether she liked the
jade and whether she enjoyed her luncheon, etc.
Her Majesty was very weE pleased that I had
interpreted so well for her and said: "I have
never had anyone to interpret for me this way
Although I don't understand the lanbefore.
guage, I can see that you speak it fluently. How
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I will never let you go away
any more. Sometimes the foreign

did you learn?

from me

own interpreters, but I can't
understand their Chinese and have to guess at
what they are saying, especially some of the missionaries Mrs. Conger brings with her.
I am
very happy to have you and want you to stay
with me as long as I live and I will arrange a
marriage for you, but won't tell you just now."
I felt very happy at what Her Majesty had
said and thought I had made my debut imder
very favorable auspices, and was very glad that
Her Majesty liked me; but this marriage question worried me, for nothing was farther from
my mind than this. I afterwards told my
mother about it and she told me not to worry,
as I could always refuse when the time came.
ladies bring their

When we had told Her Majesty all that
Mdme. Plan9on had said, she told us we could
go to our rooms, that as we had risen early that
morning and had worked very hard, we must be
and needed rest, that she would not need
us any more that day. We courtesied to her
according to the custom when saying good night,
and retired.

tired

CHAPTER SIX
IN

The

ATTENDANCE ON HER MAJESTY
we had our

building where

rooms, as I

have said before, contained four large rooms and
a

hall,

and we

three,

my

mother, sister and

my-

each took a room and gave the fourth to
our maids. Her Majesty had ordered a eunuch
self,

to

accompany us and

this

eunuch told us that

Her Majesty had ordered four young eunuchs to
attend on us and that

should

tell

him.

He

if

they did not behave,

we

name was

Li,

also said his

but as there were so many by this name, including the head eunuch, it was very hard to tell

them

apart.

When we

which took some time, he
pointed to a building on our right and said that
it was Her Majesty's own Palace and the one
which we had just left. I could not understand
why it had taken us so long to come, when the
Palace was so near, and asked him about it. He
told us that our little buildings were at the left
;side of the Emperor's Palace and that Her
Majesty had had the entrance leading from our
place to her Palace closed up for certain reasons
arrived,
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which he would not tell, but said "You see this
place ought to face East instead of towards the
lake."
The view on the lake was beautiful and
I told him I liked it much better the way it was.
He smiled and said: "You will have to learn a
I
lot before you find out this wicked place."
was surprised at what the eunuch said, but did
:

not like to ask him a;ny questions.

He

also told

us that the Emperor's Palace was just behind
our place and was a large building similar to

Her

Majesty's Palace.

We

looked and could

see the trees of his courtyard above the roof.

Then he pointed to another building behind the
Emperor's, which was larger but lower than the
Emperor's Palace, and also had a large courtyard, and said it was the Young Empress's Palace.
It had two buildiags flanking it on each
side and the eunuch told us that the one on the
That
left was the Secondary Wife's bedroom.
there had been an entrance between the two Palaces, but that Lao Fo Yeh (The great old
Buddha), as the eunuchs called Her Majesty,
had blocked it up so that the Emperor and
Empress could not communicate with each other,
except through Her Majesty's own Palace. I
suppose this was the way she kept watch over
them and knew at aU times what they were doing.
This was all news to me and I did not know what
to think of it. I was afraid that this eunuch Li
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me more
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of these curious things, so

I told him I was tired and would go to my room
rest, and he went away.
When I finally got inside my room and had
a chance to look around, I saw that it was very
prettily furnished with ebonywood furniture,
which was covered with red satin cushions and
the windows were hung with red silk curtains.
All the bedrooms were just ahke. The kong
(bed) was made of brick covered with the same
kind of wood and ran along the waU under the
front window. It had high teaster posts with
slats running across on which red curtains were
hung. These kongs are very curiously built.
They are made of brick and have a hole in the
front center in which fire is placed to heat the
brick in winter time. During the day a sort of
table is placed on top of the kong and removed
again at night.
Shortly after we had gone to our rooms, some
eunuchs came and brought our dinner, which they
placed on a table in the center of the hall. They
told us the food had been sent by Her Majesty
and that she had ordered them to tell us to make
were so tired that
ourselves comfortable.
we could not eat very much and were about to
retire for the night when this eunuch Li came
again and told us that we must be up at five
o'clock, not later, so I told my eunuch to knock

and

We
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at five.

Immediately after

this

we went to bed, but did not sleep immediately,
as we wanted to talk over the events of the day,
which had been many and strange. After we
did finally get to bed, it seemed as if we had just
fallen asleep when I heard someone knocking on
my window. I woke up with a start and asked
what the matter was and a eunuch told me it
was five o'clock and time to get up.
I ioimediately got up and opened my window
and looked out. The day was just dawning and
the sky was a beautiful deep red which was
reflected in the lake, which was perfectly calm.
The scenery was lovely and in the distance I
could see Her Majesty's peony mountain, which
was literally covered with these beautiful flowers.
I dressed at once and went to Her Majesty's
Palace and there met the Young Empress sitting
on the veranda. I courtesied to her as a good
morning salute. The Emperor's Secondary wife
was there also, but we had been ordered not to
courtesy to her, as she was considered iiot to have
any standing there. There was also a number of
young Court ladies, many of whom I had never
seen before. The Young Empress introduced
me to them, saying that they were also Court
ladies.
They were daughters of high Manchu
officials and some were very pretty and bright.

The Young Empress

told

me

that these ten
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were just ten there) were never allowed
go near Her Majesty, as they were just learning the court etiquette. They were all dressed
very nicely in pretty Manchu gowns, the same
design as that worn by the Young Empress.
After I had been introduced to these young
ladies and talked with them a while, I went inside
with the Young Empress and there met Sze
Gurgur, fourth daughter of Prince Ching and a
young widow twenty-four years of age; Yuen
Da Nai Nai, widow of Her Majesty's nephew.
Both were busy getting things ready for Her
Majesty. The Young Empress told us that
we must go at once to Her Majesty's bedroom
and assist Her Majesty to dress, so we went
at once and courtesied to her and said: "Lao
Tsu Tsung Chi Hsiang" (old ancestor, all joy
be with you). Her Majesty was still in bed
and smiled to us and asked us if we had slept
well.
We told her the rooms were very comfortable, etc.
I thought to myself, we had slept
very well for the little time we had, but I had
not had half enough. The day before had been
very hard for us and we were quite unused to it
and it had made us very lame and sore running
around so much.
She asked us if we had had any breakfast and
we told her not yet. She scolded Li for not

[(there

to

having given the order for our breakfast to be
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brought to our rooms and said: "You must not
feel like strangers, order anything you may
want." Then she arose and started to dress.
She put on her white silk socks first, having slept
in her pantaloons as is the custom, and tied them
at the ankle with pretty ribbon.
I must tell
you here that although she always slept in her
clothes, she changed them for clean ones every
day.
Then she put on a pale pink shirt of soft
material and over that a short silk gown, that was
embroidered with bamboo leaves, as she always
wore low heeled shoes in the morning and consequently could not wear her long gowns. After
she had dressed she walked over to a window in
front of which were two long tables covered with
toilet articles of every kind and description.
As she was washing her face and dressing her
hair, she said to my mother that she could not
bear to have the servant girls, eunuchs, or old
women, touch her bed, that they were dirty, so
the Court ladies

must make

my

it.

When

she said

and myself, we were
and said: "You two
must not think for a moment that the Court ladies do servant's work, but you know I am an old
woman and could easily be your grandmother
and it will do you no harm to work a little for
me. When it comes your turn, you can superintend the others and don't have to do the work
this she

turned to

standing a

little

sister

to one side,
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Then Her Majesty

said

with your

own hands."

me: "Der Ling you are a great help to me in
way and I make you my first lady-in-waiting.
You must not work too much for you wiU

to

every

have to make

all

the arrangements for the audi-

ences for foreigners and you will have to inter-

I also want you to look after

pret for me.

my

work
at all. Roon Ling (my sister) can choose what
she likes to do. I have two more besides you,
Sze Gurgur and Yuen Da Nai Nai, making four
altogether and you must aU work together. It
is not necessary to be too polite to them and if
they are not nice to you, you let me know."
Although I was very happy at receiving this apjewels and don't want you to do rough

knew

that according to custom I
thanked Her Majesty very
I
so
kindly for the honor she had given me and said
that I did not know enough to hold such an
important position and would prefer to be just
an ordioary Court lady, and that I would learn
as quickly as possible to be useful to her.
She
hardly let me finish what I was saying, when she
laughed and said: "Stop! don't say anything like
that; you are too modest, which shows you are
very clever and not a bit conceited. I am surprised to see what a perfect little Manchu lady
you are, knowing even such small etiquette as
this, although you have spent many years outside

pointment, I

must refuse

it,

6a
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She was very fond of making fun
and liked very much to tease, and said that I
could try and if she saw that I could not do the
work, she would scold me and put someone else
in my place.
After all this that she had said, I
accepted the appointment and went over to her
bed to see how it was made, and I found that it
was very easy work to do. As this would be one
of my duties, I watched while the bed was being
fixed.
First of all, after Her Majesty had
risen, the bedclothes were taken out into the
courtyard by the eunuchs and aired, then the bed,
which was made of beautifully carved wood, was
brushed off with a sort of whiskbroom, and
of China."

a piece of

felt

placed over

it.

Then

three

thick mattresses made of yellow brocade were
placed over the felt. After this came the sheets
made of different colored soft silk, and over the

whole thing was placed a covering of plain yellow satin embroidered with gold dragons and
blue clouds. She had a great many pillows, all
beautifully embroidered, which were placed on
the bed during the daytime but had a particular
one stuffed with tea leaves on which she slept.
It is said that stuffing the pillow on which you
sleep with tea leaves is good for the eyes.
In
addition to all thejfe, she had another very curiously shaped piUow about twelve inches long in
the middle of which was a hole about three inches
;
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was stuffed with dried flowers, and
the idea of the hole was that when she laid on it
she could place her ear in this hole and in this
way hear any and every sound. I suppose in that
way no one could come on her unawares.
square.

It

Besides this last yellow embroidered cover,
there were six covers of different colors, pale
mauve, blue, pink, green and violet, and were
placed one on top of the other. Over the top
of the bed was a frame of wood handsomely
carved and from this frame white crepe curtains,
beautifully embroidered, hung, and numerous little gauze silk bags filled with scent were suspended from the carved work of the frame. The
odor from these bags was very strong and made
one feel sick until they became used to it. Her
Majesty was also very fond of musk and used
it on all occasions.
It took us about fifteen minutes to

make

the

and when I had finished, I turned around
and saw that Her Majesty was dressing her hair.
I stood beside her Majesty while the eunuch
was dressing it and saw that as old as she was,
she still had beautiful long hair which was as soft
as velvet and raven black.
She parted it in the
center and brought it low at the back of her ears,
and the back braid was brushed up on the top
of her head and made it into a tight knot. When
she had finished doing .this, she was ready to have
bed,
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Gu'un Dzan (Manchu headdress) placed on

and pinned through the knot with two large pins.
Her Majesty always dressed her hair first and
then washed her face. She was as fussy andparticular as a young girl and would give it to
the eunuch if he did not get it just to suit her.
She had dozens of bottles of all kinds of perfume,
also perfumed soap.
When she had finished
washing her face, she dried it on a soft towel and
sprayed it with a kind of glycerine made of
honey and flower petals. After that she put
some kind of strong scented pink powder on her
face.

When she had completed her toilet,
to

me and said

:

"It must seem to you quite funny

to see an old lady like

and pains
like to

she turned

me

taking so

much

care

and fixing up. Well! I
dress myself up and to see others dress
in dressing

It always gives

me pleasure to see pretty

girls dressed nicely; it

makes you want to be

nicely.

young again

yourself."

I told her that she

looked quite young and was
that although

still

beautiful,

and

we were young we would

never
dare compare ourselves with her. This pleased
her very much, as she was very fond of compliments, and I took great pains that morning to
study her and to find out what she liked and

what she
After

didn't.

this

Her Majesty

took

me

into another
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room and showed me where her jewels were kept.
This room was covered with shelves on three
sides of the room from top to bottom, on which
were placed piles of ebony boxes all containing
Small yellow strips were pasted on some
of the boxes on which was written the contents.
Her Majesty pointed to a row of boxes on the
right side of the room and said: "Here is where
I keep my favorite everyday jewels, and some
day you must go over them and see that they are
all there.
The rest are aU jewels which I wear
on special occasions. There are about three thousand boxes in this room and I have a lot more
locked up in my safety room, which I will show

jewels.

you when I am not busy." Then she said: ""I
am sorry you cannot read and write Chinese,
otherwise I would give you a list of these things
and you could keep a check on them." I was
very much surprised at this and wondered who
had told her I couldn't. I was anxious to know,
but did not dare to ask her, so I told her that
although I was not a scholar, I had studied
Chinese for some time and could read and write

me a list I would
"That is funny, someone told me the first day you were here, I forget
now who it was, that you could not read or write
your own language at all." While she was saying this, she was looking all around the room and
a

little,

that

try and read

if

it.

she would give

She

said:
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I was sure she knew who it was that had told
her, but she would not tell me.
Then she said:
"When we have time this afternoon, I will go
over this list with you. Bring me those five

row of shelves." I brought the
boxes to her room and placed them on the table.
She opened the first one and it contained a most
beautiful peony made of coral and jade and each
boxes on the

first

This flower
was made by stringing the petals which were
made of coral on very fine brass wire, also the
leaves which were made of pure jade.
She took
this fiower and placed it on the right side of her
headdress. Then she opened another box and
took from it a magnificent jade butterfiy made in
the same way. This was an invention of her
petal trembled like a real flower.

own and

it was done by carving the coral and
jade into petals and leaves and boring holes in
the lower ends through which brass wire was run.
The other two boxes contained bracelets and

rings of different patterns.

There was a pair of

gold bracelets set with pearls, another pair set
with jade, with a piece of jade hanging from the

end of a small gold chain,

etc.

The

last

two

contained chains of pearls, the like of which I

never saw before, and I

fell in

love with

them

at

once.

Her Majesty

took one which was

made

into a

plum blossom

string

by winding a

circle

of five pearls around a larger one, then one single
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around a
large one, and so on, making quite a long chain,
which she suspended from one of the buttons of
her gown.
At this juncture one of the Court ladies came
in carrying several gowns for Her Majesty to select from.
She looked at them and said that none
of them suited her, to take them back and bring
more. I had a look at them and thought they
were perfectly lovely, such pretty colors and so
beautifully embroidered. In a short while the
same Court lady came back carrying more, and
from these Her Majesty selected a sea-green one
embroidered all over with white storks. She put
this gown on and looked at herself in the mirror
for a while, then took off her jade butterfly.
She
said: "You see I am very particular about little
details.
The jade butterfly is too green and it
kills my gown.
Put it back in the box and bring
me a pearl stork in No. 35 box." I went back
to the jewel room and fortunately found No.
35 box and brought it to her. She opened the
box and took from it a stork made entirely of

pearl, then another circle of five pearls

pearls set in silver, the bird's
coral.

The

pearls

were so cleverly
seen at

all

making

bill

the

being

made

of

body of the bird

set that the silver could not be

unless one looked at

it

very closely.

It was a most magnificent piece of workmanship
and the pearls were of perfect color and shape.
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and placed it in her hair
and did look very graceful and pretty. Then she
picked out a mauve-colored short jacket, also embroidered with storks, which she put on over her
gown. Her handkerchief and shoes were also
embroidered with storks and .when she was entook

it

looked like the stork lady.
Just as she had finished dressing, the Emperor

tirely dressed she

Kwang Hsu came

bedroom dressed in
These clothes were exactly
like other official clothes, except that he had no
button on his hat and did not wear the peacock
feather.
He knelt down before Her Majesty
and said: "Chin Baba, Chi Hsiang" (dear father,
It may seem curious that
all joy be with you)
the Emperor and all of us should call Her Majesty father, and the reason why this was done
was because Her Majesty always wanted to be
a man and compelled everyone to address her as
This was only one of
if she were actually one.
into the

his official clothes.

.

her

many

peculiarities.

I did not know whether to courtesy to the

Em-

peror or not, not having received any orders as
to what I should do.
However, I thought it
better to be too polite than not enough, so I

waited until either he or
of the room, as

we were

Her Majesty went

courtesy to anyone in her presence.

while the

out

not allowed to salute or

In a

little

Emperor went out and I followed him

The Empress Dowager dressed

in her bamboo leaf embroidered
robe and wearing her famous pearl cape made of
three thousand five hundred pearls of perfect

shape and color
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out into the hall and just as I was in the act of
courtesying Her Majesty came out. She looked
at me in a very peculiar way, as if she did not

approve of what I had done, but said nothing.
I felt very uncomfortable and made up my mind
that being too polite did not always pay after
aU.

I then returned to the room again and saw a
small eunuch placing several yellow boxes on a
table at the left side of the rooip.

Her Majesty

seated herself in a large chair, which was called

eunuch opened the
boxes, took a yellow envelope from each box and
handed them to Her Majesty. She opened these
envelopes with an ivory paper knife and read
their contents.
They were memorials from the
heads of the different Boards, or from the Vice-

her

little

throne,

and

this

roys of the different Provinces.

The Emperor

had come back and was standing at the side of
this table and after she had finished reading, she
handed them over to him. While all this was
being done I stood at the back of her chair. I
watched the Emperor as the different papers

were handed to him and noticed that

it

did not

take him very long to finish reading their contents.
After he was finished reading the papers,
they were placed back in the boxes. During aU

time absolute silence was maintained. Just
as tiiey had finished the head eunuch came in,

this
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down and announced

Her

Majesty's
She immediately got up and
that

chair was ready.
went out of the house, we following her, and I
took her arm while she was descending the steps
to go to her chair. When she had entered the
chair to go to the Audience Hall, the Emperor
and Young Empress and we all followed in our
usual places, the eunuchs, amahs and servant
girls carrying all the things exactly the same as
was done the first day I came to the Palace.
When we arrived at the Audience Hall, we took
our places behind the big screen and the audience
commenced. I was very curious to find out just
how the audiences were conducted and wanted to
listen to what was going on, but the Court ladies
would not leave me alone. However, when they
were all talking together with my sister, I stole
away into a corner where I could sit and rest
and listen to the conversation between the different Ministers and Her Majesty. Trust a

woman for being inquisitive.
The first part of the audience I could not hear
very well, as so many people were whispering and
talking at the same time, but by peeping through
the carved-work of the screen, I could see a Gen-

Her Majesty. I also saw the
members of the Grand Council come in headed by
Prince Ching, who was the Councillor-in-Chief.
After the General had finished, Her Majesty
eral talking to
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talked with Prince Ching about the appointment
of some minor

officials,

a

list

of whose names had

been handed to her. She looked over this list and
spoke about several of the people, but Prince

Ching suggested some others, saying: "Although
these people whose names have been submitted to
Your Majesty should receive appointments,
those that I have suggested are better fitted for
the positions."
I leave

it all

Her Majesty

to you."

said:

"All right,

Then I heard Her Maj-

Emperor, "Is that correct?" and
he replied, "Yes." This finished the Audience
for the morning and the Ministers and Grand
Councillors took their leave. We came out from
behind the screen to Her Majesty and she said
that she wanted to go for a walk to get some
esty say to the

fresh

air.

The

servant girls brought her a mir-

it on a table^ and Her Majesty took
heavy headdress, leaving the simple knot
on the top of her head, which was quite becoming.
She wanted to change some of the flower
jewels and I opened a box which one of the
eunuchs had brought and took out some very
dainty flowers made of pearls. I handed her
one which she placed at the side of this knot, then
she selected a jade dragonfly which she placed
on the other side. She said these small flowers
were favorites of hers and she liked to wear them
when she took off her heavy headdress. I was

ror,

placed

off her
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watching her very closely and wondered what I
was going to do with the flowers she had taken
off.
I had not brought the boxes to put them
in, as I did not know she was going to change
again after the audience, and felt a little nervous as to what was the right thing to do, or as

what she would say. However, I saw a
eunuch come in carrying these boxes and felt

to

much

relieved.

I quickly placed the things in

the boxes where they belonged.

CHAPTER SEVEN

SOME INCIDENTS OF THE COURT

My first day with Her Majesty was very tryknow just what she wanted or
wanted things done, and no one seemed
wiUing to tell me; but by watching very closely
I was soon able to grasp the situation. After I
had finished putting the things in the boxes I
did not know whether to take them back to the
ing as I did not

how

she

jewel room or not, or whether to wait until Her
Majesty ordered me, and again I was in a quanI saw she was talking to my mother, so
I waited a little time and finally made up my
mind I would risk it and take them back, which
I did. As I was returning I met Her Majesty
dary.

in the big courtyard.

gown

She had just changed her
much shorter as she had

again and looked

changed her shoes for ones with lower heels.
This gown was made of heavy sky-blue crepe
with no embroidery at all, just trimmed with
pale pink ribbons, and she looked very nice in
also

it.

When Her

Majesty saw me, she asked me:
I told her that I had

"Where have you been?"

just been putting her jewels away.
78
._

Then

she
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put them away
them? I forgot
to tell you this morning, although I had meant
to."
I said that no one had told me anything,
that I was afraid to have the eunuchs taking such
valuable things here and there, that I was sure
that she did not want to use them any more, so
I thought it would be safer to put them away in
the jewel room again.
Her Majesty looked at
me and said: "I can see that these girls don't tell
you anything and I am very glad to see that you
have done just the right thing. That is why I
thought someone must have told you what to do.
Anything you want to know you can ask me, but

"Has anyone

said:

as soon as I

am

don't talk to these
see

from

told

you

to

finished with

mean people

this that there

I could

here."

must be some jealousy

among them and decided that I was well able to
find my own way, as I knew Her Majesty liked

me and would help me out.
Her Majesty walked along

a little way, then
laughed and said to me: "Don't I look more comfortable now? I am going for a long walk and
take lunch on the top of the
place

Come,

up
let

there

and I

am

hill.

is

a nice

will like

it.

us go."

The Emperor had gone back
ace,

There

you

sure

and the head eunuch had

As we were walking

along.

talking and smiling as

if

to his

own Pal-

also disappeared.

Her Majesty was

she

had never a care
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or trouble in the world, or any important questions of state to settle.

I thought from what I

had seen so far that she had a very sweet dispoShe looked back and said: "Just see how
many people are following us." I turned and
saw the same crowd that had accompanied Her
Majesty earlier in the day to the Audience Hall.
After passing out of the large courtyard on
the West side, we came to a large, long veranda
running in a zig-zag fashion along the front of
the lake, and it was so long that I could not see
the end of it. It was very prettily made of solid
carved work from one end to the other. Electric
hghts were hanging from the ceiling at intervals,
and when they were lighted at night, made a
sition.

beautiful sight.

Her Majesty was a very fast walker and we
had to step lively to keep up with her. The
eunuchs and the servant girls walked on the right
side and only one of the eunuchs was allowed to
walk behind us, and he was the one who carried
Her

Majesty's yellow satin

stool,

which, like her

dog, went everywhere she did.

This stool she
walked
used to rest on when taking a walk.
and
began
tired,
long
while
I
to
feel
for quite a
but Her Majesty, as old as she was, was still
walking very fast and did not appear to be the
She asked me if I liked the Palleast bit tired.
whether
I would be satisfied to live with
ace and

We
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was a great pleasure
for me to serve her, that it had been my dream
for years, and now that my dream had come true,
I told her that

her, etc.

I could not help but be

it

satisfied.

We finally arrived at the place where the marwas kept, and I was about

ble boat

never saw such vitality in an old
life as

Her Majesty
had ruled

that she

successfully for so

had, and

this vast

many

it

I

finished.

woman

in

my

was no wonder

Empire of China

so

years.

This boat was magnificent, being one mass of
carved work, but the inside was aU spoiled. Her

Majesty showed us

we were looking

all

over the boat, and whilst

those colored glasses in the
beautiful paintings.

They were

the foreign troops in 1900.

have

it

"Look at
windows and these

at the ruin, she said:

all "spoiled

by

I don't intend to

repaired as I don't want to forget the

lesson I have learned and this is a good reminder." After we had been standing there a
few minutes, a eunuch who had been carrying

came forward, and Her
While we were talking I noticed two large and very fancy-looking

the famous satin stool,

Majesty

sat

down

to rest.

boats approaching us, with several smaller ones

coming along behind. As they came nearer I
saw that they were also very beautifully made,
and looked like floating pagodas of beautifully
carved natural wood. The windows of the
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pagodas were hung with red gauze curtains and
all was trimmed with silk.
Her Majesty said:
"There are the boats. We must go over to the
west side of the lake and have luncheon." Her
Majesty got up and walked to the edge of the
lake, two eunuchs supporting her, one at each
side.
She stepped into the boat and we all followed her example. The inside of the boat was
very nicely furnished with carved ebony furniture with blue satin cushions, one with

many

pots

of flowers on both sides of the window. There
were two more cabins behind this sitting room.
Her Majesty told me to go in to see those two
rooms. One little room was a dressing room
full of toilet articles.
The other one had two
couches and several small chairs for Her
Majesty to rest whenever she felt tired. Her
Majesty sat on her throne and ordered us to sit
on the floor. The eunuchs brought in red satin
cushions for us to sit upon. To sit on the floor
is all right for Chinese clothes, but of course it
was out of the question with Paris gowns, and
I felt very uncomfortable, but did not like to
say so. I wanted to change into Manchu clothes,
for I knew they were comfortable and easy to
work in, but having received no order from Her
Majesty, I did not dare to suggest it. Her
Majesty noticed how very uncomfortable we
looked sitting on the floor. She said: "You can
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you want

and just watch those
my head out of the
window and noticed the Young Empress and
several other Court ladies were in the other boat.
They waved to me, and I waved back. Her
Majesty laughed and said to me: "I give you
this apple to throw to them."
While saying this
she took one from the big plates that stood upon
stand

if

boats following us."

the center table.

to

I put

I tried very hard, but the

apple did not reach the other boat, but went to
Her Majesty laughed
and told me to try again, but I failed. Finally,

the bottom of the lake.

she took one and threw
straight to the other boat

We

it

herself.

and

hit

It

went

one of the

laughed quite heartily.
There were
several open boats full of eunuchs, and another
one of servant girls, amahs and the rest with
Her Majesty's luncheon. The lake was beautiful and looked so green in the sun.
I told Her
Majesty that this color reminded me of the sea.
ladies'

head.

Then I began

all

to enjoy myself.

She said: "You have travelled so much, and yet
you have not had enough, but are still thinking
of the sea. You must not go abroad any more,
but stay with me. I want you to enjoy this
sailing on this lake instead of the rough sea."
I promised her that I would be only too happy
to stay with her.
I must say the truth, I did
enjoy the lovely scenery, the beautiful weather.
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superb sunshine, with Her Majesty so kind to
me and talking to me in such a motherly way
made me love her more and more every minute
I was there.

I was so extremely happy there

that even Paris pleasures

had gone out of

my

memory entirely.
At last we arrived

at another part of the lake.
This was more of a stream, very narrow, just
wide enough for one boat to pass. On both
sides of the bank were planted drooping willow
trees that reminded me of the Chinese Fairy

I have read. This time I saw the seinrant
girls, amahs, and also eunuchs carrying boxes,
walking on both sides of the shore. Only two
tales

boats were going then, the
ours.

Her Majesty

the bottom of the

said:

hill in

Young Empress' and

"We

will arrive at

a few minutes."

When

we came

near the shore I saw her yeUow chair
and several red chairs waiting.
landed and

We

walked to the chairs. I watched Her Majesty
get into hers and noticed this was not the same
chair she used this morning.
This little one was,
of course, of yellow, with yellow poles, and two
eunuchs carried it, with yellow rope across their
shoulders, and four eunuchs supported the poles,
one on each corner of the chair. They were just
going to raise her chair up when she said: "Yii
tai tai (Lady Yii) I give you and your daughters special favor and give you a red 6hair with

TWO YEARS

80

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

red cord that I have given to only a few people."
The Young Empress looked at us, which I understood at once was meant for us to

which we

her,

and waited
Then we went

did,

got into hers.

To my

surprise our

kowtow to
Empress

until the

to search for ours.

own eunuchs were

waiting beside our chairs.

standing

On the poles I noticed

my name

was written and I asked our
eunuch the reason. He said that Her Majesty
gave the order the night before. It was a lovely
ride going to the top of the hiU.
I saw Her
Majesty's chair in front, and the Young Em-

that

They looked

press'.

to mie quite dangerous in

ascending that way, and the

men

back

at the

of the chair had to raise the poles above, their

heads so as to

make

the chair the

same

level

I was quite nervous and was
afraid that they might fall off and

ascending.

in

very

much

injure me.

Our eunuchs were walking

our chairs.

I said to one of them that I was

afraid the chair bearers might slip.

me
to

to look back of

my

my

chair,

which I

He

told

me

told

did,

and

up

also

surprise they had the poles raised

above their heads, and I did not feel

He

beside

it

at aU.

that these chair bearers practice for

such purposes and that there was no danger at
all.

It

made my

heart stop beating looking back

and seeing the other Cburt

way below

ladies in their chairs

mine, the eunuchs and servant girls

The Empress Dowager, Lady
(mother and

down Peony

Lady Roong Ling
and the writer, going

Yii,

sister of the writer)

Hill in the winter time
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time.

we arrived at the top of the hill. We
Her Majesty to alight and followed her

most lovely huilding I ever saw, the hest
Summer Palace to my idea (name of
this pavilion, Ching Fo Ker).
This Palace
had only two rooms, with windows on every side.
One could see everywhere. Her Majesty used
one large one to take her limcheon in and the
into the

one in the

other as a toilet room.

I noticed that wherever

we went we found Her Majesty's toilet room.
Her Majesty took us around the compound and
showed us the lovely flowers planted everywhere.

One of the young eunuchs told me that Her
Majesty's dainties were ready. That was my
first day of real work.
I went out and found
two large yellow boxes of different kinds of candies and fruits, as I have before mentioned.
I
carried

two

plates at a time,

and

finished in nine

them on a square table near her.
She was talking to my mother then about flowers.
I noticed that although she was talking, she
was watching me at the same time. I placed the
plates upon the table very carefully, and already
having noticed the day before what were her
She
favorite dishes, and placed these near her.
smiled at me and said: "You have done it very
And how do you know that these are
nicely.
my favorites and have placed them near me?
times, placing
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Who told you?"

I replied that no one had told
me anything and that I had noticed the day
before what Lao Tsu Tsung liked (according to
the

Manchu custom one must

or one's

Majesty

address a superior

parents in the third person). Her
you use your heart in

said: "I can see

everything (in China people say heart instead
of head) and are not like the crowd I have here;
they haven't the brains of a bird." She was soon

busy eating, and gave

me some

candies,

and

told

to eat right there in her presence. Of
I never forgot to thank her, for I thought I had
She
rather thank her too much than too little.

me

course

me: "Whenever I give you small things
you need not kowtow. Just say 'Hsieh Lao Tsu
Tsung Shang' (Thank the old ancestor), that is
told

:

enough."

After a

little

while she finished eat-

and told me to take the dishes away. She
"To-day is your day, so these things are
yours. Take them out and sit down on, the
veranda and enjoy yourself. You see I could
not eat all. There are lots of things left. If
you like you can tell your own eunuch to send
them to your room." I placed the little dishes
back in the boxes and took them to the veranda.
There I placed them upon the table and told the
Young Empress to eat some. I did not know
whether it was right to offer them to her or not
and thought I could not do her any harm, even
ing,

said:
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would eat
some. I took a piece of candy and had just put
it into my mouth when I heard Her Majesty
calling my name.
I hurried in and fotmd her
sitting at her table ready to take her lunch.
She
said "What else did Mdme. Plan9on say yesterday? Was she really pleased? Do you think
they, the foreigners, really hke me? I don't
think so; on the contrary I know they haven't
forgotten the Boxer Rising in Kwang Hsu's 26th
year.
I don't mind owning up that I like our
old ways the best, and I don't see any reason
if

I tried.

She said

all right,

that she

:

why we

should adopt the foreign

any of the foreign

am

much
ask

ladies ever tell

a fierce-looking old

woman?"

surprised that she should call

me

style.

you

Did

that I

I was very

me

and
She
she was
in

such questions during her meal.

looked quite serious and

it

seemed to

me

I assured her that no one ever
said anything about Her Majesty but nice

quite annoyed.

The foreigners told me how nice she
was, and how graceful, etc. This seemed to
please her, and she smiled and said: "Of course
they have to tell you that, just to make you feel
happy by saying that your sovereign is perfect,
but I know better. I can't worry too much, but
things.

I hate to see China in such a poor condition.
Although the people around me seem to comfort
me by telling that almost every nation feels very

84.
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friendly towards China, I don't think that
true.

I hope

we

will be

While she was saying
expression.

this

is

strong some day."

I noticed her worried

I did not know what to say, but

tried to comfort her

by saying that that time

will

we are all looking forward to it. I
wanted to advise her on some points, but seeing
that she was angry, I thought I, had better not
make any suggestions that day, but wait until
I had another opportunity. I felt sorry for her,
and would have given anything in the world to
help her by telling what the general opinion of
her was so as to let her know the truth, which no
one dared to tell her. Something told me to be
silent.
I kept thinking all the time she was talking to me, and finally made up my mind that
the time was not yet ripe for me to make any
suggestion. I had grown to love her very much,
so I wanted to take care not to offend her; that
would probably finish my ambition. I wanted to
study her first thoroughly and then try to influence her to reform China.
I stood all the time while she was eating. She
got up from the table and handed me her napkin
(this napkin was made of a piece of silk a yard
square, woven in many colors)
One corner was
turned in, and a golden butterfly was fastened
to it.
It had a hook at the back of this butterfly so as to hook on her collar^
She said: "I
come, and

.
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you must be hungry. Go and tell the
Young Empress and the rest of the people to
come and eat. You can eat anything you want
from these tables, so eat all you can." I was
very, very hungry. Just imagine, I had been up
since 5 :00 o'clock and had only a light breakfast,
and had walked a great deal. It was almost
noon when Her Majesty sat down at her table.
She ate so slowly, too. While I stood there
talking to her I thought she would never finish.
She ate a good meal. The Young Empress
stood at the head of the table, and we all stood on
sure

either side.

we

We

did not like to be forward, so

stood at the other end of the table.

The food

was very much the same as the first day we were
there.
Her Majesty came out from the inner
room, had just finished washing her face and
hands, and had changed into another gown.
This one was simple, but very pretty. It was
woven with pink and gray raw silks, which gave
it a changeable hght whenever she moved.
She
came out and said: "I want to see you people
eat; why is it that you are standing at the end
of the table, the best dishes are not there?

All

you come over here and eat near the Yoimg
Empress." So we moved from our end of the
table to the other.
Her Majesty stood near me,
and pointed to a smoked fish and wanted me to
try it, as it was her favorite, and said: "Make
of
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You know you

have to
Of
fight your own battles here with this crowd.
anyone
does
and
tell
me
if
come
course you can
not treat you fair." Her Majesty then went
yourselves at home.

out, saying that she

that

would walk a

some of the court

ladies

bit.

I noticed

did not

look

paid so much
attention to us.
I could see they were a little
jealous of me, but that did not worry me in the
pleased, seeing that

Her Majesty

least.

After we got through our luncheon, I followed
the Young Empress, for it was all so new to me,
and I did not know what I must do ^whether
After seeing that
to join Her Majesty or not.
they were jealous of me, I paid strict attention
to everything, so as not to make any mistake in
doing my work and let them have the satisfaction of laughing at me.
I would not give them
the chance. I heard Her Majesty talking to the
eunuchs who looked after the garden, about some
branches which ought to be cut down, saying they
were lazy. So we went to her. She said to us:
"You see I have to look after everything myself,
if not, my flowers would be ruined.
I can't depend on them at all. I wonder what they are
good for. They ought to look around every day
and cut down the dead branches and leaves.
They have not been punished for several days and
they are looking forward to it." She laughed

—

.
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and said: "I will not disappoint them, but give
them all they wish to have." I thought these people must be idiots, looking forward to a whipping, and wondered who would whip them.
Her
Majesty turned to me and said: "Have you ever
witnessed such an operation?" I told her that I
had, having seen the convicts being whipped at a
Magistrate's Yamen when I was a little girl Mving at Shansi (on the Yangtsze). She said:
"That is nothing. The convicts are not half so
wicked as these eunuchs. Of course they deserve
a heavier punishment when they are bad." Her
Majesty said that I should learn to play dice with
her, as she never had enough people to play with,
so we went back to the same room where she had
taken her lunch.
square table was in the middle of this large room and a little throne of Her

A

Majesty's, facing south (her favorite direction)

Her Majesty

sat on her throne and said to me:
"I wlU show you how to play this game. Do
you think ypu know enough Chinese to read this
map?" I noticed a large map, the same size as

upon it, drawn in different
In the center of the map was written

the table, and laid
colors.

,

the direction of the game.
is

It said: "This

game

called the 'Eight Fairies Travel across the Sea.'

The names
Hsien,

Lan

are

Lu

Hsien,

and Hain Hsien,

Hsien,

Hang

Chang Hsien, Li
Hsien, Tsao Hsien

These seven were masculine
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Hor Hsien was the only lady fairy."
map was the map of the Chinese Empire,

fairies.

This

and the names of the different provinces were
written on the drawing. There were eight pieces
of round ivory, about one inch and a half in diameter and a quarter of an inch thick.
The names
of these fairies were engraved upon them. This
game could be played either by eight people or
four people, when each person had to take two
fairies' places, instead of one.
porcelain bowl
was placed in the center of the map, to compare
the point by throwing six dice into the bowl.
For instance, four people play. One throws
these six dice into the bowl and counts the points
on them. The highest that one could get was 36,
and should 36 be thrown the fairy should go to

A

Hangchow

to enjoy the beautiful scenery.

This

Lu

Hsien and had 36
points and placed this ivory piece of Lu Hsien
on Hangchow upon the map. The same person
has to throw another time for another fairy, so
person threw dice for

each person throws twice

if four people play the
played by eight, These different points count different provinces.
They
are counted thus:
Six dice alike. One pair in

game, and once

if

—

The lowest was the
If any unfortunate fairy got tWs

six dice, to three pairs.

double

1, 2, 3.

he should go on
Any one of the

exile

and be

left

out altogether.

fairies that travelled

roimd the
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first,

was

the winner.

I read this to Her Majesty. She seemed to
be quite pleased, and said: "I had no idea that
you could read so well. This game was my own
invention and I taught three Court ladies to
play. I had a very hard time teacting them.
I also taught them how to read Chinese in order
to play the game, but it took them so long to
learn anything that

I got quite discouraged
before I got through with them. I am sure you

know how

to play

it

now."

I was very

much

surprised to hear that these Court ladies were

I thought they must be

as ignorant as this.

show my
knowledge of Chinese literature. We began to
play the game. Her Majesty was lucky.
The two fairies held by her were way ahead of
ours. One of the Court ladies said to me "You
excellent scholars, so did not dare to

:

will be surprised to see that

Her Majesty

always the winner."
said to

me "You
:

will never

"You

fairies."

She

play

game and

this

said:

of her

is

smiled and

be able to catch

my

are the first day here to

any of your fairies beat
you a nice present, so
I thought I could never get ah^ad

any of mine I
hurry up."

Lao Tsu Tsung

if

will give

fairies, for

they were so far ahead of mine,

but I tried hard, as Her Majesty told me to
out for the points I wanted. I did, but

call

90
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so different that

it

amused

I had no idea how long we
were playing this game. We counted who came
next, and that was one of my fairies, so Her
Majesty said to me: "I was sure you could not
Seeing that yours are
beat me, as no one could.
next to mine, I will give you the present just
the same." While she was saying this she told
a servant girl to bring her some enjbroidered
handkerchiefs. This girl brought several colored ones to her, and she asked me what color I
preferred.
She handed me a pink one and a
pale blue one, aU embroidered with purple
wisteria, and said: "These two are the best, and
I want you to take them." I was just going
to thank her by bowing to the ground, but I
found that my legs could not move. I tried
hard and succeeded finally, with difiiculty. Her
Majesty laughed very heartily at me and said:
"You see you are not accustomed to standing
so long and you cannot bend your knees any
more." Although my legs were sore I thought
I had better not show it, but smiled and told her
that it was nothing, only my legs were a little
stiff, that was aU.
She said: "You must go and
sit on the veranda and rest a minute."
I was
only too glad to sit down, so I went to the
veranda and found the Young Empress sitting
The Young
there with several Court ladies.

her a great deal.
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"You must

be tired standing so
long.
Come and sit near me." My legs were
very stiff and my back was tired. Of course
Her Majesty did not know how uncomfortable

we were

said:

while she was sitting on her cozy throne.

Foreign attire is out of the question for the Imperial Palace of Peking.
I had hoped that Her
Majesty would tell us to change into our Manchu
gowns. I noticed that she asked many questions
every day about foreign costumes, and she said:
"The foreign costume is not any prettier than
ours and I should say they must be quite uncomfortable round one's waist.
I wouldn't be
squeezed that way for anything." Although she

was saying such things she did not suggest that
we should give them up, so Ve had to wait
patiently for her orders. The Young Empress
took her watch out of her pocket, and said to
me: "This game has lasted just two hours." I
said to her that

it

seemed to

me

longer than that.

While we were talking I saw our own eunuchs

made of thin board,
bamboo poles. They put
them down near where we sat, and one of them
brought me a cup of tea. When my mother and
sister came the same eunuch brought another two
cups, and there were several Court ladies talking
with us. This eunuch did not give them any.

bringing four round boxes,
carried at each end of

I noticed at the other end of

this

long veranda

m
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two boxes, exactly the same
as these, and a big tall eunuch made tea and
brought it to the Young Empress in a yellow
porcelain cup, with a silver saucer and a silver
top cover. He did not give any to the others.
I was puzzled when one of the Court ladies sitting next to me said: "Would you mind telling
Wang (our head eunuch) to give me a cup of
your tea, just to save me the trouble to go and
get it from the small room at the end of this long
there were another

I gave her such a surprised look,
know that this was our tea, but I

veranda?"

for I did not

thought I'd just

and

tell

Wang

to bring her a cup,

find out afterwards the reason, for I

would

give anything in the world rather than appear

While we were

ignorant before those people.

Her Majesty came

talking

Before she

out.

reached the veranda I got up and told the

Empress
her

first

that

Her Majesty was

because I sat

Her Majesty
o'clock now,

Young

coming.

I saw

facing her back

said to us all: "It

and I am going to

is

hall.

almost three

rest a while.

Let

us leave here."

We all stood in a line for her to

enter her chair,

and then we went to ours. It
and we got out of our chairs

was quite a

fast ride

before arriving at the courtyard of her
ace.

own

Pal-

We walked ahead of her chair and formed

into another line for her to alight.

to her

bedroom and we

all followed.

She walked
exmuch

A
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brought her a cup of hot water and another
brought a bowl of sugar. She took her golden
spoon and took two teaspoonfuls of sugar and
put it into her cup of hot water, and drank it
very slowly. She said: "You know before one
goes to sleep or ever lies down, sugar water will
quiet one's nerves. I always take it, and find it
very good indeed." She took the flowers off
from her headdress and I fixed them back in their
boxes at once, and placed them in the jewelroom. When I came out of this jewel-room
she was in bed already, and said to us "You all
go and rest a while. I don't need you now."
:

CHAPTER EIGHT

THE COURT LADIES

We retired from her room, but I noticed that
two of the Court
us.
One of them

come out with
me: "I am glad that

ladies did not

said to

I can rest a bit to-day, for I have been sitting
At first I did

three afternoons in succession."

not know what she meant. Then she said: "Oh,
your turn has not come yet. We don't know
whether you received the order or not. You
know two of us must stay with Her Majesty during her afternoon siesta, to watch the eunuchs
and the servant girls." I thought that was the
funniest thing I had ever heard of, and wondered
how many people would be in her room. The
Young Empress said "We had better go at once
and rest ourselves, otherwise Her Majesty will
:

be up again before we get the chance." Of
course I had not the least idea how long she

So we went back to our rooms. I did
not realize how tired I was until I sat down in
my room. I felt finished and awfully sleepy at
the same time, for I was not used to getting up
Everything was so new to me.
at 5 o'clock.
slept.
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I sat there my thoughts wandered to Paris,
and I thought how strange it was that I used
to go to bed at 5 o'clock after the dances, and
here I had to get up at such a time. All the sur-

As

roundings seemed new to me, seeing the eunuchs
running here and there waiting on us, as if they
were chambermaids. I told them that I didn't
need them any more. I wanted them to go out

room so that I could lie down a bit. They
brought us tea and different kinds of candies, and
asked what else was wanted. I was just going
to change into a comfortable dress, when the
eunuch came in and informed me that "Yo ker
lila" (visitors have come), and two Court ladies
came, and another girl of about seventeen came
of the

in.

I had seen her that very morning when I

came

to the Palace, busy working, but I

was not

These two girls said: "We
have come to see you and also to find out if you
are comfortable." I thought they were kind to
come and see me that way, but I did not like their
faces.
They introduced this mean-looking girl

introduced to her.

to

me and

told

Long

me

her

name was Chun Shou

She did not look as if
her life would last long, being so thin and deliShe looked sick and worn out to me. I
cate.
did not know who she was. She courtesied to me
and I returned to her, in a sort of half way. (I
(Graceful

Life).

will explain about the courtesy.)

96

TWO YEARS

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

(To Her Majesty, the Emperor and the
Young Empress, we went down and bent our
knees, while we stood upright to the people of
lower rank than ourselves.

In

this case

one must

always wait while the inferior courtesies

first,

and bend the knees a little bit in return. This
was the way I returned Chun Shou's courtesy to
me.)
The two girls then said "Chun Shou's
father

is

only a small

official,

standing at the Court.

so she has not

She

is

much

not exactly a

Court lady, but she is not a servant girl either."
I almost laughed right out, to hear such a funny
statement, and wondered what she must be. I
saw her sitting down with the Court ladies that
very morning, so of course I asked her to sit
down, too. These two Court ladies asked me if
I felt tired, and how I liked the Empress Dowager. I told them that Her Majesty was the
most Jovely lady I had ever seen, and that I already loved her very much, although I had only
been there a few days. They looked at Chun
Shou and exchanged smiles. They did that in
such a peculiar way that it annoyed me. They
asked: "Do you think you would like to live
in this place, and how long do you intend to
stay?" I said I would love to stay long, and
would do my best to wait on Her Majesty, and
be useful to her, for she had been so kind towards
us in the short time we had been there, and
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it was my duty to serve my sovereign
and covmtry. They laughed and said "We pity
you, and are sorry for you. You must not
expect any appreciation here, no matter how hard
you work. If you are really going to do as you
have said just now, you wiU be disliked by every-

besides,

:

body."

I

did

not

know what they were

talking

about, or what their conversation referred to. I
thought this was so strange that I had better put
a stop to it, so I immediately changed the subject.
I asked them who dressed their hair, and
who made their shoes for them, as they had asked
me. They answered my questions by saying
that their maids did everything for them.
Chun
Shou said to these two girls "Tell her everything
about this Palace, and I am sure she will change
her mind when she actually sees things for herself."
I didn't like this Chun Shou, and her face
didn't impress me. She was a little bit of a thing,
tiny head with thin lips. When she laughed one
could only hear the noise she made; no expression was on her face at all.
I was just going
to say something to them, so as not to give them
the opportunity of gossipping, but found they
were too cunning. They noticed that I tried
every way to stop them, so they said: "Now let
us tell. you everything. No one else will know.
like you very much and we want to give you
:

We
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some warning, so as to be able to protect yourself
whenever you are in trouble." I told th^m that
I would take great care to do my work and didn't
think that I would ever get into trouble. They
laughed and said: "That makes no difference.
Her Majesty will find fault." I could not
believe these things that they said, and intended to
teU them that I refused to hear such statements,
but I thought I had better listen to what they
had to say first and not to offend them, for I
never believed in making enemies. I then told
them that it would be impossible for so sweet and
kind-hearted a person like

Lao Tsu Tsung

(the

old ancestor) to find fault with such helpless girls

we were, for we were her people, and she could
do anything she liked with us. They said "You
don't know, and have no idea how wicked this
place is such torture and suffering one could not
imagine. We are sure that you think you must
be happy to be with the great Empress Dowager,
and proud to be her Court Lady. Your day
hasn't come yet, for you all are new to her. Yes,
she is extremely kind to you just now, but wait
until she gets tired of you and then see what she
will do.
We have had enough, and know what
the Court life is. Of course you must have heard
that Li Lien Ying (the head eunuch) rules this
as

:

;

Palace behind
all

Lao Tsu Tsung's

afraid of him.

He

back.

We

are

pretends that he cannot
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Lao Tsu Tsung, but we always know

the result after a long conversation consulting

how to punish anyone. If any of us do anything
wrong, we always go to him and beg him to help
us out. Then he says he has no power to influence Her Majesty, and also that he dare not tell
her much, for she would scold him. We hate all
the eunuchs, they are such bad people.
can
see veiy plainly they are awfully polite to you
because they can see that you are in favor. To
receive such rudeness from them, constantly, as

We

we do, is unbearable.
"Lao Tsu Tsung

may

is

very changeable.

She

like one person to-day, to-morrow she hates
same person worse than poison. She has
moods, and has no appreciation whatsoever.
Even Chu Tzu, the Yoimg Empress (Chu Tzu
means Mistress, that is to say she was mistress of us all, for the Manchus were considered by the sovereign as slaves) is afraid of
Li Lien Ying, and has to be very nice to him.
In fact, we all have to be polite to him." They
talked so long that I thought they would never
finish.
About this time Wang came in and
brought tea for us. Suddenly I heard people
howling in the distance, so I asked Wang what
was the matter. The girls were listening also
and a eunuch came flying in and told us Lao Fo
Yeh chin la (The Great Buddha wakes up).
this
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got up and said

we must

all

go to

see

I was not at all pleased with
their visit, and wished they hadn't come, especially as they told me such horrible things.
It
her, so they went.

made me quite sad to
talked about

day I was

there,

awful way they
I loved her the first

listen to the

Her Majesty.

and made up

my mind to forget

everything they had told me.

I was cross also because I didn't have time to
change my clothes, and had to go up to Her
Majesty at once. I went into her bedrbom, and
found her sitting upon the bed crosslegged, with
a small table placed on the bed in front of her.
She smiled and asked: "Have you had a good
rest?
Did you sleep at all?" I said that I was
not sleepy, and could not sleep in the daytime.

"When you

you will
be able to sleep at any time. Just now you are
young, and fond of play. I think you must have
been on the hills to gather flowers, or walked too
much, for you look tired." I could only say
"Yes." The two Court ladies who had just been
talking nonsense about Her Majesty came in, to
She

said:

are old like me,

handing her the toilet articles. I looked
and felt ashamed for them to face her,
after having said so many disagreeable things.
Her Majesty washed her face and combed her
hair, and a servant girl brought her fresh flowers,
of white jasmine and roses. Her Majesty stuck
assist in

at them,
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in her hair and said to me: "I am always
fond of fresh flowers better than jade and
pearls.
I love to see the little plants grow, and
I water them myself. I have been so busy ever
since you came that I haven't been able to visit
my plants. Tell them to get the dinner ready

them

—

and I

will take a

of her

room and gave

walk afterwards." I came out
the eunuch the order. As

we brought httle dainties to her. By this
Her Majesty was dressed and was sitting in

usual

time

the large hall, playing solitaire » with her domi-

The eimuch

noes.

laid the tables as usual,

and

Her Majesty

stopped play, and comomenced to
"How do you like this kind
of life?" I told her that I very much enjoyed
being with her. She said: "What kind of a
place is this wonderful Paris I have heard so
much about? Did you enjoy yourself while you
were there, and do you wish to go back again?
It must be hard for you people to leave China

She asked me:

eat.

and I suppose you were
come
back, after your father's term was finished."
The only thing I could say was "Yes," because it wouldn't be nice to teU her that I was
awfully sorry to leave Paris. She said: "I
for three or four years,

all

pleased

think
life

when you

we have

is

one told

everything in China, only the

different.

me

received the order to

What

is

danciag?

Some-

that two people hold hands

and

:
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over the room.

all

don't see

IN

any pleasure

in

If that

is

at

Do

it

all.

the case I

you have

with men? They told me
that old women, with white hair, dance, too." I
explained to her about the balls given by the
to

jump up and down

President,

and

all

the private dances, and also

all
about the masquerade balls, etc. Her
Majesty said: "I don't like this masquerade ball
because you don't know whom you are dancing

with

if

they are wearing a mask."

how

to her

tations,

I explained

carefully the people issued their invi-

and that anyone who behaved badly could

never enter into high society.

Her Maj esty said

"I would like to see how you jimip, can you
show me a little?" I went in search of my sister,
and found her busy talking to the Young
Empress. I told her that Her Majesty wished
her.

how people dance, and that we must show
The Young Empress and all the Court

ladies

heard

to see

to see.

large

and

this,

My

and

all said

that they also wished

sister said that she

gramophone

that perhaps

in

we

Her

had noticed a

Majesty's bedroom,

could find some music.

I

thought that was a good idea, and went to ask
her for the gramophone. She said: "Oh, must
you jump with music?" I almost laughed when
she said that, and told her

it

was much

nicer

with music, as otherwise one could not keep in
time.

She ordered the eunuchs to have the

—
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gramophone brought to the

jump

while I take

my

we

dance.

all

found a waltz, so

We could

said

:

"You

We looked over

dinner."

a lot of records, but they were

but at last

and

hall,

lOS

Chinese songs,

we

started to

see that a lot of people

were

looking at us, who perhaps thought that we were
crazy.
When we had finished we found Her
Majesty laughing at us. She said: "I could

Are you not

dizzy turning round
legs must be very
suppose
your
I
tired also.
It is very pretty, and just like the
I know
girls used to do centuries ago in China.
that it is difficult and one ought to have any
amoxmt of grace to do it, but I don't think
it would look nice to see a man dancing with a
girl hke that.
I object to the hand around the
girl's waist I like to see the girls dance together.
It would never do for China for a girl to get

never do that.

and round?

;

too close to a man.

I

know

the foreigners don't

seem to think about that at all.
they are broader minded than us.

It shows that
Is

it

true that

the foreigners don't respect their parents at

all

that they could beat their parents and drive

them

I told her that it was not
and that someone had given her wrong ideas

out of the house?"
so,

about foreigners. Then she said: "I know that
perhaps sometimes one among the commonest
class do that, and that people are apt to take it

wrong, and conclude that

all

foreigners treat

104.
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way.

Now I see just the same

common

people in China."

I

wondered who had told her such nonsense and

made her believe it.
After we had taken our dinner it was just halfpast five, and Her Majesty said she would take
a walk along the long veranda, so we followed
her.

She showed me her flowers, and said that

she had planted them herself.

Whenever Her

Majesty went anywhere there was always a lot
of attendants following her, exactly the same as
when she went to the morning audiences. When
we reached the end of this long veranda, which
took us a quarter of an hour to walk. Her
Majesty ordered her stool to be brought into
one of the summer houses. These summer
houses were built of nothing but bamboo, all the
furniture being made of different shaped bambpo.
Her Majesty sat down, and one of the
eunuchs brought tea and honeysuckle flowers.
She ordered the exinuchs to give us tea also. Her
Majesty said: "This is my simple way of enjoying

life.

I love to see the country scenery.

There are a great many pretty places which I
will show you and I am sure that after you have
seen them you will not like foreign countries
any more. There is no scenery in the world
which can beat the Chinese. Some returned
Ministers from abroad said to me that the trees
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and mountains in foreign countries looked ugly
and savage. Is that true?" I concluded right
away that someone had wished to please her by
saying things about foreigners, so I told her that
I had been in almost every country, and had

found lovely scenery, but of course it was different from China. While we were talking Her
Majesty said that she felt chilly and asked:
"Are you cold? You see you have your own
eunuchs, they are all standing aroimd, and have
nothing to do. Next time teU them to carry
your wraps along with you. I think that foreign clo|;hes must be quite uncomfortable either
too warm or too cold. I don't see how you can
Her
eat, having your waist squeezed that way."
Majesty got up and we all went on walking
She sat down
slowly towards her own Palace.
on her favorite little throne in the hall and
started to play solitaire.
We came out on the
veranda, and the Young Empress said to us:
"You must be tired, for I know you are not used
to' doing such hard work aU day long without
stopping. You had better wear Manchu clothes,
because they are comfortable and easy to work
in.
Look at your long train; you have to take
it up in your hands while walking."
I told her that I would be only too pleased to
change the clothes, but that not having received
an order from Her Majesty I could not make

—
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any suggestions. The Young Empress said:
"No, don't ask anything, and I am sure Her
Majesty will tell you to change by and by. Just
now she wishes to see your Paris gowns, because
she wants to know how foreign ladies dress on
different occasions.
She thought that some of
the ladies came to the Garden Party dressed in
woolen clothes. We thought that foreign ladies
were not so extravagant as we are until we met
Mdme. Plan9on the other day. Do you remember what Her Majesty said to you? 'That
Mdme. Plan9on was so different from many la"
dies she had met, and also dressed differently.'
It was a chiffon dress, with hand paintings, which
Mdme. Plan9on wore, which pleased Her Majesty very much. While I was talking with the
Young Empress all the electric lights turned up,
so I went to Her Majesty to see if she needed
anything.
She said: "Let us play a game of
dice before I go to bed." We began to play the
same thing as we had done in the afternoon.
Her Majesty won another game, this time it took
only an hour to finish the game. Her Majesty
said to me "Why can't you win once?"
I knew
she wanted to tease, so I said that my luck was
bad.
She laughed and said: "To-morrow you
try to piit your stocking on wrong side out that
:

;

is

a sure sign of winning."

would, and I

knew that

I told her that I

pleased her.

During the

THE COURT LADIES
short time I

of the while.

107

was there I kept studying her most
I could see nothing would make

me to obey her orders.
Her Majesty said that she felt tired, and that
we must bring her milk. She said to me: "I
her happier than for

want you to burn incense sticks and bow to the
ground every night to the Buddha in the next
room before I go to bed. I hope you are not
a Christian, for if you are I can never feel as
Do tell me that you are
if you are mine at aU.
not."
I did not expect that question at all, and
I must say that it was a very difficult question
to answer.
For my own protection I had to say
nothing
that I had
to do with the Christians. I
having deceived her that way, but
and there was no
out of it. I knew that I had to

felt guilty at
it

was

other

absolutely necessary,

way

answer her question at once, because it would
never do for her to see any hesitation, which
would arouse her suspicions. Although my face
showed nothing, my heart stopped beating for a
while.
I felt ashamed to have fooled her. The
earhest training I had was never to be ashamed
to tell the truth'. When Her Majesty heard me
say that I was not a Christian, she smiled and
said: "I admire you; although you have had so
much to do with foreigners, yet you did not adopt
On the contrary, you still keep
their religion.
to your own. Be strong and keep it as long
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you live. You have no idea how glad I am
now, for I suspected you must believe in the
foreign God. Even if you don't want to, they
can make you believe it. Now I am ready for
as

bed."

We helped her to undress, and I, as usual, put
away her

and noticed she wore only one
She changed
between the
her
clothes
and
down
into
bed
lay
silk covers and said to us: "You can go now."
We courtesied to her and withdrew from her
bedroom. Out in the haU there was on the cold
stone floor six eunuchs. They were the watchmen and must not sleep at all during the night.
In her bedroom were two eunuchs, two servant
girls, two old women servants and sometimes two
Court ladies. These people also must not sleep.
The two girls massaged her legs every night, and
the two women were there to watch the girls, the
two eunuchs to watch the two old women, and
the two Court ladies to watch them all, in case
they did any mischief. They all took turns, and
that was the reason why sometimes two Court
ladies must sit overnight when it happened that
the eimuchs were not reliable, Her Majesty
trusted the Court ladies the most.
I was never
more surprised in my life than when one of these
six eunuchs told me in the hall, for I had asked
what they were all doing there.
jewels,

pair of jade bracelets to sleep.
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Later on one of the Court ladies said to me
it was customary for them to take turns to
attend at Her Majesty's bedchamber in the
morning to wake her up, and that I should take
my turn the next morning and my sister the following morning. While saying this she smiled in
a most peculiar way. I did not understand at
the time, but found out later. I asked her what
I should do to wake Her Majesty, and she said:
"There is no particular way, you will have to
use your own judgment; but be careful not to
make her angry. It was my turn this morning.
I knew that she was very tired, having had a very
trying time the day before, so I had to make a
little more noise than usual when waking her.
She was very angry and scolded me dreadfully
when she arose, as it was rather late. This very
often happens when Her Majesty gets up late,
as she always says that we do not make enough
noise to wake her. However, I don't think she
will do this to you, just now, as you are new
here; but wait until you have been here a few
months." What this Court lady said to me worried me quite considerably but from what I had
seen of Her Majesty so far, I could not believe
that she would be angry with anyone who was
doing her duty properly.
that

;

CHAPTER NINE

THE EMPEROR KWANG HSU
The

next day I arose earlier than usual and
dressed in a great hurry, as I feared I might be
When I got to Her Majesty's Palace
late.
there were a

few Court

They
down with them as

the veranda.

ladies there sitting

smiled and asked

me

to

on
sit

it was still too early, being
only five o'clock. I had been told to wake Her
Majesty at five thirty. The Young Empress
came up a few minutes later and we all courtesied
and wished her "good morning." After talking
with us a few minutes, she asked if Her Majesty
was awake and which one of us was on duty that
day. When I informed her that it was my turn,
she immediately ordered me to go to Her
Majesty's room at once. I went very quietly
and found some servant girls standing about and
one Court lady, who was sitting on the floor.
She had been on duty all night. When she saw
me she got up and whispered to me, that now that
I had come, she would go and change her clothes
and brush up a bit, and for me not to leave the
room until Her Majesty was awake. After this
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Court lady had gone, I went near to the bed and
"Lao Tsu Tsung, it is half-past five." She
was sleeping with her face toward the wall, and
without looking to see who had called her, she
said: "Gk) away and leave me alone.
I did not
said:

you to call me at half-past five. Call me at
and immediately went off to sleep again.
I waited imtil six and called her again. She woke
and said: "This is dreadful. What a nuisance
you are." After she had said this, she looked
around and saw me standing by the bed. "Oh!
it is you, is it?
Who told you to come and wake
me?" I replied: "One of the Court ladies told
me that it was my turn to be on duty in Lao Tsu
Tsung's bedchamber." "That is funny. How

tell

six,"

dare they give orders without receiving instructions

from

me

They know

first?

that this part

is not very pleasant and have put
on you because they know you are new
here." I made no reply to this.
I got along as
best I could that day and foimd it no easy matter, as Her Majesty was very exacting in everything.
However, the next time I managed to

of their duty
it

oflf

new

or interesting

off of

what she was

divert her attention to things
in order to take her

doing, and in this

mind

way had much

less

trouble

getting her out of bed.

My

reader can't imagine

how very glad we

were to get back to our rooms, and

it

was just
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M. I was very tired and sleepy, so I
undressed and went to bed at once. I think that
as soon as my head touched the pillow I was
10:30

P.

asleep.

The following day

there

was the same

thing,

the usual audience in the morning, of course busy
all

the time, which went on for fifteen days

before I realized
est in the

Court

it.

I began to take great

life,

and

Her Majesty was

day.

inter-

liked it better every
very sweet and kind to

us always, and took us to see the different places
in the

Summer

Palace.

Majesty's farm, situated

We went to see Her
on the west side of the

and had

to cross over a high bridge to get
This bridge is called Tu Tai Chiao
(Jade Girdle Bridge). Her Majesty often

lake,

there.

took us under this bridge in a boat, or

we walked

round on the border. She seemed very fond of
sitting on the top of this bridge on her stool and
taking her tea, in fact this was one of her favorite places.
She used to go and see her farm once
every four or five days, and it always pleased
her if she could take some vegetables and rice or
corn from her own farm. She cooked these
things herself in one of the courtyards, I
thought that was good fun, and also turned up
my sleeves to help her cook. We brought fresh
eggs also from the farm and Her Majesty taught
us how to cook them with black tea leaves.

Her Imperial Majesty, Tsze She-Duan Yo-Kong Yee-Joan Yufihwong Chung-Sho Goong-Chin Shen-TsungShe, Empress
Dowager of China, in her full yellow dragon robe
with sable hat
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Her

Majesty's cooking stoves were very pecuThey were made of brass, lined with
bricks.
They could be moved anywhere, for
they had no chimneys. Her Majesty told me
liar.

to boil the eggs
to crack

first until

them but

they were hard, and

to keep the shells on,

half a cup of black tea, salt

and

and add

spices.

Her

Majesty said: "I like the country life. It seems
more natural than the Court life. I am always
glad to .see yoimg people having fun, and not
such grand dames when we are by oiu'selves.
Although I am not young any more, I am still
very fond of play." Her Majesty would taste
first what we had been cooking, and would give
us aU to taste. She asked: "Do you not thiuk
this food has more flavor than that prepared by
the cooks?" We all said it was fine. So we
spent the long days at the Court having good
fun.

I saw Emperor Kwang Hsu every morning,
and whenever I had the time he would always
ask some words in English. I was surprised to
learn that he knew quite a bit of spelling, too. I
foimd him extremely interesting. He had very
expressive eyes. He was entirely a different
person when he was alone with us. He would
laugh and tease, but as soon as he was in the presence of Her Majesty he would look serious, and
as if he were worried to death. At times he
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I was told by a great many people who were presented to him at the different
audiences that he did not look intelligent, and
that he would never talk. I knew better, for
I used to see him every day. I was at the Court
long enough to study him, and found him to be
one of the most intelligent men in China. He
looked stupid.

was a

capital diplomat

and had wonderful

brains,

only he had no opportunities. Now a great
people have asked me the same question,
if our Emperor Kwang Hsu had any courage

many

or brains.

Of

course outsiders have no idda

how

and the way we have to respect
was compelled to give up a
great many things on account of the law. I have
had many long talks with him and found him a
wise man, with any amount of patience. His life
was not a happy one; ever since his childhood his
health was poor. He told me that he never had
studied literature very much, but it came natural
to him. He was a bom musician and could play
any instrument without studying. He loved the
piano, and was always after me to teach him.
There were several beautiful grand pianos at the
Audience Hall. He had very good taste for
foreign music, too. I taught him some easy
waltzes and he kept the time beautifully. I
found him a good companion and a good friend,
and he confided in me and told me his troubles
strict the law
our parents.

is,

He

THE EMPEROR KWANG HSU
and sorrows.
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talked a great deal about

civilization, and I was surprised to learn
he was so well informed in everything. He used

western

to tell me, time after time, his ambitions for the

He loved his people and

welfare of his country.

would have done anything to help them whenever there was famine or flood. I noticed that he
felt for them.
I know that some eunuchs gave
false reports about his character,
^that he was
cruel, etc.
I had heard the same thing before I
went to the Palace. He was kind to the eunuchs,
but there was always that distinction between the
master and the servants. He would never allow
the eimuchs to speak to him imless they were
spoken to, and never listened to any kind of
gossip.
I lived there long enough, and I know
just what kind of cruel people those eunuchs
were. They had no respect for their master.
They came from the lowest class of people from
the country, had no education, no morals, no feel-

—

ing for anything, not even between themselves.
The outside world has heard so many things
against

His Majesty, the Emperor Kwang

Hsu's character, but I assure
families,

my

readers that

by the eunuchs

these things were told

to their

and of course they always stretched

out as far as possible in order to
versation interesting.

ple living in

make

The majority

Peking get

all

it

the con-

of the peo-

kinds of information
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through them. I have witnessed the same thing
many a time during my stay at the Palace.
One day during the time of Her Majesty's
afternoon rest we heard a dreadful noise. It
sounded just like the firing off of fire-crackers.
Such a noise was quite unusual in the Palace for
such things are not allowed to he brought into
the Palace grounds. Of course Her Majesty
woke up. In a few seconds time everyone became excited and were running to and fro as if
the building was on fire. Her Majesty was giving orders and telling the eunuchs to be quiet,
but no one listened to her and kept yeUing and
running around like crazy people, all talking at

Her Majesty was

furious

and

ordered us to bring the yellow bag to her.

(I

the

same

time.

was made of
ordinary yellow cloth and contained bamboo
sticks of all sorts and sizes and are made to beat
the eunuchs, servant girls and old women servants with.)
This bag was carried everywhere
Her Majesty went, to be handy in case of emergency. Everyone of us knew where this bag
was kept. We took all the sticks from the bag
and Her Majesty ordered us to go to the courtyard and beat the eunuchs. It was such a funny
sight to see all the Court ladies and servant girls
must explain about

this bag.

It

each with a stick trying to separate the excited

crowd.

On my

part I thought I was having
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good fun so I laughed and found the rest were
laughing too. Her Majesty was standing on the
veranda watching us but she was too far away
to see well and with all that noise, we knew she

We

could not hear us laughing.

tried our best

to separate the crowd, but were laughing so

we

much

did not have enough strength to hurt any of

All of a sudden all the eunuchs became
and stopped talking, for one of them saw
the head eunuch, Li Lien Ying, followed by aU
his attendants coming towards them.
Everyone
of them became frightened and stood there like
statues.
We stopped laughing, too, and turned
them.
quiet

back each with a

stick in

our hand, walking to-

ward Her Majesty. Li Lien Ying was having
a nap, too, and had heard the noise and had come
to enquire what the trouble was and to report it
to Her Majesty. It seemed one of the young
eunuchs caught a crow.
(The eunuchs hated
crows, as they are considered an vmlucky bird.

The people

in China called eunuchs crows be-

That was the
them so.) They
catch them and then tied a

cause they were very disagreeable.

reason

always

huge

why

the eunuchs hated

set traps to

fire-cracker to their legs, set fire to the

cracker and then set the unfortunate birds free.

Naturally the poor birds would be glad to fly
away and by the time the powder exploded

would be high up

in the air

and the poor bird
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to pieces.

It seemed this

was

time the eunuchs had played this
I was told

to see blood

it

always delighted them

and torture. They always
some wine with them to

invited others to drink

an occasion such as this. This cruel
deed was always done outside of the wall of the
Audience Hall but that day the crow flew towards Her Majesty's own Palace while she was
sleeping and the powder exploded while the bird
was passing the courtyard. After the head
eunuch had told Her Majesty what had happened, she was very angry and ordered that this
young eunuch be brought in and receive punishment in her presence. I noticed one of the head
eunuch's attendants push the culprit out from
the crowd. The head eunuch immediately gave
celebrate

orders to lay this

man on

the ground and two

eunuchs stood on each side of him and beat him
on his legs with two heavy bamboo sticks one at
a time. The victim never uttereid a word while
this was going on.
The head eunuch counted
until this man had received one hundred blows,
then he gave orders to stop. Then he knelt in
front of Her Majesty waiting for her orders and
at the same time kowtowed on the ground until
his head made a noise on the stone steps, asking
to be punished for his carelessness and neglect of
duty.

Her Majesty

said that

it

was not

his
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to take the offender away.

During

all this time the offender was stiU on the
ground, and did not dare to move. Two eunuchs
each took hold of a foot and dragged him out of

the

courtyard.

We

were

breathe aloud for fear

we were

that

all

afraid

even to

Her Majesty would

say

pretending to be frightened at wit-

nessing this punishment, at the same time

when

it was over we would go and gossip about how
cruel she was.
No one was surprised at what
had happened, as we were accustomed to seeing
it almost every day and were quite used to it.
I used to pity them, but I changed rtiy mind very
soon after I had arrived.
The first person I saw punished was a servant
girl, she had made a mistake about Her Majesty's socks and had brought two which were not
mates. Her Majesty finding that out, ordered

another servant girl to slap her face ten times

on each cheek.

This girl did not slap hard
said they were aU good
friends and would not obey her orders, so she
told the one who had been slapped to slap the
other.
I thought that was too funny for anything and wanted to laugh the worst way, but of

enough, so

Her Majesty

course did not dare.

two

That night I asked those

how they felt slapping each other that
The reason why I asked them was be-

girls

way.

cause they were laughing and joking as usual
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immediately they were out of Her Majesty's
bedchamber. They told me that was nothing;
that they were quite used to it and never bothered
themselves about such small things. I in turn
soon became used to it, and was as callous as they
^

were.

Now

regarding the servant girls, they are a
much better class of people than the eunuchs.
They are the daughters of Manchu soldiers, and
must stay ten years at the Palace to wait upon
Her Majesty, and then they are free to marry.
One got married after my first month at the
Court.

Her Majesty gave

her a small

sum

of

hundred taels. This girl was so
attached to Her Majesty that it was very hard
for her to leave the Court.
She was an extremely clever girl. Her name was Chiu Yuen
(Autimm's Cloud). Her Majesty named her
that because she was so very dehcate looking and
slight.
I Hked her very much during the short
time that we were together. She told me not to
money,

five

,

listen to anyone's gossip at the Court, also that

Her Majesty had

was very fond
of me. On the twenty-second day of the third
moon she left the Palace, and we were all sorry
Her Majesty did not realize how
to lose her.
much she missed her until after she had gone.
For a few days we had nothing but troubles. It
seemed as if everything went wrong. Her
told her she

THE EMPEROR KWANG HSU

lai

Majesty was not at all satisfied without Chiu
Yuen. The rest of the servant girls were scared,
and tried their best to please Her Majesty, but
they had not the ability, so we had to help and
do a part of their work so as not to make Her
Majesty nervous. Unfortunately, she stopped
us, and said: "You have enough to do of your
own work, and I do not want you to help the

You

me

a bit that way."
She could see that I was not accustomed to her
ways, for she had spoken severely, so she smiled
servants.

and said
them so

to

don't please

me: "I know you are good

as not to

to help

make me angry, but

servants are very cunning.

It isn't that

these

they

cannot do their work. They know very well
that I always select the clever ones to wait on
me in my bedroom and they don't like that, so
they pretend to be stupid and make me angry so
that I will send them to do the common work.
The eunuchs are worse. They are all afraid to
take Chiu Yuen's place. Now I have found
them out, and I will only keep the stupid ones
to wait on me from now." I almost laughed
when I noticed that they all looked serious for
a moment. I thought these people must be reaUy
stupid, and not lazy, but I had dealings with

them every day and found them out aU right.
The eunuchs don't seem to have any brains at
all.
They are such queer people and have no
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day
long I should say they are in a cruel mood.
Whenever Her Majesty gave an order they
always said "Jer" (Yes) and as soon as they
got to our waitingroom they would say to each
other: "What was the order? I have forgotten
aU about it." Then they used to come to one of
us who had happened to be present when
the order was given: "Please tell us what the
order was. I did not listen while Her Majesty
was talking." We used to laugh and make fun
of them. We knew they were afraid to ask Her
Majesty, and of course we had to tell them.
One of the eunuch writers had to keep writing
down the orders that had been given during the
day, for Her Majesty wanted to keep records
of everything. There were twenty eunuchs who
were educated and they were excellent scholars.
These had to answer any questions which Her
Majesty happened to ask them about Chinese
literature, while she had a good knowledge of
feelings.

—

it

herself.

the

I noticed that

it

all

pleased her a great

anyone could not answer a question, or
knew less than she did. She took delight in
laughing at them. Her Majesty was also very
fond of teasing. She knew that the Court ladies
deal

if

know very much about literature, so she
used to try it on us.
had to say something
whether it was appropriate to her questions or

did not

We
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and that would make her laugh. I was told
Her Majesty did not like anyone to be too
clever, and yet she could not bear stupid people,
so I was rather nervous, and did not know how
to act for the first three weeks I was there, but

not,

that

me

very long to study her. She
certainly admired clever girls, but she did not
it

did not take

who would show their cleverness too
much. How I won her heart was this way.
Whenever I was with her I used to fix my whole

like those

attention on her

and watched her very

closely

(not staring, for she hated that) and always carried out her orders properly.
thing,

and that was

I noticed another

that whenever she

wanted

anything to be brought to her, such as cigarettes, handkerchief, etc., she would only look at
the article and then look at anyone who happened to be there at the time. (There was always a table in the room, on which everything
she needed for the day was placed.)
I got so
used to her habits that after a short time I knew

what she wanted by looking at her eyes, and
I was very seldom mistaken. This pleased her
a great deal. She was strong-minded, and
would always act the way she thought was right,
and had perfect confidence in herself. At times
I have seen her looking very sad. She had
strong emotions, but her will was stronger. She
could control herself beautifully, and yet she liked
just
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—only by

people to sympathize with her

actions,

not by words, for she did not like anyone to

know her thoughts. I am sure my readers will
think how hard it was to be the Court lady of
Her Majesty, the Empress Dowager of China,
but on the contrary I enjoyed myself very much,
as she

was

was not

so interesting,

and I found that she

at all difficult to please.

day of the fourth moon Her Majesty
was worried over the lack of rain. She prayed
every day after the audience for ten days, without any result. Every one of us kept very quiet.
Her Majesty did not even give any orders that
day, and spoke to no one. I noticed that the
eunuchs were scared, so we went without our
luncheon. I worked so hard that morning, and
was so hurigry ^in fact all the Court ladies were.

The

first

—

I

felt

me
we

sorry for

Her Majesty.

Finally she told

I could go, as she wanted to rest a while, so
came back to our own quarters. I questioned

our

own eunuch Wang

why Her Majesty
for we were having

as to

was worrying about rain,
day after day. He told me
that Lao Fo Yeh (Old Buddha) was worried
for the poor farmers, as aU their crops were dead
without rain for so long. Wang also reminded
me that it had not rained once since I came to
live at the Palace.
I did not realize that it was
so long as two months and seven days, and
lovely weather then,
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on the other hand it seemed to me longer than
that, for the life was very nice and pleasant, and
Her Majesty was very kind to me, as if she had
known me for years already. Her Majesty took
very little food at dinner that night. There was
not a sound anywhere, and everyone kept quiet.
The Young Empress told us to eat as fast as
we could, which puzzled me. When we came
back to our waitingroom, the Young Empress
said to me that Her Majesty was very much
worried for the poor farmers and that she would
pray for rain, and stop eating meat for two or
three days.
That same night, before Her
Majesty retired, she gave orders that no pigs were
to be slaughtered within the gates of Peking.

The reason of this was that by sacrificing ourselves by not eating meat the Gods would have
pity on us

and send

rain.

She

also

gave orders

body and wash
out the mouth in order that we might be cleansed
from all impurities and be ready to fast and pray
to the Gods. Also that the Emperor should go
to the temple inside the Forbidden City, to perform a ceremony of sacrifice (called Chin Tan).
He was not to eat meat or hold converse with
anyone, and to pray to the Gods to be merciful
and send rain to the poor farmers. His Majesty,
the Emperor Kwang Hsu, wore a piece of jade
that everyone should bathe the

tablet about three inches square, engraved "Chai

,

'
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meaning being just like Chin Tan
not to eat meat but to pray three times a day)
both in Manchu and Chinese, and all the eunuchs
who went with the Emperor wore the same kind
of tablets. The idea was that this jade tablet
was to remind one to be serious in performing
Chieh^' (the

the ceremonies.

The next morning Her Majesty got up very
and ordered me not to bring any jewels
for her. She dressed herself in great haste. Her
breakfast was very simple that day, just milk and
steamed bread. Our own breakfast was cabbage
and rice cooked together, with a little salt. It
was tasteless. Her Majesty did not talk to us
at all, except when giving orders, and so, of
course, we kept silent.
Her Majesty wore a
pale gray gown, made very plain, with no embroidery or trimmings of any kind. She wore

early

gray shoes to match, not to mention her
handkerchief.

We

^ay

followed her into the hall

where a eunuch knelt with a large branch of
willow tree. Her Majesty picked a little bunch
of leaves and stuck it on her head. The Young

Empress did the same, and told us to follow her example. Emperor Kwang Hsu took
a branch and stuck it on his hat. After that
Her Majesty ordered the eunuchs and the servant girls to do the same thing. It was a funny
sight,

and everyone did look queer with a
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bunch of leaves on the head. The head eunuch
came and knelt in front of Her Majesty and
said that everything was prepared for the
ceremony in the Mttle paviUon in front of her
own palace. She told us that she preferred to
walk, as she was going to pray. It took us only
a few minutes to cross the courtyard. When we
arrived at this pavUion I noticed a large square
table

was placed

few large

in the center of the room.

A

paper and a jade
some vermilion powder instead

sheets of yellow

slab, containing

of ink, with two

little

brushes to write with.

At

each side of the table stood a pair of large porcelain vases, with two large branches of wiUow.

Of

course no one was allowed to speak, but I

was curious and wanted to find out why everyone had to wear the willow leaves on the head.
Her Majesty's yellow satin cushion was placed
in front of this table.
She stood there and took
a piece of sandalwood and placed it in the incense
burner

filled

with live charcoal.

Empress whispered

Her Majesty

me

The Young

to

go over and help

to burn them.

I placed several

to

pieces in imtil she told

me

that

was enough.

Then Her Majesty knelt on her cushion, the
Young Empress knelt behind her, and we all
knelt in a row behind the Young Empress,
and commenced to pray. The Young Empress
taught us that very morning how to say the
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"We worship the Heavens, and beg
Buddhas to take pity on us and save the
poor farmers from starving. We are willing to
sacrifice for them.
Pray Heaven send us rain."
We repeated the same prayer three times, and
bowed three times ^nine times in all. After that
Her Majesty went to her usual morning audience.
It was much earlier than usual that morning for the Court was returning to the Forbidden
City at noon. His Majesty, the Emperor
Kwang Hsu, was to pray at the Forbidden City
and Her Majesty always wanted to accompany
him wherever he went. It was nine o'clock in
the morning when the audience was over.
She
ordered me not to bring any jewels for her to
the Forbidden City this time, for she would not
need them at all. I went to the jewel-room and
locked everything up, and placed the keys in a
yellow envelope, sealed it, and placed the
envelope among the others, and gave them
prayer:

all the

—

to a eunuch

who

takes care of these things.

We

packed all her favorite things. Her gowns
were the most important things to pack, she had
so many and it was impossible to take all.
I
noticed that the Court lady who was looking after
her gowns was the busiest amongst us. She had
to select gowns enough to last four or five days.
She told me that she had selected about fifty different ones.

I told her that

Lao Tsu Tsung

,THE
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might stay at the Forhidden City four or five
days, and that she would not need so many gowns.
She said it was safer to bring many, for one was
not sure what would be Her Majesty's idea for
the day. Packing at the Court was very simple.
Eunuchs brought many yellow trays, which are
made of wood, painted yellow, about five feet by
four feet and one foot deep. We placed a large
yellow

silk scarf in the tray,

then the gowns,

and covered them with a thick yellow cloth. Everything was packed the same way. It took us
about two hours to pack fifty-six trays. These
things always started off first, carried by the
eunuchs. His Majesty, the Emperor Kwang
Hsu, the Young Empress and aU the Court ladies, had to kneel on the ground for Her Majsedan chair to pass the Palace Gate, then
we went in search of our own chairs. The procession as usual was pretty, soldiers marching in
front of her chair, four young Princes riding on
esty's

horseback on each side of her, and from forty to
fifty eunuchs also on horseback behind her,
all

dressed ia their

ofiicial

robes.

The Em-

peror's chair and the Young Empress' chair were
of the same color as Her Majesty's. The Sec-

ondary wife of the Emperor had a deep yellow
chair.
The chairs of the Court ladies were red,
and were carried by four chair bearers, instead
of eight like their Majesties. Our own eunuchs
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on horseback, behind us. We rode a
it seemed to me, before I noticed the
Emperor's chair begin to descend from the stonepaved road, and we aU followed him. I could
see that Her Majesty's chair was still going
straight on, and we took a nearer route to reach
Wan Shou Si (The long life temple), to await
Her Majesty's arrival. We alighted from our
chairs and started at once to prepare Her
Majesty's tea and her little dishes. I went to
help her to alight, and supported her right arm
to mount the steps.
Her Majesty sat on Her
Throne, and we placed a table in front of her
and my sister brought her tea. (The custom
was, that if she went anywhere, or during the
festivals, we must bring to her everything, instead
of the eunuchs.) We placed aU the dainties in
front of her, and then we went to rest. Her
Majesty always stopped at this temple on the
way from the Summer Palace to the Forbidden
also rode

long time,

City.

CHAPTER TEN

THE YOUNG EMPRESS
I THOUGHT of SO many things while I was riding in my chair. It was a glorious day. I felt
sorry for Her Majesty, for she was very quiet
that day. Generally she was happy, and made
everyone laugh with her. I thought ahout the
branches of willow, too, but could not understand
the meaning. I came out of the hall while Her
Majesty was dining with the Emperor, and found
the

Young Empress

on the
Comi;

sitting in

a small

left side of the courtyard,

ladies.

When

they saw

room

with several
they made

me

me to go there. I found them all drinkand the Young Empress said to me,
"I am sure you must be tired and hungry. Come
and sit near me and have a cup of tea."
signs for

ing

tea,

down beside her and we
we saw on the roads and how we

I thanked her and sat
talked of what

had enjoyed our long ride. She said: "We have
stiU an hour's ride before we reach the Forbidden City." She also talked about the ceremony
we had performed that morning and said that
we must aU pray earnestly for rain. I could
131
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not wait any longer, so I asked her what those
branches of willow meant. She smiled and told

me that willow could bring water, as the Buddhist
religion believes,

and that

it

was an old custom

when praywe must per-

of the Court wearing willow leaves,

She also told me that
form the same ceremony every morning

ing for rain.

imtil the

rain came.

We

heard

Her Majesty

talking in the court-

and knew that she had finished her
we went in with the Young Empress, and ate what was left, as usual.
I found
the food very nice indeed, although it seemed
rather funny without having meat. We came
out into the courtyard and saw that Her Majesty
was walking up and down. She said to us:
"My legs are so stiff, riding in the chair. I must
walk a httle before we leave here. Axe you all
tired?" We told her that we were not tired, so
she ordered us to walk with her. It looked very
funny to see us walking round and round. Her
Majesty in front, and we following her. Her
Majesty turned and smiled at us, and said:
yard,

luncheon, so

"We

are just like horses taking their rounds at

a stable."

It reminded

Ying came and

me

of a circus.

Li Lien

knelt down, and said that

it

was time for Her Majesty to depart, in order
to reach the Forbidden City at the lucky hour
she had selected, so we left Wan Shou Si. All
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the chair? went very fast, and after an hour's ride

we came near

the Palace Gate.

We

followed

the Emperor's chair, taking a shorter route, and

noticed the gate was wide open.

His Majesty,

Young Empress' chairs
went in, but we had to alight and walk in.
There were small chairs waiting for us. (As I
explained before these little chairs were carried by eunuchs, with a rope across their shoulders.)
We came to the courtyard of the
Audience Hall where the Emperor and the Empress were waiting for us. As usual His
Majesty knelt in front. Behind him was the
Young Empress, and we knelt in a row behind
her, waiting to welcome Her Majesty to her
Palace.
She went to her room where the eunuchs
had placed everything in order long before her
arrival.
We held the ceremony that afternoon
and evening. After Her Majesty had retired
we came back to our rooms and found that everything was in order, our eunuchs had made up our
beds already. It was very nice to have them, for
we could not do our own work at all. I was
so tired and my limbs were stiff. I immediately
went to sleep and did not reahze how long I had
slept until I heard someone knocking at my window. I got up and pulled the blind away. I
noticed that the sky looked dull and thought it
was clouded. I felt happy, and thought it might
the Emperor, and the
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Her Majesty. I got dressed
much to my disappointment

so relieve

in great haste, but

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

I saw the sunshine on the opposite windows.
The Palace in the Forbidden City was so old,
and built in such a queer way. The courtyards
were small, and the verandas very broad. All
the rooms were dark. No electric light. We
had to use candle light. One could not see the
sky except by going into the courtyard and looking up. I found that I had risen before the sun
was up, and I was not quite awake yet, and
thought the sky was clouded. I went to Her
Majesty's own Palace and found the Young Empress already there.
She was always the first
and always looked so tidy I often wondered how
early she had to get up.
She told me that I was
not late, although Her Majesty was awake but
not up yet. I went into her bedroom and made
my usual morning courtesy to her. The first
thing she asked me was about the weather. I
had to tell her the truth that there was no sign
of rain. Her Majesty got up, dressed, and had
her breakfast as usual, and told us there would
be no audience that morning. The Emperor
went to the Temple, sacrificing, and there was
nothing important to attend to. We prayed for
three days in succession, but no rain came.
I
found that Her Majesty was truly discouraged,
and ordered each of us to pray twenty times a

—
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day.

We marked a spot with vermilion powder

and a

little

each time

water on big yellow sheets of paper

we

prayed.

On the sixth day of the fourth moon the sky
was clouded. I ran to Her Majesty's bedroom
that morning to tell her the news, but found that
someone had told her abeady. She smiled, and
said to me: "You are not the first one to give me
the good news. I know everyone of you wanted
to be the

first

to tell me.

day, and wish to

lie

I feel very tired to-

down a

You
you when I am

little

longer.

can go, and I wUl send for
ready to get up." When I went to search for
the Young Empress I found all the Court ladies
there also. They all asked me if I had noticed
the rain.
came out of the waitingroom and
foimd that the courtyard was wet, and after a
while it rained very fast. Her Majesty got up,
and we prayed as usual. Fortunately the rain
did not stop, but came pouring down all that day.
Her Majesty played solitaire with the dominoes, and I stood at the back of her chair watching her. I saw that the Young Empress and
Her
all the girls were standing on the veranda.
Majesty saw them, too, and said to me: "Go
and tell them to wait in the waitingroom. Can't
they see that the veranda is wet?" I went to
them, but before I had the opportvmity of telling

We

them anything

the

Young Empress

told

me

that
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was wet, and that the water had
I said before, this building was
very old, and there were no drains at aU. Her
Majesty's own Palace was high; it had twelve
steps, while our waitingroom, which was on the
left side of her Palace, was built right on the
ground, with no raised foundation at all. While
I was talking on the veranda just for a few minutes, I got quite wet.
Her Majesty knocked at
her glass window and told us to go in. Now I
must explain that none of us, not even the Young
Empress could enter Her Majesty's Palace
without her orders except we had work to do
there, or were on duty.
Her Majesty was very
happy that day. She laughed and said that we
looked as if we had just been pulled out of the
lake.
The Young Empress had on a pale blue
gown, and the red tassel on her headdress was
dripping red water all over her gown. She
smiled and said to us: "Look at those girls; their
gowns are all spoiled." While we were talking.
Her Majesty gave us orders for us to change our
the waitingroom

gone

in.

As

clothes.

After they had gone, I went back to Her
Majesty. She looked at me and said: "You are
wet also, only your clothes do not show." I had
on a cashmere dress which was made very plain.
She touched my arm and said: "How wet you
are.

You had

better change,

and put on a thick

THE YOUNG EMPRESS
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I think foreign clothes must be very uncomfortable; the waist is too small and it seems
to me out of proportion to the rest of the body.
I am sure that you wiU look much prettier in our
dress.

Manchu gown.

I want you to change and put

yoxir Parisian clothes

wanted

now

to

know how

away

as souvenirs.

I only

foreign ladies dressed and

The Dragon Boat
wiU be here next month and I will make
some pretty gowns for you." I thanked her by
kowtowing to the ground and told her that I
would be only too pleased to change into Manchu
I have seen enough.

Festival

but having lived so many years abroad,
and having always worn foreign clothes, I had
not had any made.
were planning to
clothes,

We

change into Manchu gowns before coming to
we had received orders that Lao
Tsu Tsung wished to see us in foreign clothes.
I was very glad when I received that order as
there were several reasons why I wanted to wear
Manchu gowns. First, the Court ladies at the
beginning treated us as outsiders. Secondly, I
knew that Her Majesty did not like them, and
besides, we were very, uncomfortable living at
the Palace in Peking, and made up our minds
that we must wear Manchu clothes, which were
made for it. We had so much work to do, and
having to stand' most of the time one absolutely
needed loose garments. Her Majesty ordered
the Court, but
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one of the eunuchs to bring one of her dresses for
me to try on, so I went back to my own room,
and took off my wet clothes and changed. I
tried on her gown, but it was too loose for me.
The length was quite all right and so were the
sleeves.
Her Majesty told one of the eunuch
writers to write down my measurements in order
to have a gown made for me, and said she was
sure it would fit me.
She did the same
thing for my mother and sister, and ordered our

gowns

to be

made

pleased, as she told

at once.

me what

I knew she was
color

would

suit

me

the best.
She said that I should always
wear pink and pale blue, for they suited, and
were her favorite colors, too. She also talked
about our headdress, and ordered some made
the same as worn by the other Court ladies.
She
said to me: "I know you can wear my shoes, for
I tried yours on the first day you came, don't you
remember? I must select a lucky day for you to
become a Manchu once more," she said this with a
smile, "and no more foreign clothes after that."
She took her special book for lucky days and
hours, and studied it a little while, then she said
the eighteenth of that month was the best. Li
Lien Ying, the head eunuch knew how to please
Her Majesty, and said he would give orders to

have everything ready for us at that time. Her
Majesty told us the way we must have our hair
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and what kind of flowers we should wear,
was very happy arranging to make
Manchus.
short while after she dis-

in fact she

A

us into

missed us for the day. It rained for three days
without stopping. The last day the Emperor

came back, and all ceremonies ceased. Her
Majesty never liked to stay in the Forbidden
City, and I was not a bit surprised, as I hated
the place. We had to use candles to dress by,
in the morning, as the rooms were in absolute

darkness even in the middle of the afternoon.
It rained so much that finally Her Majesty said
she would return to the Summer Palace the next

was raining or

day, whether

it

aU very glad

to go.

We

returned to the

not,

Summer

and we were

Palace on the

It was a dull day, but no rain. We
packed everything in just the same way we had
done when we came, and stopped at Wan Shou
That day we comSi and had our luncheon.
menced to eat meat again. I noticed that Her
Majesty enjoyed her meal very much. She
asked me if I liked the food without meat, and I
told her that everything was nicely done and that
I enjoyed the food very much, although without
meat. She told me that she could not eat that
kind of food and enjoy it, and that if it were not
necessary to make sacrifice she would not have
seventh.

abstained.
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garden party of the year was given

by the Empress Dowager to the

ladies of the

Diplomatic Corps, in the fourth moon. This
year Her Majesty desired to deviate a httle from
previous custom, and issued orders that

stalls

should be arranged in the garden, on a similar
principal to a bazaar, on which were to be dis-

played curios, embroidered work, flowers, etc.,
These were to be given as presents to the
etc.
guests.
The guests were: Mrs. Conger, wife
of the American Minister, Mrs. Williams, wife
of Chinese Secretary of the American Legation,
Madame and Mademoiselle de Career, wife and
daughter of the Spanish Minister, Madame
Uchida, wife of the Japanese Minister, and a few
ladies of the Japanese Legation, Madame Almeida, wife of the Portuguese Charge d' Affaires,
Madame Cannes, wife of the Secretary of the
French Legation, the wives of several French
Officers,

Lady Susan Townley,

wife of the First

Secretary of the British Legation, two ladies

from the German Legation, wives of German Officers, and wives of a few Customs Officials.
On
this occasion Her Majesty selected a most beautiful

gown

of peacock blue, embroidered all over

with phoenix.

The embroidery was

raised

and

each phoenix had a string of pearls two inches
long sewed into its mouth. Whenever Her Majesty stirred, these strings of tiny pearls

moved

THE YOUNG EMPRESS
forwards and backwards and
pretty effect.

Of course,

it
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made a very

she wore her jade phce-

nix on her hair as usual and shoes and handkerchief embroidered with the same pattern.

My

mother wore a lavender silk gown, trimmed with
silver braid, her hat was of the same shade with
plumes to match. My sister and myself wore
pale blue Chinese silk gowns with insertion and
medallions of Irish crochet and trimmed with
tiny velvet bands. We wore blue hats with large
pink roses. All the Court ladies dressed in their
most picturesque gowns and it was a very pretty
sight to see the procession walking to the Audience Hall.

Her Majesty was in her happiest mood that
morning and said to us "I wonder how I would
:

my waist is very small,
but wearing this kind of loose gown it would not
show. I don't think I would need to squeeze
myself so tight, either, but I don't think there
is anything in the world prettier than our Manlook in foreign clothes;

chu gowns."
First the guests were received in audience

Their Majesties.

by

They were accompanied by

Baron Czikann, Minister for Ausand an interpreter from each Legation. On
entering the Audience Hall all the guests stood
in line and the Doyen presented a short address
This was translated to
to Their Majesties.
the Doyen,

tria,
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Prince Ching, who, in turn, communicated
the Emperor.

The Emperor made a

it

to

suitable

reply in Chinese which was translated by the

Doyen's interpreter.
the steps of the dais

Then

the

Doyen mounted

and shook hands with Their

Majesties, the rest of the guests being presented

I was standing at the right hand of the
Empress Dowager and as each guest came forward, called out their names, and the Legation
which they represented. Her Majesty had a few
words for everyone, and when she saw a new
face she would ask how long they had been in

in turn.

China; whether they liked

All these
conversations I interpreted for Her Majesty.
As the guests finished paying their respects they
passed along and remained standing in the Hall
until everybody had been presented.
The interpreters, who did not take part in this
ceremony but had remained standing in the Hall
until it was over, were then conducted by Prince
Ching to another part of the Palace, where refreshments were provided for them. After they
had gone out Their Majesties descended from
the dais and mixed with the guests.
The formal ceremony now being concluded,
chairs were brought in and everybody made themselves comfortable.
Tea was brought in by the
eunuchs and after a few minutes' conversation,
we all adjourned to the refreshment room, with
it,

etc., etc.
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Empress Dowager, the EmYoung Empress and the Secondary
In the absence of Her Majesty, the ImPrincess
(The Empress Dowager's

the exception of the
peror, the
wife.
perial

adopted daughter)

Conger
eer,

officiated

sitting at her right

and

Mrs.
de Car-

as hostess,

Madame

wife of the Spanish Minister, on her

The food was aU

left.

and forks
During
the luncheon the Imperial Princess stood up and
spoke a few words of welcome, which I translated
into English and French. After the limcheon
was over we adjourned to the garden where
Their Majesties were awaiting us.
brass
band was playing European airs.
Her Majesty led the way around the gardens,
passing the various stalls on the way, where the
ladies would stop and admire the different articles, which were later presented to them as souveChinese, but knives

were provided for the use of the guests.

A

On arriving at a teahouse
which had been erected in the gardens, everybody
rested and partook of tea.
Their Majesties then
wished everybody good-bye and the guests were
then conducted to their chairs and took their denirs of the occasion.

parture.

As

usual,

we

reported to

thing that had taken place

had

enjoyed themselves.

that these foreign ladies

Her Majesty
and how the

everyguests

She said: "How is it
have such large feet?
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Their shoes are like boats and the funny way they
walk I cannot say I admire. I haven't yet seen
one foreigner with pretty hands. Although they

have white skins, their faces are covered with
white hair. Do you think they are beautiful?" I
replied that I had seen some American beautiess
when I was abroad. Her Majesty said: "No
matter how beautiful they are they have ugly
eyes.
I can't bear that blue color, they remind
me of a cat." After a few more remarks, she
ordered us to retire, saying that we must be

We were

tired.

opportunity to

up and glad of an
made our courtesies and

rather used

rest, so

retired.

We

had been at the Palace more than two
months, and I had had no opportunity to see my
father at aU, who was quite iU at that time.
We
did not
sence

know whether we

from the Court.

could ask leave of ab-

I received letters from my
me to have courage, and

father every day, telling

My mother asked the Young
would be correct to ask Her Majesty for permission to go home for a day or two.
The Young Empress told us that it would be
quite all right to do that, but she thought it would
to do

my

duty.

Empress

if it

be better

if

for there

we could wait

would be a

until after the eighth,

feast

eighth day of the fourth

The

on that day.

moon every year

ceremony of eating green peas.

is

According

the
to
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a hereafter which

divides or grades, according to the life that

is

on earth, that is to say, those who live good
lives go to Heaven when they die and those who
are had go to a bad place to suffer. On this
occasion Her Majesty sent to the people she
liked, each a plate containing eight peas, and we
had to eat them. The Young Empress told me
lived

that

esty

I presented a plate of peas to Her Majit would please her, which I did.
This

if

meant: "May we meet in the hereafter" (Chi
Yuen Dou)
Her Majesty was very happy that
.

day.

We went to

the west side of the lake

and

there.
Her Majesty talked to
day we came to the Court, and
then said to mother: "I wonder if Yii Keng is
any better. When wiU he be able to come to
the Court? I haven't seen him since he returned
from France." (My father had asked three
months leave of absence from the Court on account of his poor health.)
My mother answered
and said that he was feeling better, but that his
legs were still very weak, and he could not walk
much. Her Majesty then said to us: "Oh, I
have forgotten to tell you that if you wish to go
home, you can ask permission. I have been so
busy lately, and forgot to remind you." We
thanked her and told her that we would like to go
home and see how my father was, so she gave

had our luncheon

us about the

first

146

TWO YEARS

orders that

Then

IN

we should

THE FORBIDDEN CITY
leave the Court the next

me how

long I would like
to stay at home, and of course I knew the custom, and told her that I was waiting for her
orders:
"Would two or three days he enough?"
told her that it suited us beautifully.
I
was so surprised when she mentioned it to us,
and wondered if anyone had told her of our
day.

she asked

We

intentions,

or

if

Her Majesty was a mind

reader.

When

she retired that afternoon I went to

Young Empress, who was always very
and kind, and asked me to sit near her.
Her eunuch brought me a cup of tea. Her
rooms were furnished exactly the same as Her
see the

nice

Majesty's,
dainty,

but

and

everything

showed

talked about the

very

life at

looked

good

extremely
taste.

We

the Palace for a long

and she told me that she was very fond of
us, and so was Her Majesty.
I told her that
Her Majesty had mentioned to us about going
home for two or three days and that I was surprised to see how thoughtful she was.
She said
that someone had reminded Her Majesty to let
us go home, for we had been at the Court for
more than two months. I found out afterwards
that it was the head eunuch Li who had heard
that we were anxious to go.
The Young Empress said to me: "I want to teach you to be

time,
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you are ordered to leave the Court
to-morrow, but Her Majesty did not mention
any particular hour. You must not talk about
it to anyone, and don't show that you are excited to go home. Don't dress as if you are
going out to-morrow, but be natural and do
your work as if you don't care about going at
all.
Don't you remind her, in case she forgets
to tell you to go, and come back on the second day, which is the custom. It wiU show that
you are anxious to see Her Majesty, so you
come back one day earlier than the appointed
time." I was so happy to get this information
and asked her if it would be all right to bring
Her Majesty some presents when we returned
to the Court.
She said that was just the proper
thing to do. The next day we did the same
work, and went to the Audience Hall with Her
Majesty, as usual. After the audience was
over Her Majesty ordered her luncheon to be
wise, that

is,

served at the country teahouse.

This teahouse

was

built in country style, and right on top of
her peony mountain, with bamboo and straw,

and

all

the furniture was

They were

made

beautifully made,

of bamboo also.
and the frames of

the windows were carved into a line of characters

—Shou

(long life), and butterflies, with pink

silk curtain

hangings.

quisite little building

At

the rear of this ex-

was a bamboo shade, with

TWO YEARS

14.8

railiijgs all

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

around, hung with red

silk lanterns.

The seats were built against the railings, so that
one could sit on them comfortably. This was
supposed to be used by the Court ladies as their
waitingroom.
played dice with Her Majesty when luncheon was over.
played a
very long time, and I won the game that day.

We

We

Her Majesty laughed and said to me: "You have
luck to-day.

home

I think you are so happy to go

that your fairies have helped

you to win the
this game was

game." As I mentioned before,
"Eight Fairies Going across the Sea." "I
think it is time for you to go now." While saying this she turned and asked one of the eunuchs
what the time was, and he answered that it was
half-past two. We kowtowed to Her Majesty,
called

and stood waiting for more orders. Then she
said "I am sorry to see you go although I know
you are coming back within two or three days.
I know I shall miss you." To my mother she
:

said:

"TeU Yii Keng

to take care of his health

and get well soon. I have ordered four eunuchs
accompany you, and am sending some of my
own rice for him." We had to kowtow again in
thanking Her Majesty for her kindness and
finally she said: "Nemen tzowba" (you can go
now).
We withdreWj and found the Young Empress
on the veranda. We courtesied to her, and said

to

u
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good-bye to the Court ladies and came to our
rooms to get ready to start. Our eunuchs were
yery good, and had everything packed up ready
for us.
gave ten taels to each of our eunuchs, for that was the custom, and gave four

We

taels to each chair bearer of the Palace.

When

we

arrived at the Palace Gate our own chairs
were waiting for us. We said good-bye to our
eunuchs. Strange to say they seemed attached
to us and told us to come back soon.
The four
eunuchs ordered by Her Majesty to see us home
were there, and as soon as we got into our chairs
I saw them riding on horseback beside us. It
seemed to me just like a dream the two months
I had spent at the Court, and I must say I felt
very sorry to leave Her Majesty, but at the same
time I wanted very much to see my father. We
got home after a two hours' ride, and foimd him
looking much better, and one can imagine how
happy he was to see us. The four eunuchs came
into our parlor, and placed the yellow bag of
rice on the table.
My father thanked Her Majesty by kowtowing to the groimd. We gave
these eunuchs each a little present, and they departed.

I told

my

father about

my

life at

and how very kind Her Majesty was

the Palace,
to me.

He

asked me if I could influence Her Majesty to
reform some day, and hoped he would live to see
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other I had the idea that I could

and promised him that I would try my best.
Her Majesty sent two eunuchs to see us the
next morning, and also sent us food and fruits.
They told us that Her Majesty missed us, and
had told them to ask if we missed her. We told

we were returning to the Court
We stayed at home only two days
many people came to see us, and

these eunuchs that

the next day.

and a great
kept us busy all the time.
father suggested
that we should start from the house at about
3 :00 A. M., so as to get to the Summer Palace
before Her Majesty was up.
left our house
at 3:00 a. m. in total darkness, just like we had
two months before. What a change. I thought
I was the happiest girl in the world. I was told

My

We

by many

people, especially

by the Young

Her Majesty was

Em-

extremely fond of
did not care for
had
heard
that
she
me. I
also
young people at all. Although I was happy, I
noticed that some of the Court ladies did not
like me, and they made me uncomfortable on
many occasions by not telling me just the way
Her Majesty wanted the work to be done. They
smiled to each other whenever Her Majesty was
saying to my mother that she liked me, and that
I was always careful in doing anything that
pleased her. I knew I was going to see those
people again. However, I made up my mind
press, that

THE YOUNG EMPRESS
to fight

my

useful to

battles alone.

Her
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I only wished to be

Majesty, and would not take any

notice of them.

It was a little after five o'clock when we
reached the Summer Palace. Our own eunuchs

were very happy to see us again and told us that
Her Majesty was not up yet and that we had
time to go to our rooms, where they had some
breakfast prepared for us. We went to see the
Young Empress first, and found she was ready
to go to Her Majesty's Palace.
She was also
very glad to see us, and told us that our Manchu
costumes were all ready, and that she had seen
them and they were perfectly lovely. We were
very hungry, and enjoyed our breakfast immensely. After that we went to see Her Majesty.
She was awake, so we went into her bedroom.
greeted her the same way that we did
every morning, and kowtowed to her and thanked

We

her for

all

the things she had sent us while

we

She sat up on the bed, smiled,
and said: "Are you glad to come back? I know
everyone who comes to me and stays for a while
does not like to go away from here any more. I
am glad to see you (to my mother) How is Yii
Keng?" My mother told her that my father
was much better. She asked us what we did for
those two days, staying at home.
She also
wanted to know whether we still remembered
were at home.

.
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which day she had chosen for us to change into
our Manchu costume. We told her we knew the
The
date, and were looking forward to it.
eunuchs brought in three large yellow trays, full
of beautiful gowns, shoes, white silk socks, handkerchiefs, bags for nuts, in fact the whole set,
including the gu'un dzan (Manchu headdress).
We koAvtowed to her, and told her we were very

much pleased with everything she had given
us.
Her Majesty told the eunuchs to bring
everything out for us to

"You see
of

see.

I give you one full

Chao Chu (amber

She said to us:

official dress,

one set

heads), two embroidered

gowns, four ordinary gowns for everyday wear,
and two gowns for Chi Chen wear (the anniversary of the death of an Emperor or Empress),
one sky blue, the other mauve, with very little
trimming. I also have a lot of underwear for
you." I was excited and told Her Majesty that
I would like to commence to dress up at once.
She smiled, and said: "You must wait until the

day comes, the lucky day I have selected for you.
You must try to fix your hair first, which is the
most difficult thing to do. Ask the Young
Empress to teach you." Although she told me
to wait, I knew she was pleased to see that I
showed so much enthusiasm. She asked me the
first day when we came to the Court why my
hair was so curly.
I showed her that I curled

THE YOUNG EMPRESS
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with paper, and she teased me ever afterwards.
also said that I could not pull my hair

She

straight in time to wear Manchu clothes, that
everyone would laugh at me, and how ugly I
would look. That night one Court lady came
over to me while I was sitting on the veranda

and

"I wonder if you will look nice in
I told her I only wanted to
look natural. "You have lived so many years
abroad we consider you are a foreigner to us."
said:

Manchu

dress?"

I told her that as long as

Her Majesty

consid-

ered I was one of her own, I would be satisfied

and that she need not worry

knew they were

herself about me.

I

jealous of us, so I went in search

Young Empress and left this girl alone.
We were talking with the Young Empress in the
of the

waitingroom, and

this girl

came

in

and

me, smiling to herself most of the time.

sat near

One

of

the servant girls was fixing some fresh flowers
for

her

Her Majesty. She looked at her and asked
why she was smihng. The Young Empress

saw, and asked her the same question.

She

would not answer, but kept on smiling all the
time. At this moment a eunuch came and said
that Her Majesty wanted me. I afterwards
tried to find out what she had told the Young
Empress but could not. Several days passed
very quietly. Her Majesty was happy, and so
was I. One day the Young Empress reminded

154

TWO YEARS

us that

we

should

IN

THE FORBIDDEN

make

all

CITY]

preparations in or-

der to be able to dress ourselves properly on the

—

was getting short onlytwo days left. That night, after Her Majesty
had retired, I went to my own room and fixed
my headdress on and went to see the Young
Empress. She said that I looked very nice, and
that she was sure Her Majesty would like me
eighteenth, as the time

Manchu costume. I told her that I
used to wear Manchu dress when I was a little
girl, before we went to Europe, and of course I
knew how to put it on. I also told her that I
could not understand why these girls looked
upon me as a foreigner. She said that they only
better in

showed

their

jealous of
to

them

at

all.

and that they were
I should not pay any attention

ignorance,

me and

CHAPTER ELEVEN

OUR COSTUMES

The next day we got up earlier than usual and
dressed ourselves in our

new gowns.

I could not

believe my own eyes, and asked several times
whether that was myself or not. I found that
I looked all right, although I hadn't been wearing this sort of costume for' so long. They
seemed to think that we would look awkward.
Our own eunuchs were delighted to see us dressed
that way. The Young Empress came in while
passing our rooms on her way to the Empress
Dowager's Palace, and waited for us to go with
her.
When we arrived at the waitingroom a lot
of people came in and looked at us, and talked
so much about us, that it made me feel rather

shy.

Everyone told us that we looked much

bet-

way than in foreign clothes, except the
Emperor Kwang Hsu. He said to me: "I
ter that

think your Parisian gowns are far prettier than

I smiled and said nothing. He shook
head
at me, and went into Her Majesty's
his
bedroom. Li Lien Ying came and saw us, and
was very much excited and told me to go and
this."
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Her Majesty

at

once.
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see

everyone was looking at us, as

He

said:

"You

don't

I told him that
we were curios.

if

know how

nice

you

look now, and I wish that you would not wear

Her Majesty laughed
so loud when she saw us that it made me uncomfortable, for I was afraid we looked unnatural

foreign" clothes at all."

said: "I cannot believe you are the
Just look at yourselves in this looking-glass."
She pointed to a large mirror in her
room. "See how you have changed. I feel that
you belong to me now. I must have some more
gowns made for you." Then Li Lien Ying said
that the twenty-fourth would be the first day of
the Summer. On that day everyone would begin to wear jade hairpins instead of gold, and we
had none. Her Majesty said to Li: "I am very
glad you told me that. I must give them each a
jade hairpin after having asked them to change

to her.

same

She

girls.

Manchu

Li went away and came
back with a box of hairpins of pure green
jade.
Her Majesty took a beautiful one and
handed it to my mother and told her that that
pin had been worn by three Empresses. She
took two very nice ones, and gave one to me and
one to my sister. She told us that these two
were a pair, and that the other Empress Dowager (the East Empress Dowager) used to wear
one, and that the other was worn by herself when

iato

dress."

OUR COSTUMES
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was young, I felt ashamed that Her
Majesty had given us so many presents and I
had done nothing for her in any way. However, we thanked her most sincerely, and showed
our appreciation. She said: "I look upon you
as my own people, and the gdwns I have made
for you are the very best.
I have also decided to
let you wear the full Court dress, the same as one
of the Princesses. You are my Court lady, so
you are equally ranked here." Li stood there
behind her and made a sign to us to kowtow to
I cannot remember how many times I kowher.
towed that day. The headdress was very heavy,
and I was not quite used to it; I was afraid it
might fall off. Her Majesty also said that she
would make our rank known to the Court on her
she

I will explain this.
every decade from the time of her birth
seventieth birthday.

On
Her

Majesty used to give special favors to anyone
she liked, or to anyone who had done something
She could
for her, and had been useful to her.
promote anyone at any time, but on these occaThe Young
sions it was something special.
Empress congratulated us, and said that Her
Majesty was looking for a young Prince to
marry me. She was also very fond of teasing.
I wrote to my father about all the favors that
had been given to me. He wrote me he hoped
that I deserved them all, and that I must do all
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I could to be useful and loyal to

Her Majesty

as long as she lived.

I was very happy.
at the Palace.

Life was perfectly lovely

Her Majesty was

always nice

and kind. I noticed the difference in the way
she had treated us since (as she said) we had
become Manchus once more. One day Her
Majesty asked me while we were sailing on the
lake in the moonhght, if I wanted to go to Europe
any more. It was a superb night, and several
boats were sailing behind us.
In one boat severar eunuchs were playing a kind of sweet music

and an instrument very much like
the mandolin, called Yeuh Chin (small harp,
like the shape of the moon), with Her Majesty
singing very softly to herself. I told her I was
satisfied to be with her, and did not wish to go
anywhere at all. She said that I must learn to
sing poetry and that she would teach me every
day. I told her that my father had made me
study all kinds of poetry and I had composed
some myself. She looked surprised and said:
"Why didn't you tell me that before? I love
poems. You must read to me sometimes. I
have many books here containing poems of different dynasties." I told her that my knowledge
of Chinese literature was very limited, and I
dared not let her see how little I knew. I had
only studied eight years. Her Majesty told
on the

flute

OUR COSTUMES
me
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Young Empress and herself were
who were familiar with Chinese litthe Court.
She told me that she

that the

the only ones
erature at

and write
some time ago, but having found them so lazy
she gave them up. My father told me to be very
careful not to show them what I could do until
I was asked, so I kept it to myself. After they
found this out, some of the Court ladies were
very disagreeable to me, and this went on day

tried to teach the Court ladies to read

after day.

Except

for

this

unpleasantness

the fourth

moon passed very agreeably. The first day of
the fifth moon was a busy day for us all, as from
the first to the fifth of the fifth moon was the
which I will
explain later ^also called the Dragon Boat Festival.
All the Viceroys, Governors and high
officials, besides the Imperial Family, Court
ladies and eunuchs, aU offer Her Majesty beautiful presents.
I never saw such a lot of things
as came into the Palace during this festival.
Each person who sent in presents must accompany them with a sheet of yellow paper, and at
the right lower corner the sender's name must be
written and also the word Kuai Jin, meaning to
present their gifts kneeling, also to write what
the presents were. The eunuchs took big yellow trays to bring them in. During these five
festival of five poisonous insects,

—
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days everyone was busy, especially the eunuchs.
I could not count just how many people sent
presents to

Her Majesty.

The

presents were of

every kind, such as things for the household

and jewelry of

all

;

kinds and description.

silks

A

large part of the presents were foreign goods

I also saw lovely carved
thrones and embroideries. Her Majesty ordered
of the ordinary kind.

them

to be put away,

and the foreign things to

be kept in her Palace, for those were

The

third

day of the

fifth

new

to her.

moon was the day
make pres-

for just the people of the Palace to

We

It was a most beautiful sight to see.
were busy all night making preparations, and
had to go and help the Young Empress. The
next morning we placed our presents in the big
ents.

courtyard

in

yellow

big

these

Young Empress had

first

Young Empress
Empress Dowager were made by her own
The

presents from the

There were ten pairs of
ered handkerchiefs,

little

and bags for tobacco,

shoes,

The

trays.

her trays in the

silk

row.

to the

hands.

embroid-

bags for betel nuts,

all exquisitely

done.

The

Secondary wife of the Emperor Kwang Hsu
Her Majesty. The
Court ladies' presents were all different, as we
could ask permission to go out shopping before
the Feast.
could not go out together, for
one or two of us must be there at all times, and
presented about the same to

We
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was very exciting

we had

bought.

We

to tell each other

what

ourselves did not ask per-

mission to go out of the Palace, for

our
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we had

long before. Everyone
seemed to be talking about presents, whether
presents

ready

them or not. My
mother, my sister and myself had written to
Paris to get some lovely French brocades, one
set of furniture, French Empire style.
We had

Her Majesty would

learned

Her

like

Majesty's taste already during our

short stay there, so including those presents

we

gave her fans, perfumes, soaps and some
other French novelties. Her Majesty always
looked over everything, and noticed some of the
presents were of very poor quahty, and wanted
to know the sender's name.
The eunuchs and
servant girls also made her good and useful presents.
Her Majesty would select the articles she
liked the best, and order the rest to be put
away, and she might never see them again. I
must say that Her Majesty hked and admired
some foreign things very much, she especially
loved the French fancy brocades, for she was
making new gowns almost every day. She was
also

and powder that would
She always thanked us in a

also pleased with soaps

beautify the skin.

very nice way and said how very thoughtful we
were in selecting beautiful articles for her. Her
Majesty would also say something nice to the

16a
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and that made everyone

feel

pleased.

The
that

fourth day of the fifth

Her Majesty gave

moon was

presents to us

the day
all,

the

different Princes, high ofiicials, servant girls

and

Her memory was something

eunuchs.

dinary, for she could

extraor-

remember every one of the

presents that had been given to her the day

and the names of the givers also. That
was a busy day for us. Her Majesty gave
before,

people presents according to the

way they gave

We

had yellow sheets of paper and wrote
out the names of those to whom she wished

her.

That day Her Majesty was very angry
with one of the wives of a certain Prince because

to give.

Her Majesty

her presents were the poorest.
told

me

room and said
what they were.

to keep that tray in her

she would go over

them and

see

I knew she was not pleased, for she had a

She told us to measure the silks
and ribbons in that tray, and leave it in the hall.
The ribbons were all of different lengths, all too
short to trim a gown, and the dress materials
were not of good quality. Her Majesty said
to me: "Now you look for yourself. Are these
good presents? I know very well all these
things were given to them by other people and
they of course would select the best for themselves, and give me what was left.
They know
telltale face.

:
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am

obliged

are

surprised

to

to

send

see

how

me
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something.

they

careless

I
are.

Probably they thought as I receive so many
presents I would not notice. They are mistaken, for I notice the poorest the

I can remember everything.

gave

me

Court

because they were obliged

them the same way."
ladies each a beautiful

in fact

I can see those

things in order to please me,

who gave
.return

first,

who

and those

to.

I will

She gave the

embroidered

gown

and a few hundred taels, the same to the Young
Empress and the Secondary wife. The presents which she gave us were a

consisting of

little

different,

two embroidered gowns, several

simple ones, jackets and sleeveless jackets, shoes,

and flowers for the Manchu headdress. She
said that we had not so many gowns, and instead
of giving us the money, she had things made for
us.
Besides that, she gave me a pair of very
pretty earrings, but none to

my

sister, for

she

noticed that I had a pair of ordinary gold ear-

my

had a pair set with pearls
and jade. Her Majesty said to my mother:
"Yti Tai Tai. I can see you love one daughter
better than the other. Roonling has such pretty
earrings and poor Derling has none." Before
my mother could answer her she had turned to
me while I was standing at the back of her chair
"I will have a nice pair made for you. You are
rings, while

sister
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mine now." My mother told her that I did not
like to wear heavy earrings.
Her Majesty
laughed and said "Never mind, she is mine now,
and I will give her everything she needs. You
have nothing to do with her." The earrings she
gave me were very heavy. Her Majesty said
that if I would wear them every day I would get
used to them, and so it proved that after some
:

time I thought nothing of

Now

about

this Feast.

it.

It

is

also called the

Dragon Boat Feast. The fifth of the fifth
moon at noon was the most poisonous hour for
the poisonous insects, and reptiles such as frogs,
lizards, snakes, hide

themselves in the mud, for

that hour they are paralyzed.

men

Some medical

them at that hour and place them
and when they are dried, sometime use
them as medicine. Her Majesty told me this,
so that day I went all over everywhere and dug
into the ground, but found nothing.
The usual
custom was that at noon Her Majesty took a
small cup filled with spirits of wine, and added
a kind of yellow powder (something like sulphur). She took a small brush and dipped it
into the cup and made a few spots of this yellow paint under our nostrils and ears. This
was to prevent any insects from crawling on us
during the coming summer. The reason why
it was also called the Dragon Boat Festival was
search for

in jars,

OUR COSTUMES
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Chou Dynasty the
Each
place had a ruler. The Emperor Chou had a
Prime Minister named Chi Yuan, who advised
him to make alliance with the other six countries, but the Emperor refused, and Chi Yuan
because at the time of the

country was divided into several parts.

thought that the country would be taken by others in the near future.
He could not influence
the Emperor, so he made up his mind to commit
suicide and jumped into the river, taking a
large piece of stone with him. This happened
on the fifth day of the fifth moon, so the year
afterwards, the

Emperor got

to worship his soul,

into a

and throw

Dragon boat

rice cakes, called

Tzu Tsi, into the river. On that day the people
have celebrated this feast ever since. At the
Palace the theatre played first this history, which
was very interesting, and also played the insects
trying to hide themselves before the most poisonous hour arrived. On that day we all wore tiger
shoes, the front part of which was made of a
tiger's head, with little tigers made of yellow silk
to wear on the headdress.
These tigers were
only for the children to wear, and signified that
they would be as strong as a tiger, but Her
Majesty wanted us to wear them also. The
wives of the Manchu ofiicials came to the Court,
and when they saw us they laughed at us. We
told them it was by Her Majesty's orders.

166

A

TWO YEARS

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

register recording the birthdays of all the

was kept by the head eunuch, and
my own birthday came around,
the tenth day of the fifth moon, he informed me
that the custom of the Court was to make a present to. Her Majesty and said that the present
should take the form of fruit, cakes, etc., so I orCourt

ladies

a few days before

dered eight boxes of different kinds.

Early in the morning I put on full Court dress,
and made myself look as nice as possible and
went to wish Her Majesty good morning.
When she had finished dressing, the eunuchs
brought in the presents and, kneeling, I presented them to Her Majesty, bowing to the
ground nine times. She thanked me and wished
me a happy birthday. She then made me a present of a pair of sandalwood bracelets, beautifully
She
carved, also a few rolls of brocade silk.
also informed me that she had ordered some
macaroni in honor of my birthday. This macaroni is called, (Chang Shou Me'en) long life
macaroni. This was the custom. I again bowed
and thanked her for her kindness and thoughtfulness.
After bowing to the Young Empress

and receiving

in return

two pairs of shoes and

several embroidered neckties, I returned to my
room, where I found presents from all the Court
ladies.

Altogether I had a very happy birthday.
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I can never forget the fifteenth day of the

moon as long as I hve, for that was a bad
day for everyone. As usual we went to Her
Majesty's bedroom quite early that morning.
She could not get up and complained that her
back ached so much. We rubbed her back, in
turns, and finally she got up, though a little late.
She was not satisfied. The Emperor came in and
knelt down to wish her good morning, but she
scarcely took any notice of him.
I noticed that
when the Emperor saw that Her Majesty was
not well, he said very little to her. The eunuch
who dressed her hair every morning was ill, and
had ordered another one to help her. Her
Majesty told us to watch him very closely to see
that he did not pull her hair off.
She could not
bear to see even one or two hairs fall out. This
eunuch was not used to trickery, for instance,
in case the hair was falling off, he could not hide

fifth

it

like the other

one did.

This poor

man

did not

do with any that came out. He
was frightened, and Her Majesty, seeing him
through the mirror, asked him whether he had

know what

to

pulled her hair out.

made her

He

said that he had.

This

and she told him to replace it.
laughed,
but
I almost
the eunuch was very much
frightened and started to cry. Her Majesty ordered him to leave the room, and said she would
punish him later. We helped her to fix up her
furious,
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was not an easy job, for
she had very long hair and it was difficult to

hair.

it

comb.

She went to the morning audience, as usual,
and after that she told the head eunuch what had
happened. This Li was indeed a bad and cruel
man, and said: "Why not beat him to death?"
Immediately she ordered Li to take this man to

own quarters to receive punishment. Then
Her Majesty said the food was bad, and or-

his

dered the cooks to be pxmished
told

me

that whenever

also.

They

Her Majesty was angry

everything went wrong, so I was not surprised
that so

many

things happened that day.,

Majesty said that we
our hair too low down
(This

Manchu

all

looked too vain with

at the

headdress

Her

is

back of the head.

placed right in the

center of one's head and the back part

is

called

and must reach the bottom
part of one's collar.)
We had our hair done up
the same way every day, and she had previously
never said a word about it. She looked at us,
and said: "Now I am going to the audience, and
don't need you all here.
Go back to your rooms
and fix your hair all over again. If I ever see
you all like that again I am going to cut your
hair oif ."
I was never more surprised in my life

the swallow's

tail,

when I heard her speak so sharply to us. I
don't know whether I was spoken to or not, but
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well to be wise, and I answered I

We were all ready to go and Her MajWhen we were
away we heard her scolding
girl who was neither a Court

esty stood there watching us.

about

five or six feet

Chun Shou

(the

lady nor a servant)
pretending she was

.

Her Majesty said she was
all right, and Her Majesty

ordered her to go also. When we were walking
towards our own place, some of them laughed at

Chun Shou, which made

her angry.

When Her

Majesty was angry with anyone, she would say
we were all doing something on purpose to
make her angry. I must say that everyone of
us was scared, and wondered who would have
that

dared to do that.

On

the contrary,

we

tried

our

best to please her in every way.

But

was furious all day and I
away from her. I noticed some of

that day she

tried to stay

the eunuchs went to her to ask questions con-

cerning important matters, but she would not
look at them, but kept on reading her book.

To

teU the truth, I felt miserable that day. At the
beginning I thought all the eunuchs were faithful servants, but seeing

them every day, I got

It did not do them any harm to

know them.
be punished once in a while.
to

The Young Empress
wait on

probably

Her Majesty
if

told

me

to go in

and

She said that
I would suggest playing dice with
as usual.
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might forget her troubles.

At

first

I

did not want to go, for I was afraid that she

might say something to me, but seeing that the
poor Young Empress spoke to me so nicely, I
told her I would try.
When I entered Her
Majesty's sitting room I found her reading a
book. She looked at me and said: "Come over
You
here, I would like to tell you something.
know these people at the Palace are no good and
I don't like them at all. I don't want them to
poison your ears by telling you how wicked I
am. Don't talk to them. You must not fix
your hair too low down at the back of your head.
I was not angry with you this morning. I know
you are different. Don't let them influence you.
I want you to be on my side, and do as I teU
you." Her Majesty spoke very kindly to me,
and her face changed also not at all the
same face she had that morning. Of course I
promised her that I would be only too happy
to do all I could to please her.
She spoke to
me just like a good mother would speak to a
dear child. I changed my opinion and thought
that perhaps after aU she was right, but I had
often heard from the officials that one cannot
be good to a eunuch, as he would do all he could
to injure you without any reason whatsoever.
I noticed that day they all seemed to be more
careful in doing their work.
I was told that

—

OUR COSTUMES
when once Her Majesty got angry,
never

finish.

On

171
she

would

the contrary, she talked to

me

had been no troubles
She was not difficult to wait upon, only
at all.
one had to watch her moods. I thought how
fascinating she was, and I had already forgotten
that she had been angry. She seemed to have
guessed what I was thinking, and said: "I can
make people hate me worse than poison, and can
also make them love me.
I have that power."
I thought she was ri^t there.

very nicely, just as

if

there
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the twenty-sixth day of the fifth moon,

during the morning audience. Prince Ching told
Her Majesty that Mrs. Conger, the wife of the
American Minister to Peking, had asked for a
private audience, and would

Her Majesty

please

mention a day. She told him not to give any
answer tmtil the next day, just to give her time
to think it over.
I was sitting behind the large
screen, listening, but the other Court ladies
made too much noise, so Her Majesty ordered
them not to say a word during audience. I
was very glad myself, because I could listen
to some of the interesting conversations between
the Empress Dowager and her Ministers. After
the audience. Her Majesty ordered her lunch to
be served on the top of the hill at Pai Yuen Dien
(Spreading Cloud Pavilion). She said that she
preferred to walk, so we followed her very slowly.
To get to this place we had to mount two hundred and seventy-two steps, besides ten minutes'
climbing over rough stones. She did not seem
to

mind

the climbing part at

172

all.

It

was the

Bridge at the Summer Palace

The Jade Girdle Bridge

—Summer Palace
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funniest thing to see two

little eunuchs on either
support her arms, trying to keep pace
iwith her.
I noticed that she was very much

side, to

preoccupied, and did not speak to any of us.

When we arrived at our destination we were
very tired and quite exhausted. Her Majesty,
who was a good walker herself, laughed at us.
She was always very much pleased when she
excelled in games of skill or endurance.
She
said: "You see I am old, and can walk much
faster than you young people.
You are all no
use.
What is the matter with you?" Her
Majesty was very fond of receiving compliments.
I had been there long enough to know and had
learned to say things which would please her.
She also hated anyone to pay her compliments at
the wrong moment, so one had to be very careful
even in paying her compliments.
This "spreading cloud" pavilion was a beautiful Palace.
It had an open space in front of
the building, just like one of the courtyards, with
pink and white oleanders all over the place.
There was a porcelain table and several porcelain
stools.

Her Majesty

i

sat

on her own yeUow

and was drinking her tea in silence.
windy that day, although the sky
was blue with warm sunshine. Her Majesty sat
there just for a few minutes, and then said it was
too windy and went into the building. I was
satin stool

It was very
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more than glad to go in, too, and whispered to the
Young Empress that I thought the wind might
blow

off

my

headdress.

The eunuchs brought

and placed everything upon the
The Young Empress made a sign for us
to follow her, which we did.
When we came to
the back veranda we sat down on the window

the luncheon
table.

seats.
All the
low at the Palace, and on the
veranda there was something like a bench built
along the window, about a foot wide. There
were no chairs to be seen excepting Her
Majesty's thrones. The Young Empress asked
me whether I had noticed that Her Majesty had
something on her mind. I told her that perhaps
she was thinking about the private audience which
Prince Cbing had mentioned that morning. She
said that I had guessed right, and asked: "Do
you know anything about this audience? When
wiU it take place?" I said that Her Majesty
had not yet given her answer.
By this time Her Majesty had finished eating
and was walking up and down the room, watching us eating. She came over to my mother and
said: "I am just wondering why Mrs. Conger
asks for a private audience. Perhaps she has
something to say to me. I would like to know
just what it is so I can prepare an answer."
My mother said that probably Mrs. Conger had

seats.

I will explain about these

windows were

built
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someone visiting her who wished to be presented
to Her Majesty.
"No, it can't be that, because
they must give the list of names of those who
wish to come to the Palace. I don't mind the
formal audiences, but I don't think that I should
have private ones at all. I don't like to be questioned, as you all know.
The foreigners are, of
course, very nice and polite, according to their
own way, but they cannot compare with us, so far
as etiquette

is

concerned.

I

may be

conservative

in saying that I admire our custom

not change

it

as long as I live.

and wiU

You

see our

people are taught to be polite from their earliest
childhood, and just look back at the oldest teachings and compare

seem to

them with

the new.

like the latter the best.

I mean

People
that the

new

idea is to be Christians, to chop up their
Ancestral Tablets and bum them. I know many
families here who have broken up because of the

who

always influencing the
young people to believe their religion. Now I
tell you why I feel uneasy about this audience
is because we are too polite to refuse anyone who
missionaries,

are

asks any favors in person.

The

foreigners don't

seem to imderstand that. I'll tell you what I
wiU do. Whenever they ask me anything, I'll
simply tell them that I am not my own boss, but
have to consult with my Ministers; that although
I am the Empress Dowager of China, I must
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any

She

is

always very nice

silly questions.

Of

course

much like ourselves, not
Last year, before you came to
the Court, a missionary lady came with Mrs.
Conger, and suggested that I should estabhsh, a
school for girls at the Palace.
I did not like to
offend her, and said that I would take it into
consideration.
Now, just imagine it for a moment. Wouldn't it be foolish to have a school
at the Palace besides, where am I going to get so
many girls to study? I have enough to do as it
is.
I don't want all the children of the Imperial
family studying at my Palace."
Her Majesty laughed while she was telling us
She said:
this, and everyone else laughed, too.
"I am sure you will laugh. Mrs. Congpr is a
very nice lady. America is always very friendly
towards China, and I appreciate their nice
behavior at the Palace during the twentysixth year of Kwang Hsu (1900), but I cannot
say that I love the missionaries, too. Li Lien

the Japanese are very
at all forward.

;

Ying

told

me

that these missionaries here give

and that after
that they wish to become Christians, and then
they would pretend to tell the Chinese to think
it over very carefully, for they would never force
the Chinese a certain medicine,
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anyone to believe their religion against their own
win. Missionaries also take the poor Chinese
children and gouge their eyes out, and use them
as a kind of medicine." I told her that that was
not true; that I had met a great many missionaries, and that they were very kind-hearted and
willing to do anything to help the poor Chinese.
I also told her what they had done for the poor
orphans given them a home, food and clothing;
that sometimes they went into the interior and
found the blind children who might be useless to
their parents, and when they get them they have

—

I know several cases like that.
These country people offer their deformed children to the missionaries, as they are too poor

to support them.

and take care of them. I told her about
and how they helped the poor people.
Her Majesty then laughed, and said: "Of
course I believe what you say, but why don't
these missionaries stay in their own country and

to feed

their schools,

be useful to their own people?" I thought it
would be of no use for me to talk too much,
but at the same time I would like her to know
of the dreadful times some of the missionaries

had in China.
were murdered

Some time

Wu

ago,

two of them

Shuih, in June, 1892 (a
at
below Hankow), the church being burnt
down by the mob. My father was appointed by
Viceroy Chang Chih Tung to investigate the

little
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After much trouble he caught three of
the murderers and, according to the Chinese law,
they were put to death by hanging in wooden
cages, and the Government paid an indemnity
matter.

to the families of the

murdered

missionaries.

The year after, 1893, a Catholic church was
burnt down at Mar Cheng, on the Yangtse,
near Ichang. The mob said they saw many
blind children at the church, who were made to
work after having their eyes gouged out. The
Prefect of Ichang Province said

it

was true

that missionaries did get the Chinese childrens'

eyes for making medicine, so my father suggested having those blind children brought into
the Yamen and ask them. The Prefect was

a most wicked man, and was very anti-foreign
also.
He gave the poor children plenty of food,
and taught them to say that the missionaries did
gouge their eyes out, but when they were brought
in the next day they said that the missionaries
treated them very kindly and gave them a nice
home, good food and clothing. They said they
were blind long before they became Catholics,
and also said that the Prefect had taught them
to say that the missionaries were cruel to them,
which was not true. The blind children begged
to go back to the school and said that they were
very happy there.
Her Majesty said: "That may be all right for
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and reheve their suffering.
hke our great Buddha Ju Lai, who
fed the hungry birds with his own flesh. I would
love them if they would leave my people alone.
Let us believe our own religion. Do you know
how the Boxer rising began? Why, the Chinese
Christians were to blame. The Boxers were
treated badly by them, and wanted revenge.
to help the poor

For

instance,

Of

course that

low
the

They went too far, and at
same time thought to make themselves rich

by

setting fire to every house in Peking.

is

always the trouble with the

class of people.

made no

It

They wanted

difference whose house.

to burn so long as they could get money.

These

Chinese Christians are the worst people in China.
They rob the poor country people of their land

and property, and the

missionaries, of course,

always protect them, in order to get a share themselves.
Whenever a Chinese Christian is taken
to the Magistrate's Yamen, he is not supposed
to kneel down on the ground and obey the Chinese
law, as others do, and

own Government

is

always very rude to

Officials.

Then

his

these mission-

do the best they can to protect him, whether
he is wrong or not, and believe everything he
says and make the magistrate set the prisoner
free.
Do you remember that your father esaries

tablished

rules

in

Kwang Hsu, how

the

twenty-fourth year of

the Chinese

officials

should

180

TWO YEARS

treat the Bishops

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

whenever they had dealings

with each other? I know the common class of
people hecome Christians also those who are in
trouble ^but 1 don't believe that any of the high
officials are Christians."
Her Majesty looked

—

—

around and whispered: "Kang Yue Wai (the reformer in 1898) tried to make the Emperor believe that religion.
No one shall believe as long
as I live.
I must say that I admire the foreigners
in some ways.
For instance, their navies and
armies,

and

engineers, but as regards civilization

I should say that China

know

is

the

first

country by

many

people believe
that the Government had connections with the
Boxers, but that is not true. As soon as we
all

means.

I

that

found out the trouble we issued several Edicts,
and ordered the soldiers to drive them out, but
they had gone too far already. I made up my
mind not to go out of the Palace at all. I am
an old woman, and did not care whether I died
or not, but Prince Tuang and Duke Lan sug^
gested that we should go at once. They also
suggested that we should go in disguise, which
made me very angry, and I refused. After the
return of the Court to Peking, I was told that
many people believed that I did go in disguise,
and said that I was dressed in one of my servant's
clothes, and rode in a broken cart drawn by a
mule, and that this old woman servant of mine
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Empress Dowager, and rode
I wonder who made that
story up? Of course everyone believed it, and
such a story would get to the foreigners in Peking
without any trouble.
"Now to come back to the question of the
Boxer Rising. How badly I was treated by my

in

my

as the

sedan chair.

own servants.

No one seemed anxious to go with

many ran away before the Court
had any idea of leaving the Capital at all, and
those who stayed would not work, but stood
aroxmd and waited to see what was going to
happen. I made up my mind to ask and see
how many would be willing to go, so I said
to everyone: 'If you servants are willing to go
with me, you can do so, and those who are not
willing, can leave me.'
I was very much surprised to find that there were very few standing
around listening. Only seventeen eunuchs, two
old women servants and one servant girl, that was
Sho Chu. Those people said they would go with
me, no matter what happened. I had 3,000
me, and a great

eunuchs, but they were nearly

all

gone before

I had the chance of counting them. Some of
the wicked ones were even rude to me, and threw
my valuable vases on the stone floor, and smashed
them. They knew that I could not punish them
at that important moment, for we were leaving.
I cried very much and prayed for our Great
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Everyone knelt
with me and prayed. The Young Empress was
the only one of my family who went with me.
certain relative of mine, whom I was very fond
of, and gave her everything she asked, refused
to go with me.
I knew that the reason she would
not go was because she thought the foreign soldiers would catch up the runaway Court, and kill
Ancestors' Souls to protect us.

A

everyone.

"After we had been gone about seven days, I
sent one eunuch back, to find out who was still in
Peking. She asked this eunuch whether there
were any foreign soldiers chasing us, and whether
I was killed. Soon after the Japanese soldiers
took her Palace, and drove her out. She thought
she was going to die anyway, and as I was not
yet assassinated, she might catch up with the
Court, and go with us. I could not understand
how she traveled so fast. One evening we were
staying at a little country house, when she came in
with her husband, a nice man. She was telling
me how much she had missed me, and how very
anxious she had been all that time to know
whether I was safe or not, and cried. I refused
to listen to

what

;she

was saying and told her

plainly that I did not believe a word.

time she was finished for me.
time,

traveling in

a sedan chair,

morning, before the sun

From that

I had a very hard

rose, until

from early
dark and in
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I

am

sure you would pity me, old as I am, that
I should have had to suffer in that way.

"The Emperor went all the way in a cart,
drawn by a mule, also the Empress. I went
along, and was praying to our Great Ancestors
for protection, but the Emperor was very quiet,
and never opened
thing happened.

his
'It

of the chair carriers

One day somemuch and some
ran away. Some of the
mouth.

rained so

mules died suddenly. It was very hot, and the
rain was pouring down on our heads. Five small
eunuchs ran away also, because we were obliged
to punish them the night before on account of
their bad behavior to the Magistrate, who did
all he could to make me comfortable, but of course
food was scarce. I heard these eunuchs quarreling with the Magistrate, who bowed to the
ground, begging them to keep quiet, and promised them everything.
I was of course very angry.
Traveling under such circumstances one
ought to be satisfied that one was provided for.
"It took us more than a month before we
reached Shi An. I cannot tell you how fatigued
I was, and was of course worrying very much,
which made me quite ill for almost three months.
So long as I live I cannot forget it.
"We returned to Peking early in the twentyeighth year of Kwang Hsu and I had another
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when I saw my own Palace
was quite changed; a great many-

dreadful feeling
again.

Oh!

it

valuable ornaments broken or stolen.

All the

valuable things at the Sea Palace had been taken

away, and someone had broken the fingers of my
white jade Buddha, to whom I used to worship
every day. Several foreigners sat on my throne
and had their photos taken. When I was at the
Shi An I was just like being sent into exile,
although the Viceroy's Yamen was prepared for
us, but the building was very old, damp and

The Emperor became

ill.
It would
you everything; I thought
I had enough trouble, but this last was the worst.
When. I have time, I will tell you more about it.
I want you to know the absolute truth.
"Now let us come back to the question of Mrs.
Conger's private audience. There must be something special, but I hope that she wiU not ask
for anything, for I hate to refuse her.
Can you
?"
guess what it is
I told Her Majesty that there

unhealthy.

take a long time to

tell

could not be anything special;

Conger considered

knew Chinese

Mrs.

besides,

herself to be a person

etiquette very well,

and I

who

didn't

would ask for anything at all. Her
Majesty said: "The only objection I have is that
Mrs. Conger always brings one of the missionaries as her interpreter, when I have your mother,
your sister and yourself, which I think should

believe she

;
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right for her

to do that; besides, I cannot understand their

Chinese very well. I hke to see the ladies of the
Diplomatic body sometimes, but not the missionaries.
I will stop that when the opportunity
comes."

The next morning Prince Ching told Her
Majesty that the American Admiral, and Mrs.
Evans, and suite wished to be presented to her.
The American Minister asked two private audiences.
He said he had made a mistake by telling her that Mrs. Conger had asked an audience
for herself, the day before.
After the regular morning audience was over
Her Majesty laughed and said: "Didn't I tell
you yesterday that there must be a reason for
asking an audience? I rather would like to meet
the American Admiral and his wife." Turning
to us she said "Be sure and fix everything up
:

pretty, change everything in

my

not to show them our daily

life."

bedroom, so as

We

all

said

"Jut" (yes), but we knew it was going to be a
hard task to turn the Palace upside down.
It was just the night before the appointed
audience.

We

started to

work taking

off the

pink silk curtains from every window, and
changing them for sky blue (the color she hated)
then we changed the cushions on the chairs to
the same color. While we were watching the

—
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eunuchs doing the work, several of them came
into the room, carrying a large tray full of clocks.
By this time her Majesty had come into the room,
and ordered us to remove all her white and green
jade Buddhas and take some of the jade ornaments away, for those things were sacred, and'
no foreigners should see them, so we replaced
them with these clocks, instead.
also took
away the three embroidered door curtains, and
changed them for ordinary blue satin ones. I
must explain that these three curtains were sacred, too.
They were embroidered to represent five hundred Buddhist deities, on old gold
satin, and had been used by Emperor Tou
Kwang. Her Majesty beheved that by hanging these curtains at her door they would guard
against evil spirits entering her room. The
order was that one of us should remember to
place them back again when the audience was
over.
fixed every piece of furniture in her
bedroom. Her toilet table was the most important thing.
She would not let anyone see it
not even the wives of the Officials who came in, so

We

We

of course
it

up.

we had to put it in a

safe place,

and lock

We changed her bed from pink color into

blue.
All her furniture was made of sandalwood, also carvings on her bed. This sandalwood, before it was made into furniture, was
placed in different temples, to be sanctified, so of

East Side of the Lake

inside of the

Summer Palace

Stand erected for Foreigners by the Wei Wu Puh,
the Manchu City, and end of funeral followed
by Palace Guards.

in
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As we could not

take this carving from her bed, we covered it up
with embroidered hangings. While we were

working Her Majesty came in and told us not to
hurry in her bedroom, because the audience the
next day would only be for Admiral Robley

Evans and

his staff,

private rooms.

and they would not

The audience

visit

the

Evans
day after. She

for Mrs.

and the other ladies would be the
said it was important to see that the Audience
Hall was fixed up properly. She said: "Place

we have here in the hall. I don't
anyway, but it cannot be helped."
After we had finished. Her Majesty started
to tell us what to wear for the ladies' audience.
She said to me "You need not come to the throne
the only carpet
like carpets

:

to-morrow, there will only be gentlemen. I will
get one of the Ministers from Wai-Wu-Pu
I don't want you
strange men. It is not the

(Bureau of Foreign Affairs)

.

many
Manchu custom. These people are all strangers.
They might go back to America and tell everybody what you look like." At the same time
Her Majesty gave orders for the Imperial Yelto talk to so

low

Gown

to be brought in next day, for the

She said that she must
This
robe was made of yellow satin, embroidered with
gold dragons. She wore a necklace composed
gentleman's audience.

dress in her official robe for this occasion.

:
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of one himdred and eight pearls, which formed

part of this
to

wear

am

official dress.

this official robe.

afraid I will have to."

She
It

"I don't like
not pretty, but I

is

said:

She said to

"You need not dress especially."
The next morning Her Majesty

got

all

of us

up

early,

and was busier than ever. It seemed to me that
whenever we had an audience we always had so
much trouble. Something was sure to go wrong
and make Her Majesty angry. She said: "I
want to look nice, and be amiable, but these peoI know the Amerple always make me angry.
ican Admiral will go home and tell his people
about me, and I don't want him to have a wrong
impression." It took her almost two hours to
dress her hair, and by that time it was too late for
her usual morning audience, so she proposed holding that after the foreigners had gone away.
She looked at herself in the looking-glass, with
her Imperial robe on, and told me that she did not
like it, and asked me whether I thought the foreigners would know that it was an official robe.
"I look too ugly in yellow. It makes my face
look the same color as my robe," she said. I
suggested that as it was only a private audience,
she wished to dress differently, it would not

if

She seemed delighted, and I was
made a proper suggestion,
but anyway I was too busy to worry. Her

matter at

all.

afraid lest I had not
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Majesty ordered that her different gowns should
be brought in, and after looking them over she
selected one embroidered all over with the char-

"Shou" (long life), covered with precious
and pearls, on pale green satin. She tried
it on, and said that it was becoming to her, so
she ordered me to go to the jewel-room and get
flowers to match for her hair.
On one side of
the headdress was the character (shou) and on
the other side was a bat (the bat in China is conacter

stones

sidered to be lucky)

.

Of

course her shoes, hand-

and everything else were embroidered
same way. After she was dressed, she
smiled and said "I look all right now. We had
better go to the audience hall and wait for them,
and at the same time we can play a game of
dice."
Then to us aU she said: "All of you will
stay at the back of the screen during the audience.
You can see all right, but I don't wish
that you should be seen." The eunuchs had laid
the map down on the table and were just going
kerchiefs

in the

:

commence playing dice, when one of the high
rank eunuchs came into the HaU and, kneeling
down, said that the American Admiral had

to

arrived at the Palace Gate, together with the

—

American Minister ^ten or twelve people altoHer Majesty smiled and said to me:
gether.
"I thought it was just going to be the American
Minister and the Admiral, and one or two of
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can the rest of the people be?

However, never mind, I

will receive them anyhelped her to mount her throne
upon the dais, fixed her clothes, and handed her
the paper containing the speech she was to give.

way."

We

Then we went back of the

screen, with the

Young

Empress. It was so very quiet, not a sound
anywhere, that we could hear the boots of
the visitors as they walked over the stones in
the courtyard. We were peeping from behind
the screen, and could see several of the Princes
mounting the steps, conducting these people to
the Hall. The Admiral and the American Min-

and stood in a line. They bowed
the Empress Dowager. The
Emperor was also on his throne, sitting at her
left hand.
His throne was very small, just like
an ordinary chair. Her Majesty's speech was
simply to welcome the Admiral to China. They
then came up to the dais and shook hands with
their Majesties, ascending on one side, and retiring down the other. Prince Ching took them
into another Palace building, where they had
lunch, and the audience was over. It was very
simple and formal.
After the audience was over Her Majesty said
ister

three

came

in,

times

to

that she could hear us laughing behind the screen,

and that maybe the people would talk about
and did not like it at all; I told her that

it,

it
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She

said:
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"The

next time when I have men in audience you need
not come into the Audience Hall at all. Of
course

it is

different

when I have

my own

people

morning audiences."
did not go to her bedroom that
afternoon.
She said she wanted to wait imtil
these people had gone and hear what they had
to say. After a couple of hours Prince Ching
came in and reported that they had lunched, and

at the

Her Majesty

that they were very pleased to have seen

Her

I must here
entered
explain that the Admiral had
by the left
gate of the Palace. The middle gate was only
used for Their Majesties, with one exception,

Majesty, and had gone away.

viz.

:

in the case of

anyone presenting

Then they entered by

credentials.

the center gate.

The

Admiral left by the same gate he had entered.
Her Majesty asked Prince Ching whether he
had showed them around the Palace buildings
or not (this was in the Sxmimer Palace), and
what they had thought about it. Did they say
anything, and were they pleased or not. She
said to Prince Ching: "You can go now, and

make

the necessary preparations for the ladies'

audience next day."

Majesty

said to us:

That same evening Her

"You must

all

dress alike

and wear your prettiest clothes.
These foreign ladies who are coming to the Pal-

to-morrow,
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see us again,

and

if

we

don't

show

them what we have now, we will not have another
opportunity." She ordered us all, including the
Young Empress, to wear pale blue, also the Secondary wife of the Emperor. She said to me:
"If the ladies ask who the Secondary wife is, you
can tell them; but if they don't ask, I don't want
you to introduce her to them at aU. I have to
be very careful.

These people

here are not used to seeing so

at the Palace

many

people and

they might not have nice mamiers, and the foreigners

wiU laugh

at them."

Then

us again: "I always give presents

she said to

when

ladies

come to the Court, but don't know whether I
wiU give this time or not, for at the last audience
Addressing me,
"You can prepare some pieces of jade,
in case I need them.
Put them in a nice box
and have them all ready. Don't bring them to
me until I ask for them." She said: "We have
talked enough now, and you can aU go to
rest."
courtesied good night. I was only
too glad to go to my own room.
The next morning everything went on very
nicely and there was no trouble at aU.
Her
Majesty was well satisfied, for we had all taken
great care in fixing ourselves up.
She said to
me: "You never put enough paint on your face.
People might take you for a widow. You will
I did not give anything at

she said:

We

all."

THE EMPRESS AND

MRS. CONGER

193

have to paint your lips, as that is the custom.
I don't need you yet, so go back and put some
more paint on." So I went back to my room
and painted myself just like the rest of them,
but I could not help laughing at seeing myself
so changed.
By the time I got to her room
again, she said:

"Now you

look

all right.

If

you think that powder is expensive, I will buy
some for you." She said that with a laugh, for
she always liked to tease me.

By

the time

Her Majesty had

finished her

toilet, one of the ladies brought a number of
gowns for her to select one from. She said she
would wear pale blue that day. She looked over

twenty or thirty gowns, but found nothing which
suited her, so she gave orders for some more to
be brought in. Finally she chose a blue gown
embroidered with one hundred butterflies, and
wore a purple sleeveless jacket, which was also
embroidered with butterflies. At the bottom
of this gown were pearl tassels.
She wore
her largest pearls, one of which was almost as
large as an egg, and was her favorite jewel.
She only wore this on special occasions. She
wore two jade butterflies on each side of her
headdress.
Her bracelets and rings were also
all

designed in butterflies, in fact everything

matched.

Among

her beautiful jewels, she

ways wore some kind of

fresh flowers.

al-

White
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The Young
Empress and the Court ladies were not allowed
to wear fresh flowers at all unless given to them
by Her Majesty as a special favor. We could
wear pearls and jade, etc., but she said that the
fresh flowers were for her, her idea being that we
were too young, and might spoil fresh flowers if
we wore them. After she was dressed we went
into the Audience Hall.
She ordered her cards
to be brought in as she wanted to play solitaire.
She talked all the time she was playing, and said
that we must aU be very nice and polite to the
American ladies, and show them everywhere.
She said: "It doesn't matter now, for we have
everything changed." She said "I want to laugh
jessamine was her favorite flower.

:

myself.

this.

What

By

and bye,

anything, just
that

is

the use of changing every-

They wiU imagine we

thing?

tell

if

are always like

they question you about

them that

we change everything

it

is

not

so,

and

at each audience, just

them a bit of surprise. You must tell
some day, otherwise no one will know it at all,
and the trouble would not be worth the while."
It was a private audience for ladies, and Her
Majesty did not use the big throne, but was sitting on her little throne at the left side of the
Audience Hall, where she received her own Ministers every morning; the Emperor was standeunuch came in, the same as the day
ing.

to give
it

A
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had

all.

ar-

Her

Majesty sent some of the Court ladies to meet
them in the courtyard, and bring them to the
Audience Hall, which they did. I was standing
at the right side of Her Majesty's chair, and
could see them mounting the steps. Her
Majesty whispered to me, and asked: "Which
one is Mrs. Evans?" As I had never seen the
lady, I answered that I could not tell, but when
they got nearer I saw a lady walking with the

American Minister's wife, and concluded that
must be Mrs. Evans, and told Her Majesty.
As they got nearer. Her Majesty said: "Again
she

that missionary lady with Mrs. Conger.

I think
me. She comes every time.
I will tell her I am very glad to see her always,
and see if she understands what I mean."
Mrs. Ccmger shook hands with Her Majesty
and presented Mrs. Evans and also the wives
of the American officers. I was watching Her
Majesty and saw that she was very nice and
amiable, with such a pleasant smile so different
from her everyday manner. She told them she
she

must

like to see

—

was

delighted

to

see

them.

Her Majesty

ordered the eunuchs to have chairs brought in
and at the same time other eunuchs

for the ladies,

brought in tea. Her Majesty asked Mrs. Evans
whether she liked China; what she thought of

—
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Peking; how long she had been there; how long
she was going to stay, and where she was staying.
I was so accustomed to Her Majesty's
questions that I knew exactly what she would
ask.
Mrs. Conger told her interpreter to teU

Her Majesty

that she

had not seen her for such

Her Majesty's
Her Majesty said to me "You tell Mrs.
Conger that I am in good health and that I am

a long time, and enquired about
health.

:

delighted to see her.

It

is

a pity that I cannot

hold an audience more frequently, otherwise I
could see more of her."

She continued: "The

Princess (her adopted daughter
daughter of Prince Kung) wiU accompany them
to lunch."
This ended the audience.
Lunch was served at the back of her own Pal-

Imperial

ace building

—

(Yang Yuen Hsuen

^the

place

where the clouds gather to rest) . This room was
specially furnished as a banqueting room where
refreshments could be served. AU the Court
ladies went to the lunch, except Her Majesty,
the Young Empress and the Secondary wife. It
had taken me two hours to fix the table for the
luncheon. Her Majesty ordered that a white
foreign tablecloth should be used, as it looked
cleaner.
The eunuch gardeners had decorated
the table with fresh flowers, and Her Majesty
gave instructions as to how the seats were to be
placed.
She said: "Mrs. Evans is the guest of
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Although Mrs. Conger is the wife of the
American Minister, she is more of a resident, so
Mrs. Evans must have the principal seat." She

honor.

me to arrange to seat everybody according to their respective ranks. The Imperial
Princess and Princess Shun (Her Majesty's
also told

Young Empress) were

host-

wer,e to sit opposite each other.

We

niece, sister of the
esses,

and

placed golden

menu

holders

and

little

gold plates

for almonds and watermelon seeds; the rest all
silver ware, including chopsticks.

Her Majesty

ordered that foreign knives and forks should be
provided also. The food was served in Manchu

and was composed of twenty-four courses,
sweetmeats candies and fruits. Her
Majesty instructed us that only the best champagne was to be served. She said: "I know that
style,

—

besides

foreign ladies love to drink."

I think I was the only one

happy

to

meet these

ladies,

more

who was

really

so than the rest

of the Court ladies, the reason being that

Majesty lectured them too

Her

them
had grown to hate
the very mention of a foreign audience. While
we were eating, a eunuch came in and told me
that Her Majesty was waiting at her private
Palace, and that I should bring these ladies there
after the lunch was over.
So when we had finished we entered her own Palace and found her

how

severely, telling

to behave, so that they
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She got up and told me to

ask Mrs. Evans whether she had had anything

—

^that the food was not very good.
(This
a custom with the Chinese when entertaining,
always to underrate the food. )
She said that she

to eat
is

show Mrs. Evans her private apartments, so that she could form some idea of the
way we lived, so she took Mrs. Evans to one of
her bedrooms. She invited Mrs. Evans and Mrs.
Conger to sit down, and the eunuchs brought in
tea, as usual.
Her Majesty asked Mrs. Evans
to stay a little while in Peking, and to visit the
different temples.
She said: "Our country,
although very old, has not such fine buUdings as
there are in America.
I suppose you wiU find
would

like to

I am rather too old
now, otherwise I would like to travel around the
world. I have read much about different countries, but of course there is nothing like visiting
everything very strange.

the different places and seeing them yourself.

However, one cannot tell. I may be able to go
after all, by and bye, but I am afraid to leave my

own country.
know the

By

the time I returned I should

place any more, I'm afraid. Here
everything seems to depend on me. Our Em-

not

peror

is

qmte young."

She then turned and ordered us to take these
ladies to visit the different buildings of the Palace,

also the

famous temple of the King of
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on a
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island in the center

Palace.

Mrs. Con-

ger said that she had something to ask Her
Majesty, and told the Missionary lady to pro-

While Mrs. Conger was speaking to this
lady Her Majesty became rather impatient as
she wanted to know what they were talking
about, so she asked me.
It was very hard for
me to listen to both of the ladies and to Her
Majesty at the same time. The only words I
heard were: "The portrait," so I guessed the
rest.
Before I had a- chance to tell Her Majesty
this Missionary lady said: "Mrs. Conger has
come with the special object of asking permission
to have Her Majesty's portrait painted by an
American lady artist, Miss Carl, as she is desirous
ceed.

Louis Exhibition, in order
that the American people may form. some idea
of what a beautiful lady the Empress Dowager
of China is." Miss Carl is the sister of Mr. F.
Carl who was for so many years Commissioner of

of sending

it

to the St.

Customs in Chefoo.
Her Majesty looked

had
lady was

surprised, for she

been listening very carefully whilst this
She did not like to say that she did not
talking.
quite understand, so she turned to me, as had
been previously arranged, a sign for me to interpret.
I did noii, however, do so immediately,

—

so Mrs.

Conger

told her missionary friend to
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repeat the request in case

Her Majesty had

not

quite understood it.
Her Majesty then said to
me: "I cannot quite understand what this lady
says.
I think perhaps you can tell me better."
So I explained everything, but I knew that Her
Majesty did not know what a portrait was like,
as, up to that time she had never even had a

photograph taken of

herself.

I must here explain that in China a portrait

only painted after death, in

memorium

is

of the

deceased, in order that the following generations

may

worship the deceased. I noticed that Her
Majesty was somewhat shocked when the request
was made known to her. I did not want Her
Majesty to appear ignorant before these foreign
ladies, so I pulled her sleeve and told her that I
would explain everything to her later. She reThis was
plied: "Explain a little to me now."
spoken in the Court language, which the visitors
were unable to understand, it being somewhat different from the ordinary Chinese language. This
enabled Her Majesty to form some idea of the
conversation, so she thanked Mrs. Conger for her
kind thought, and promised to give her answer
later.

She said to me: "Tell Mrs. Conger that

I cannot decide anything alone, as she

is

prob-

ably aware that I have to consult with

my

Min-

isters before

character.

deciding anything of an important

Tell her that I have to be very care-
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my

people an opportunity to criticize my actions.
I have to adhere to the rules and customs of my
ancestors."

I noticed that

Her Majesty

did not

seem inclined to discuss the subject further at the
moment.
Just' then the head eunuch came in and, kneeling down, informed Her Majesty that the boats
for the ladies were ready to take them across the
lake, to see the temple.
This action on the part
of the eunuch was owing to his having received a
signal from one of the Court ladies, which implied that Her Majesty was getting tired of the
conversation, and wished to change the subject.
I must explain that on every occasion when a
foreign audience was taking place,, one of the
Court ladies was allways told off to watch Her
Majesty, and whenever she appeared to be displeased or tired of any particular subject under
discussion, she, the Court lady, would give the
signal to the head eunuch, who would break in
upon the conversation in the above manner, and
thus save the situation from becoming embarrassing.
So Her Majesty said good-bye to the
ladies, as she thought it would be too late for
them to have to return to say good-bye, besides
which it would give them more time to see the
various sights.

The

ladies then proceeded to the island in the
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Empress Dowager's pleasure boat known as the
Imperial bsirge, previously described, and visited
the temple. This temple is built on top of a
small rock, in the center of which
cave,

and

was

it

is

a natural

generally supposed that no hu-

man being had ever been inside of this cave.

The

Empress Dowager believed the popular superstition that this hole

of

—from which the temple derives

Dragons

name.

was the home of the King
its

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE EMPRESS'S PORTRAIT
After staying a little while at the temple, we
returned to the Palace, and the ladies said goodbye and took chairs to the Palace gate, where
own chairs were waiting for them. I then

their

went to report to Her Majesty in the usual way
what had been said by the visitors whether they
had expressed themselves as being pleased with
the reception they had received. Her Majesty
said: "I like Mrs. Evans.
I think she is a very
good woman. It seems to me that her manners
are quite different from those of the other American ladies whom I have met. I like to meet
people who are polite." Then, referring to the
subject of the portrait Her Majesty said: "I
wonder why Mrs. Conger has this idea. Now
please explain to me what painting a portrait
When I explained that it would be
really is."
necessary for her to sit for several hours each day
she was excited, and afraid she would never have
She asked me
the patience to see it through.
during
the
sitting,
^ust
do
so I exwhat she
plained that she would simply have to pose for
;
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the portrait, sitting in one position

She

said: "I shall be

the portrait

had

is

my own

Paris,

an old

finished."

all

woman by

artist

the time

I told her that I had

portrait painted during

by the same

the time.

my

stay in

Mrs. Conger had pro-

posed should paint her own portrait (Miss Carl)
She immediately told me to fetch the portrait of
myself so that she could examine it and see what

was like, so I gave the order right away to a
eunuch who was standing by to go to my house
and bring it. Her Majesty said: "I do not understand why I must sit for the portrait.
Couldn't someone else do it for me." I explained
to her that as it was her own portrait, and not
that of somebody else, they wished to paint, it
would be necessary for her to sit herself. She
then enquired whether it would be necessary for
her to wear the same dress at each sitting, also
the same jewels and ornaments. I replied that
it would be necessary to do so on each occasion.
Her Majesty then explained that in China it was
only necessary for an artist to see his subject
once, after which he could start right away and
finish the portrait in a very short time, and
it

thought that a really first-class foreign artist
should be able to do the same. Of course I explained the difference between foreign portrait

when she
difference and un-

painting and Chinese, and told her that

had seen

it

she would see the
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many

sittings.
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She

"I wonder what kind of a person this lady
is.
Does she speak Chinese?" I said that
I knew Miss Carl very well, and that she was a
very nice lady, but that she didn't speak Chinese.
She said: "If her brother has been in the Customs service for so long, how is it that she doesn't
speak Chinese also?" I told her that Miss Carl
had been away from China for a long time;
that in fact she had only been in China for
a very short time altogether, most of her work
being in Europe and America. Her Majesty
said "I am glad she doesn't understand Chinese.
The only objection about this portrait painting is
that I have to have a foreigner at the Palace all
the time. With my own people gossiping they
might teU her things which I don't want anyone
to know."
I told her that would be impossible
as Miss Carl did not imderstand Chinese at all,
neither did any of the people at Court understand English, with the exception of ourselves
(my mother, sister and myself). Her Majesty
answered "You must not rely too much on that,
as after spending a short time at the Court they
Conwill soon learn to understand each other."
the
way,
how
long
tinuing, she said: "By
will it
take before this portrait is finished?" I told her
that it depended entirely upon how often she sat,
and how long each time. I didn't like to tell
said:

artist

:

:
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afraid she might consider

would
it

too

take, as I

much

was

bother, so

I said that when the artist arrived I would tell
her to get along and finish the portrait as quickly
as possible.

Her Majesty said:

"I don't see how I can very
well refuse Mrs. Conger's request. Of course
I told her, as you know, that I would have to
consult with my Ministers, just to give me time
If you

to think the matter over.
this artist lady,

and think she

know

is

all

about

quite all right

come here to the Palace, of course she may
come, and I will teU Prince Ching to reply to
Mrs. Conger to that effect. First of all we must
talk over what we are going to do, for to have a
foreign lady Staying in the Palace is out of the
to

As a rule I always spend
my Summer Palace, and it is so

question altogether.

the

summer

at

from the city that I don't think she wiU be
able to go to and from the Palace every day, on
account of the distance. Now, where can we
put her? Someone will have to watch her all
far

the time.

This

is

know what

such a

difficult

matter that I

How

would
you like to look after her? Do you think you
could manage it in such a way that no one at the
hardly

to decide upon.

Palace will have a chance to talk with her during
the daytime, but who is going to stay and watch
her during the night?"

Her Majesty walked up
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and down the room thinking it over for quite a
while.
Finally she smiled and said: "I have it.
We can treat her as a prisoner without her knowing it, but it will all depend on your mother, your
sister and yourself to act for me in this matter.
Each of you will have to play your part very
carefully, and I mine also.
I will give orders
to have the Palace Garden of Prince Chung
(the Emperor Kwang Hsu's father) fixed up
for Miss Carl during her stay here."
This Palace garden is quite close to Her Majesty's own Palace, about ten minutes' drive.
It
is

not in the Palace ground, but

is

quite a sepa-

Summer Palace.
Her Majesty said: "Now, you

rate Palace outside the

Continuing,

have to come with her every morning and
I think this
is the safest way out of the difficulty, but be careful with regard to all correspondence which she
may either receive or send away. The only
thing about it is that it will give you a lot of
extra work, but you know how particular I am
over things of this kind, and it will save a lot of
trouble in the end. There is another thing
you will have to be very careful about, and that
is to watch that Miss Carl has no chance to
The reason why I
talk with the Emperor.
you
know, the Emperor
because,
as
say this is
is of a shy disposition, and might say something
will

return to stay with her every night.
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which would offend her.

I will appoint four

extra eunuchs to be in attendance during the

sit-

tings for the portrait, so that they will be

on

wanted." Her Majesty then said "I noticed that Mrs. Conger was
watching you when you pulled my sleeve. I
wonder what she thought of it. You needn't
care, anyway.
Let her think anything she hkes.
I understood what you meant if Mrs. Conger
didn't, and that is all that is necessary."
I told
her that perhaps Mrs. Conger thought I wanted
to advise her to refuse this request, but Her
Majesty said: "What does that matter? If it
hadn't been that you know the artist yourself I
would not have consented in any case. It is not
the painting of the portrait that I mind, but it
might give rise to serious results."

hand

in case anything

is

:

The next morning I received a letter from
Mrs. Conger begging me not to prejudice Her
Majesty against Miss Carl in any way. I translated this to Her Majesty, and it made her furious.
She said: "No one has any right to write
to you in such a way.
How dare she suggest
that you would say anything against Miss Carl?
Didn't I tell you she was watching you when
you pulled

my

letter tell her

the same

way

sleeve?

When

whatever you

you reply

like,

to that

but answer in

she writes herself, or, better

you write and inform her

that

it

is

still,

not cus-
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tomary for any Court lady to try and influence
Her Majesty in this country, and that in addition, you are not so mean as to say anything
against anybody. If you don't like to say that,
just say that as Miss Carl is a personal friend
of yours you certainly would never think of saying anything against her."

I therefore rephed to Mrs. Conger's letter in
the ordinary way, making it as formal as possible.

Her Majesty

then talked of nothing but the

portrait during the whole of that afternoon.

By

and bye she said: "I hope that Mrs. Conger will
not send a missionary lady with Miss Carl to
keep her company during her stay at the Palace.
If she does I will certainly refuse to

next morning the eunuch arrived with
trait,

and

good look
to

Her

everyone

at

it

before

Majesty.

Some

at

Court

the

I

took

it

sit.

my

The
por-

had a
to show

of them were of the

very much hke me,
thought the painting a
very poor one. When I informed Her Majesty
of the arrival of the portrait she ordered that it
opinion

while

that

the

it

was

others

should be brought into her bedroom immediately.
She scrutinized it very carefully for a while, even

touching the painting in her curiosity. Finally
she burst out laughing and said "What a funny
painting this is, it looks as though it had been
:

glO
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oil."

The

picture itself

is

oil

all

marvellously like

you, and I do not hesitate to say that none of

our Chinese painters could get the expression
which appears on this picture. What a funny
dress you are wearing in this picture. Why are
your arms and neck all bare? I have heard that
foreign ladies wear their dresses without sleeves
and without collars, but I had no idea that it
was so bad and ugly as the dress you are wearing
here.
I cannot imagine how you could do it. I
should have thought you would have been
ashamed to expose yourself in that manner.
Don't wear any more such dresses, please. It
has quite shocked me. What a funny kind of
civihzation this

is

to be sure.

Is this dress only

worn on certain occasions, or is it worn any time,
even when gentlemen are present?" I explained
to her that it was the usual evening dress for
ladies and was worn at dinners, balls, receptions,
etc.
Her Majesty laughed and exclaimed:
"This is getting worse and worse. Everything
seems to go backwards in foreign countries.
Here we don't even expose our wrists when in
the company of gentlemen, but foreigners seem
to have quite different ideas on the subject.

The Emperor
but

if this is

is

always talking about reform,

a sample

we had much

better remain
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are.
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Tell me, have you yet changed your,

Don't
you think that our own customs are much nicer?"
Of course I was obliged to say "yes" seeing that
she herself was so prejudiced.
She again examined the portrait and said: "Why is it that one
side of your face is painted white and the other
opinion with regard to foreign customs?

—^your

black?

This

black.

Half of your neck

is

not natural

is

face

is

not

painted black, too.

How

is it?"
I explained that it was simply the
shading and was painted exactly as the artist saw
me from the position in which she was sitting.

Her Majesty
this Artist

then enquired:

lady will paint

"Do you

my

think that

picture to look

going to America, and I don't
want the people over there to imagine that half
of my face is white and half black." I didn't
like to teU her the truth, that her portrait would
in all probability be painted the same as mine, so
I promised Her Majesty that I would tell the
She
artist, exactly how she wished to be painted.
knew
the
artist
prothen asked me if I
when
posed commencing the portrait. I told her that
the artist was still in Shanghai, but that Mrs.
black also?

It

is

Conger had already written
Peking, to

One week

make

to her to

come up to

the necessary preparations.

from Miss
Carl informing me that she proposed coming up
to Peking at once, and that she would be delater I received a letter
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lighted

if

this

who

which I

allow her to paint

I translated the letter to Her Majam very glad that you know

said: "I

lady personally.

for me.

THE FOEBIDDEN CITY

Her Majesty would

this portrait.

esty,

IN

You know
may want to

It will

there

make

may

it

much

easier

he some things

Miss Carl, but which I
don't want Mrs. Conger to know.
I mean that
there might be certain things which I shall have
to say to Miss Carl, which, if Mrs. Conger heard
of them, would give her the impression that I was
very difficult to please.
You understand what
I mean. As this lady is a friend of jours, you
tell

wiU of course be able to tell her things in such
a manner as not to offend her, and I may tell
you again that if it were not that she is a personal friend of your own I would not have her
here at aU, as

On

it is

quite contrary to our custom."

the third day of the second-fifth

Prince Ching informed
artist

Her Majesty

had arrived at Peking and was staying

with Mrs. Conger and wished to
esty's

moon

that the

know Her Maj-

pleasure in regard to commencing the

portrait.

Now

I must explain that the Chinese

year varies as to the number of moons it contains.
For example, one year contains the ordinary
twelve months or moons. The following year

may contain thirteen moons. Then the two years
following that may contain twelve moons only,
and thirteen moons the next year, and so on. At

THE EMPRESS'S PORTRAIT
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time of the proposed

visit
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of the artist the

Chinese year contained thirteen moons, there
being two fifth moons in that year. When

Prince Ching asked Her Majesty to name the
day on which Miss Carl should commence her
work, she replied: "I will give her my answer
to-morrow. I must first consult my book, as I

want to start this portrait on an unlucky
day." So the next day, after her usual morning
audience Her Majesty consulted this book for
quite a time. Finally she said to me: "According to my book the next lucky day will not occur
for another ten days or so," and handed me the
don't

book to look myself. Eventually she picked out
the twentieth day of the second-fifth moon as
the most lucky day for beginning the work.
Next she had to consult the book again in order
to fix on the exact hour, finally fixing on 7
o'clock in the evening.
I was very much worried

when

she told

would be quite dark,

me

that, as

by that time

so I explained to

esty as nicely as I could that

it

it

Her Maj-

would be impos-

Miss Carl to work at that hour of the
day. Her Majesty replied: "Well, we have
electric lights here.
Surely that would be suffisible for

Then I had to explain that
would not be possible to get such good results
by means of artificial light as if it were painted
during the daytime. You see I was anxious to
cient light for her."

it

S,U
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get her to change the hour, as I was sure that
Miss Carl would refuse to paint by means of
electric light.

Her Majesty

replied:

I can paint pictures myself in

bother.

"What

a

any kind

of light, and she ought to be able to do the same."
After much discussion it was finally settled that
10 o'clock on the morning of the twentieth day
of the second-fifth moon should be the time for
Miss Carl to commence to paint this portrait, and
I can assure you that I felt very much relieved
when it was all settled. When the eimuch
brought in my portrait, he also brought in several photographs which I had had taken during
my stay in Paris, but I decided not to show them
to Her Majesty in case she should decide to have
a photograph taken instead of having this portrait
painted, as it would be much quicker and save

her the trouble of sitting each day.

However, as

Pier Majesty was passing on the veranda in
front

of

my

bedroom the next morning she

stepped into the room just to have a look around
and, as she put it, to see whether I kept everything clean, and in good order. This was the
first time she had visited me in my own room,
and I was naturally very much embarrassed, as
she very rarely visited the rooms of her Court
ladies.
I could not keep her standing, and I
could not ask her to sit down in any of my own

chairs, as

it is

the Chinese custom that the

Em-
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sit

down
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in their

own

special chairs, which are usually carried hy
an attendant wherever they go. I therefore was
on the point of giving an order for her own stool
to be brought in, when Her Majesty stopped
me and said that she would sit on one of the
chair„ in the room, and so bring me good luck.
So she sat down in an easy chair.
eunuch
brought in her tea, which I handed to her myself
instead of letting the eunuch wait upon her.
This of course was Court etiquette, and was also

A

a sign of respect.
After she had finished her tea, she got up and
went around the room, examining everything,
opening up all my bureau drawers and boxes in
order to see whether I kept my things in proper
order.
Happening to glance into one corner of
the

room

she exclaimed:

"What

are those pic-

on the table over there," and walked across
to examine them.
As soon as she picked them
tures

up, she exclaimed in
are

all

much
They

much

surprise:

"Why, they

photographs of yourself, and are very

you had painted.
are more like you. Why didn't you show
them to me before?" I hardly knew what to answer, and when she saw that I was very much embarrassed by her question, she immediately
better than the picture

started talking about something

acted in this

manner when

she

else.

saw

that

She often
any of us
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were not quite prepared for any of her questions,
but she would be sure to reopen the subject at
some future time, when we were expected to give

a

direct answer.

After examining the photographs for someby the way, were all taken in European dress. Her Majesty said: "Now these are
good photographs much better than the portrait
you had painted. Still I have given my promHowise, and I suppose I shall have to keep it.
ever, if I do have my photograph taken, it will

time, which

;

not interfere at
trait.

all

The only

with the painting of the por-

trouble

is

I cannot ask an ordi-

nary professional photographer to the Palace.
It would hardly be the thing,"
My mother thereupon explained to Her Majesty that if she desired to have her photograph
taken, one of my brothers, who had studied photography for some considerable time, would be
able to do all that was necessary.
I would like to explain that I had two brothers
at Court at that time, who held appointments
under the Empress Dowager. One was in
charge of

Summer

the electrical installation at the

all

Palace,

steam launch.
sons

of the

It

and the other, her private
was the custom for all the

Manchu

officials

to

hold certain

Court for two or three years.
They were perfectly free to walk about the

positions at the
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grounds of the Palace, and saw Her Majesty
daily.
Her Majesty was always very kind to
these young men, and chatted with them in quite
a motherly way. These young fellows had to
come to the Palace each morning very early, hut
as no man was allowed to stay all night in the
Palace they of course had to leave when they
had finished their duties for the day.
When Her Majesty heard what my mother
said, she was very much surprised, and asked
why she had never been told that my brother
was learned in photography. My mother replied
that she had no idea that Her Majesty wished to
have a photograph taken, and had not dared to
such

suggest

esty laughed,

thing you

new

said:

herself.

"You may

Her

Maj-

suggest any-

I want to try anything that

like, as

to me, especially as outsiders can

nothing about

my

thing

a

and

it."

is

know

She gave orders to send for

brother at once.

On

his arrival

Her Maj-

you are a photoggoing to give you something to

esty said to him: "I hear that

rapher.

am

My brother was

do."

tom

I

kneeling, as

of the Court, whilst

addressing him.

was the

cus-

Her Majesty was

Everybody, with the exception

when she was
speaking to them. Even the Emperor himself
was no exception to this rule. Of com-se the
of the Court ladies, had to kneel

Court

ladies,

being constantly in attendance.
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were allowed not to kneel, as Her Majesty was
talking to us all the time, and it was her orders
that we should not do so, as it would be wasting
a lot of time.
Her Majesty asked my brother when he would
be able to come and take her photograph, and
what kind of weather was necessary. My
brother said that he would go back to Peking
that night, to fetch his camera,

and that he could

take the photograph at any time she desired, as

So Her
Majesty decided to have her photograph taken
the next morning. She said: "I want to have

the weather would not affect the work.

one taken

first

of all in

my

chair,

when going

to

and you can take some others afterShe also asked my brother how long
she would have to sit, and was surprised to learn
that only a few seconds would suffice. Next
she enquired how long it would be before it was

the audience,

wards."

finished, so that she could see

it.

My

brother

answered that if it were taken in the morning
Her
it could be finished late the same afternoon.
Majesty said that was delightful, and expressed
a wish to watch him do the work. She told my
brother that he might select any room in the Palace to work in, and ordered a eunuch to make
the necessary preparations.

The next day was a
o'clock

my

beautiful day,

and

at eight

brother was waiting in the courtyard
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with several cameras. Her Majesty went to the
courtyard and examined each of them. She
said:

"How

funny

it is

that

you can take a per-

son's picture with a thing like that."

After the

method of taking the photograph had been fully
explained to her, she, conmianded one of the
eunuchs to stand in front of the camera so that
she might look through the focusing glass, to
see what it was like.
Her Majesty exclaimed:
"Why is it your head is upside down? Are you
standing on your head or feet?" So we explained when the photo was taken it would not
look that way. She was delighted with the resvdt of her observations, and said that it was
marvellous. Finally she told me to go and
stand there, as she wanted to have a look at me
through this glass also. She then exchanged
places with me, and desired that I should look
through the glass and see if I could make out
what she was doing. She waved her hand in
front of the camera, and on my telling her of it,

was pleased.
She then entered her

she

bearers to proceed.

chair,

My

and ordered the

brother took another

photograph of Her Majesty in the procession as
she passed the camera. After she had passed the
camera she turned and asked my brother: "Did
you take a picture?" and on my brother answering that he had. Her Majesty said: "Why didn't
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me? I was looking too serious. Next
time when you are going to take one, let me
know so that I may try and look pleasant."
I knew that Her Majesty was very much
pleased. While we were at the back of the
tell

screen during the audience, I noticed that she

seemed anxious to get it over, in order to have
some more photographs taken. It only took
about twenty minutes to get that particular audience over, which was very rare.
After the people had gone, we came from behind the screen and Her Majesty said: "Let
us go and have some more pictures taken while
the weather is fine."
So she walked the courtyard of the Audience Hall, where my brother
had a camera ready, and had another photograph taken. She said that she would like to
have some taken sitting on her throne, exactly
It
as though she were holding an audience.
took us only a few minutes to have everything
prepared in the courtyard. The screen was
placed behind the throne, and her footstool was
also placed ready for her, and she ordered one
of the Court ladies to go and bring several gowns
for her to select from.
At the same time I went
and brought some of her favorite jewelry. She
ordered the two gowns which she had worn at
the audiences when she received Admiral Evans
and Mrs, Evans, to be brought in, and also the

The

writer assisting Her Imperial Majesty, the Empress
of China, going down Peony Hill toward
her Palace

Dowager
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had worn on those respective
She had two photographs taken in
as she

Next she
gown, without any

these costumes, one in each dress.

wanted one taken in a plain
embroidery. She then ordered my brother to
go and finish the pictures which had already been
taken, as she was anxious to see what they were
like.
She said to my brother: "You wait a minute, I want to go with you and see how you work
on them." Of course, I had not considered it
necessary to explain to Her Majesty the process
of developing the pictures, the dark room,
so I explained to her as well

as^

etc.,

I could the whole

Her Majesty replied: "It doesn't matI want to go and see the room, no matter
what kind of a room it is." So we all adjourned
to the dark room in order to see my brother work
on the photographs.
placed a chair so that
Her Majesty could sit down. She said to my
brother: "You must forget that I am here, and
go along with your work just as usual." She
watched for a while, and was very pleased when
she saw that the plates were developing so

thing.
ter.

We

quickly.

My

brother held

up

the plate to the

red light, to enable her to see more distinctly.

Her Majesty

said: "It is not very clear.
I can
myself all right, but why is it that
face and hands are dark?"
explained

see that

my

it is

to her that

We

when

the picture was printed on
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paper, these dark spots would show white, and

white parts would be dark. She said:
"Well/ one is never too old to learn. This is
something really new to me. I am not sorry
that I suggested having my photograph taken,
and only hope that I shall like the portrait painting as well." She said to my brother: "Don't
finish these photographs until after I have had
my afternoon rest. I want to see you do it."
the

When

she got

up

at about half -past three,

it

did

not take her long to dress herself, as was her
usual custom, and she went immediately to where

my

brother had the papers and everything pre-

pared.

He

then showed

printing was done.

Her Majesty how

the

There was plenty of light,
was summer time, and as it was only four
o'clock in the afternoon, the sun was still high.
Her Majesty watched for two hours while my
brother was printing, and was delighted to see
each picture come out quite plainly. She held
the first one in her hands so long while examining the others, that when she came to look at
it again, she found that it had turned quite black.
She could not imderstand this at all, and exclaimed: "Why has this gone black? Is it bad
luck?" We explained to her that it must be
washed after printing, otherwise a strong light
would cause the picture to fade, as this one had
as

it
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done.

She

what a

lot of

said:

"How

work

there
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very interesting, and
is."

After the printing process had been finished,
brother placed the pictures in a chemical
bath, as usual, finally washing them in clean
water. This caused Her Majesty even more sur-

my

when she saw how clear the pictures came
and caused her to exclaim: "How extraordinary. Everything is quite true to life."

prise
out,

When

they were finally completed, she took the

whole of them to her own room and sat down on
her little throne, and gazed at them for a long
time.
She even took her mirror in order to compare her reflection with the photographs just
taken.

All this time my brother was standing in the
courtyard awaiting Her Majesty's further commands. Suddenly she recollected this fact, and
said: "Why, I had forgotten all about your
brother.
The poor fellow must be still standing
waiting to know what I want next. You go
and tell him ^no, I had better go and speak
to him myself.
He has worked so hard all the
day, that I want to say something to make him
She ordered my brother to print
feel happy."
ten copies of each of the photographs, and to
leave all his cameras at the Palace, in order that
he could proceed with the work the next day.
The following ten days it rained contin-

—
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Her Majesty

ually,

which made

as

was impossible

it

graphs

the

until

THE FORBIDDEN
to take

CITY,

very impatient,

any more photo-

weather

improved.

Her

Majesty wanted to have some taken in the
Throne Room, hut this room was too dark, the
upper windows being pasted over with thick
paper, only the lower windows allowing the light

My

to enter.

failed to get a

During

this

brother tried several times, but

good

picture.

rainy period the Court was

moved

Emperor was to sacrifice
Temple of Earth. This was a yearly ceremony and was carried out on similar lines to all

to the Sea Palace, as the
at the

other annual ceremonies.

On

account of the

Her Majesty ordered that, boats should be
brought alongside the west shore of the Summer
Palace. On entering the boats. Her Majesty,
accompanied by the Court, proceeded to the
rain

Western Gate of the
last bridge,

city,

disembarked.

and on

arrival at the

Chairs were awaiting

we rode to the gate of the Sea Palace.
There we again entered the boats and proceeded

us and

across the lake,

a distance of about a mile.

While crossing the lake Her Majesty ndticed a
lot of lotus plants which were in full bloom. She

"We

are going to stay at least three days
I hope the weather will be fine, as I
should like to have some photographs taken in

said:

here.

the open boats on the lake.

I have also another
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good idea, and that is, I want to have one taken
as 'Kuan Yin' (Goddess of Mersy).
The two
chief eunuchs will be dressed as attendants.

necessary gowns were

The

made some time ago, and
Whenever I have

I occasionally put them on.

been angry, or worried over anything, by dressing up as the Goddess of Mercy it helps me to

cahn myself, and so play the part I represent. I
can assure you that it does help me a great deal,

am looked upon
having a photograph
taken of myself dressed in this costimae, I shall
be able to see myself as I ought to be at all times."
When we arrived at the private Palace the
rain ceased.
walked to her bedroom,
although the groxmd was still in bad condition.
One of Her Majesty's peculiarities was a desire
to go out in the rain and walk about.
She would
not even use an umbrella unless it was raining
very heavily. The eunuchs always carried our
imibrellas, but if Her Majesty did not use her
umbrella, of course we could not very well use
as

makes me remember that I

it

as being all-merciful.

By

We

ours.

If

The same thing applied

in everything.

Her Majesty wanted to walk, we had

also,

had

and

if

to

walk

she decided to ride in her chair,

we

and ride as well. The
rule was when Her Maj-

to get into our chairs

only exception to this

esty, being tired walking, ordered her stool to

rest on.

We were not allowed to sit in her pres-
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had to stand

all

the time.

Her Maj-

esty liked her Sea Palace better than her Palace

effect of

It was far prettier, and
making her good tempered.

Her Majesty

ordered us to retire early that

in the Forbidden City.

had the

we were

very tired after the trip, and
said that in the event of it being fine the next
day, she would have the proposed photographs
taken.
However, much to Her Majesty's disappointment, it rained incessantly for the next
day, as

was decided to stay a few days
the last day of our stay it cleared

three days, so

On

longer.

up

all

it

sufficiently to enable the

photographs to be

we all returned to the Summer Palace.
The day after our arrival at the Summer Palace Her Majesty said that we had better prepare
taken, after which

everything for the audience to receive the lady
artist

(Miss Carl).

She told the

chief

eunuch

to issue orders to all the other eunuchs not to

speak to Miss Carl, but simply be polite as occasion required.
Court ladies received similar

We

Also, that we were not to address Her
Majesty while Miss Carl was present. The
orders.

Emperor

received

similar

instructions.

Her

Majesty gave orders to have the Gardens of
Prince Chung's Palace ready. She then said to
us: "I trust you three to look after this lady
artist.

I have already given orders for food
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to be supplied

by the

Wai

Wu

Pu.

thing that I have been worried about
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The only
is

that I

have no foreign food here for Miss Carl." She
ordered us to have our stove taken over to Prince

Chung's Palace in case Miss Carl desired someShe said "I know it will be very
hard for you to take her to the Palace each morning and return with her at night, besides having to
watch her all day long, but I know you do not
mind. You are doing all this for me." After
a while she smiled, and said: "How selfish of
me. I order you to bring all your things to this
place, but what is your father going to do ?
The
best thing will be to ask your father to come and
live in the same place.
The country air might
benefit him."
We kowtowed and thanked Her
Majesty, as this was a special favor, no official
nor anyone else having been allowed to live in
Prince Chung's Palace previously. We all were

thing cooked.

:

—

very pleased I could now see my father every
day. Hitherto we had only been able to see
him about once a month, and then only by asking
special leave.

The next day Her Majesty sent us to Prince
Chung's Palace to make aU necessary arrangements for Miss Carl's stay.
This Palace of Prince Chung's was a magnificent place. All the smaller dwelhngs were quite
separate from each other, not in- one large build-
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was the custom. There was a small lake
in the grounds, and lovely little paths to walk
along, exactly like the Empress Dowager's Summer Palace, but, of course, on a much smaller
ing, as

We

scale.

selected one of these small dwellings,

or sunjmer houses, for the use of Miss Carl

during her stay, and had it fitted up nicely, to
ourmake her as comfortable as possible.
selves were to occupy the next house to Miss
Carl, in order that we might always be on
hand, and at the same time keep a good eye on
her.
returned to the Summer Palace the

We

We

same evening, and told Her Majesty just how
everything had been arranged. She said: "I
want you all to be very careful not to let this
lady know that you are watching her." She
seemed very anxious about this, repeating these
instructions for several days prior to Miss Carl's
arrival.

I

felt

very

much

when the day before
and everything was finally
She
Majesty's satisfaction.
relieved

the audience arrived,
fixed

to

Her

ordered us to retire early that evening, as she

wanted to rest and look well the next morning.
When morning came we hurried over everything, even the usual morning audience, so that
we could be ready when Miss Carl arrived.
While I was standing behind the screen, as
usual, a eunuch came and told me that Mrs.

THE EMPRESS'S PORTRAIT

229

Conger, the artist, and another lady had arrived,
and that they were now in the waiting room. By
that time the audience was about finished.
The

eunuch came in and told Her Majesty that
had arrived and were waiting
in another room.
Her Majesty said to us: "I
think I will go to the courtyard and meet them
chief

the foreign ladies

there."

Of

course, at all private audiences

Her

Majesty received the people in the Throne Room,
but as Miss Carl was more of a guest, she did
not think it necessary to go through the usual
formal reception.

While we were descending the

steps

we saw

the ladies entering the gate of the courtyard.

pointed out Miss Carl to

I

Her Majesty, and

noticed that she eyed Miss Carl very keenly.

When we

arrived in the courtyard, Mrs. Conger
came forward and greeted Her Majesty and

then presented Miss Carl. Her Majesty's first
impression of Miss Carl was a good one, as Miss

Carl was smiling very pleasantly, and Her
Majesty, who always liked to see a pleasant
smile, exclaimed to me in an undertone: "She
seems to be a very pleasant person," to which I
replied that I was very glad she thought so, as I
was very anxious about the impression Miss Carl
would make on Her Majesty. Her Majesty
watched Miss Carl and myself as we greeted
each other, and I could see that she was satis-
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She told me afterwards that she had noMiss Carl appeared very glad to see me
again, and said: "We will handle her pretty
easily, I think."
Her Majesty then went to her
fied.

ticed

own

private Palace,

all followed.

our

arrival.

me

and we
Miss Carl told

own

On

that she had

This was a piece about
six feet by four feet.
I had told Miss Carl a
little previously that Her Majesty refused to sit

brought her

canvas.

for a very small portrait

and that she would like
Majesty saw the

When Her

a life-size one.
canvas she appeared to be very

much

disap-

was not large
ready for Miss

pointed, as in her opinion even that

enough.

We

placed the tables

and Her Majesty asked her to choose the
position in which she wished to paint.
I knew
that Miss Carl would have great difficulty in
choosing a good position on account of the windows being built so low, there being very little light except low down near the ground.
However, Miss Carl finally placed the canvas
near the door of the room. Her Majesty told
Mrs. Conger and the rest to sit down for a while
as she wanted to change into another gown.
I
Carl,

The first queshow old I thought

followed her into her bedroom.
tion

Her Majesty

asked was

Miss Carl was, as she herself could not guess
her age, her hair being extremely light, in fact al-

most white.

I could hardly refrain from laugh-
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and told Her
Majesty that Miss Carl's hair was naturally of a
light color.
Her Majesty said that she had
ing outright on hearing

this,

often seen ladies with golden hair, but never one

with white hair, excepting old ladies. She said:
"I think that she is very nice, however, and hope
she will paint a good portrait."

Turning

to one of the

her to fetch a

Court

yeUow gown

ladies, she

ordered

as although, as she

put it, she did not like yellow, she thought it
would be the best color for a portrait. She
selected one from a number which the Court lady
brought, embroidered all over with purple wisteria.
Her shoes and handkerchiefs matched.
She also wore a blue silk scarf, embroidered with
the character "Shou"
acter

had a pearl

(long life).

in the center.

Each

char-

She wore a pair

of jade bracelets and also jade nail protectors.

In addition she wore jade butterflies and a tassel
on one side of her headdress, and, as usual, fresh
flowers on the other side. Her Majesty certainly did look beautiful on that occasion.
By the time she came out from her room Miss
Carl had everything prepared. When she saw
how Her Majesty was dressed, she exclaimed:
"How beautiful Her Majesty looks in this
dress," which remark I interpreted to Her
Majesty, and it pleased her very much.
She seated herself on her throne, ready to pose
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for the picture.
She just sat down in an ordinary easy position, placing one hand on a cushion.
Miss Carl explained: "That is an excellent position, as it is so natural.
Please do not move."
I told Her Majesty what Miss Carl said, and
she asked me whether she looked all right, or not.
If not, she would change her positioyi. I assured

her that she looked very grand in that position.

However, she asked the opinion of the Young
Empress and some of the Court ladies, who, all
agreed that she could not look better. I could
see that they never looked at Her Majesty at all,
they were too much interested in what Miss Carl

was doing.
When Miss Carl commenced to make the
rough sketch of Her Majesty everyone watched
with open mouth, as they had never seen anything done so easily and so naturally. The
Young Empress whispered to me: "Although I
don't
still

know anything about

I can see that she

is

portrait painting,

a good

artist.

She has

never seen any of our clothes and headdresses,

and she has copied them

exactly. Just imagine
one of our Chinese artists trying to paint a foreign lady, what a mess he would make of it."
After the sketch was finished Her Majesty
was delighted and thought it was wonderful for
Miss Carl to have made it so quickly and so accurately.

I explained that this was a rough sketch
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and that when Miss Carl commenced painting,
Her Majesty
told me to ask Miss Carl whether she was tired
and would like to rest; also to tell her that she
was very busy all the day, and would only be
able to give her a few minutes' sitting each day.

she would soon see the difference.

We

then took Miss Carl to luncheon, together
with Mrs. Conger, and after luncheon we accompanied Her Majesty to the theatre.

After Mrs. Conger had departed I took Miss
Carl to my room to rest. As soon as we arrived
there, Her Majesty sent a eunuch to call me to
her bedroom. Her Majesty said: "I don't want
this lady to paint during my afternoon rest.
She can rest at the same time. As soon as I
am up you can bring her here to paint. I am
glad that it looks like turning out better than
I had anticipated." I therefore told Miss Carl
Her Majesty's wishes in this respect and that
she could paint for a little whUe, if she chose to,
after Her Majesty had had her rest. Miss Carl
was so interested in Her Majesty, she told me
she didn't want to rest at all, but that she would
like to go on with the painting right away.
Of
not
her
anything
the
first
course, I did
like to tell
day, as it might upset her, arid did not say that
After
this was a command from Her Majesty.
a lot of maneuvering I got her to give up the idea
of continuing straight off, without offending her.

TWO YEARS

IN

THE FORBIDDEN

CITY,

I took her out on the veranda as the eumicH

was preparing the table for Her Majesty's dinner in the room we were then occupying. The
Young Empress kept Miss Carl busy talking, I
acting as interpreter.
Soon one of the eunuchs
came and informed us that Her Majesty had
finished dinner, and would we please come and
take ours. On entering the room I was very
much surprised to see that chairs had been placed
there, as this had never been done previously,
everybody, with the exception of Her Majesty,
taking their meals standing. The Young Empress

was

also very

much

surprised and asked

me

whether I knew anything about it. I said
it was on account of Miss Carl
being there. The Young Empress told me to
go over and ask Her Majesty, as she was afraid
to sit down without receiving orders to do so.
Her Majesty whispered to me: "I don't want
Miss Carl to think we are barbarians, and treat
that perhaps

Young Empress and the Court ladies in that
manner. Of course, she does not understand our
Court etiquette and might form a wrong impression, so you can all sit down without coming over
to thank me, but be natural, as though you were
accustomed to sitting down to dinner every day."
After Her Majesty had washed her hands she
came over to our table. Of course we all stood
the

up.

Her Majesty

told

me

to ask Miss Carl
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whether she liked the food, and was pleased when
Miss Carl answered that she liked the food better than her own kind. That relieved Her Majesty.

After dinner was over I told Miss Carl to say
courtesied to
good-bye to Her Majesty.
her, also to the Young Empress, and said good
then took Miss
night to the Court ladies.
Carl to the Palace of Prince Chung. It took
us about ten minutes' ride in the carts.
showed Miss Carl her bedroom, and were pleased
to leave her and get to our own rooms, for a

We

We

We

good

night's rest.

The next morning we took Miss Carl to the
Palace, and arrived there during the morning
audience.

Of

course Miss Carl, being a for-

eigner, could not enter the
sat

down on

Throne Room,

so

we

the back veranda of the Audience

Hall and waited

until

it

was

over.

This, of

my

being in attendance each
morning, as usual, and was a great disappointment to me, as I was unable to keep in
course, prevented

touch with what was taking place. Moreover,
during the time I had been at Court, my one
object had been to endeavor to interest Her
Majesty in Western customs and civilization. I
believed that to a great extent

becoming interested

Her Majesty was

in these things,

and would

refer the subjects of our conversations to her
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Ministers, for their opinions.

For

instance,

I

had shown her photographs taken of a Naval
Review at which I was present in France. Her
Majesty seemed to be impressed, and said that
she would certainly like to be able to make a
This matter she conT
suited with her Ministers, but they gave the
usual evasive answer, viz.: "There is plenty of
similar display in China.

From this you will see that Her
Majesty was not able to introduce reforms
entirely alone, even though she might desire to
do so, but had to consult the Ministers, who
would always agree with Her Majesty, but
would suggest that the matter be put off for a

time for that."

time.

My experience while at the Palace was that
everybody seemed to be afraid to suggest anything new for fear they might get themselves
into trouble.

When Her

Majesty came out fron^ the Audiup to her and kissed
Her Majesty's hand, which caused her great
surprise, although she did not show it at the time.
Afterwards, however, when we were alone, she
asked me why Miss Carl had done this, as it was
not a Chinese custom. She naturally thought
that it must be a foreign custom, and therefore
ence Hall, Miss Carl went

said nothing about

Her Majesty

it.

then proceeded on foot to her
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trait.

Palace, to change her dress for the porIt

was a beautiful morning, and when

she had posed for about ten minutes, she told

me

that she felt too tired to proceed,

and asked

would be all right to ask Miss Carl to postpone it. I explained that as Miss Carl was
going to be at the Palace for some time, the postponement of one day's sitting would not make
if it

much

difference at that time, although I

knew

that Miss Carl would naturally be disappointed.
Still,

I had to himior

Her Majesty

possible, otherwise she

as

much

as

might have thrown up

Miss Carl said that if Her
go to rest, she could be working painting the screen and the throne, and Her
Majesty could pose again later on if she felt like
it.
This pleased Her Majesty, and she said that
she would try to sit again after taking her aftefnoon's rest. Her Majesty ordered me to give
Miss Carl her lunch in my own room at twelve
o'clock each day, my mother, my sister and myself keeping her company.
Dinner at the Palace
was usually taken about six o'clock, and it was
arranged that Miss Carl should take dinner with
the Yoimg Empress and the Court ladies at that
hour, after Her Majesty had finished dining.
Her Majesty also ordered that champagne or
any other wine which Miss Carl preferred, should
be served, as she said she knew it was the custom
the whole thing.

Majesty wished

to

S38
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for all foreign ladies to take wine with their meals.

Where

she got hold of this idea, nobody knew.

I was sure that Her Majesty had been misinformed by somebody, but it would have been bad
policy to have tried to tell her different at the

moment. She disliked very much to be told that
she was wrong in any of these things, and it could
only be done by waiting and casually introducing
the subject at some other time.
After Miss Carl had gone to rest during the
afternoon. Her Majesty sent for me and asked
the usual question, viz.: What had Miss Carl
been saying? etc., etc. She seemed particularly
anxious to know what Miss Carl thought of her,
and when I told her that Miss Carl had said
that she was very beautiful- and quite young looking, she said: "Ohl well, of course Miss Carl
would say that to you." However, on my assuring her that Miss Carl had given this opinion
without being asked for it, she showed very
plainly that she was not at all displeased with
the compliment.

Suddenly Her Majesty said: "I have been
if Miss Carl can paint the screen
and the throne, surely she ought to be able to
paint my clothes and jewels, without it being

thinking that

necessary for

me

to pose all the time."

I told

her that would be quite impossible, as nobody
could hold the things for Miss Carl to get the
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proper effect. To my surprise she answered:
"Well, that is easily gotten over. You wear
them in my place." I hardly knew what to say,
but thought I would get out of the difficulty by
telling her that perhaps Miss Carl would not
like

such an arrangement.

ever, could see

no

Her Majesty, how-

possible objection

Carl's part, as she herself could pose

time came for painting her face.

on Miss

when the

So I put the

matter as nicely as possible to Miss Carl, and it
was finally arranged that I should dress in Her
Majesty's robes and jewels whenever Her
Majesty felt too tired to do the posing herself.

manner the portrait of the Empress
Dowager was painted, and with the exception of
In

this

just a few hours to enable Miss Carl to get

Her

Majesty's facial expression, I had to sit for two
hours each morning, and for another two hours
each afternoon imtil the portrait was finished.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THE EMPEROR'S BIRTHDAY

My father's four months' leave having expired,
he was received in audience hy their Majesties

day of the sixth moon. He was
much improved in health, but his rheumatism
was still very troublesome. This was particuon the

first

larly noticeable

when climbing the

steps to the

Audience Hall, and Her Majesty ordered two
of the eunuchs to assist him.
First he thanked

ness towards

my

Her Majesty

sister

the custom, took off his

ing his head until

it

for her kind-

and myself, and, as was
hat and knelt down, bow-

struck the ground.

This

ceremony was always gone through by any official who had received special favors from Their
Majesties.

He

then replaced his hat on his head and

remained

kneeling

before

the

throne.

Her

Majesty then questioned him about his life
in Paris, from time to time complimenting him
on his work. Seeing that remaining in this
kneeling position appeared to be making him
tired. Her Majesty ordered one of the eunuchs
S4<0
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to bring a cushion for

him

to use,

which was

another great honor, as this cushion was only;

used by the President of the Grand Council.
Her Majesty told him that as he was now;
getting to be a very old man, she did not intend
sending him away from China again, as she
wanted to keep my sister and myself at the
Court, which she could not do if she sent him to
some foreign coimtry, as he would want to take
his daughters with him.
She said she was
pleased, that although we had been away from
China for such a long time, we were well acquainted with the Manchu customs. My father
replied that it had been his care that we should
be brought up according to the customs of our

own country.
Her Majesty then asked
had anything

the

Emperor

if

he

and he replied by asking
my father if he spoke French, and thought it
very strange on learning that he did not. My
father explained that he had never had the time
to study

it,

to say,

besides which he considered himself

too old to learn a foreign language.

The Emperor next asked what was

the feeling

My

France towards China.
father replied that
they were very friendly at that time, but that
in

immediately after the Boxer trouble the post of
Minister had been a very embarrassing one.

Majesty said that

it

Her

had been an unfortunate
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but she was glad that everything was

settled satisfactorily.

She told

my

father

was to get well again as quickly as possible, and the audience came to an end.
Afterwards Her Majesty said that my father
was looking very old since his return from
France and that he would have to be careful
and take things easy until he got stronger again.
She was pleased that he had shown appreciation
of her interest in my sister and myself.
Preparations were now commenced for celebrating the birthday of His Majesty, the Emperor Kwang Hsu, which was to take place on
that he

the 28th of that month.

The

actual date of the

Emperor's birthday was the 26th of the sixth
moon, but this day, being the anniversary of
the death of a previous

Emperor

of China,

we

were unable to hold any festivities, and so it was
always celebrated on the 28th day instead. The
celebration lasted for seven days, three
days before and four days after the actual date.
During that time the whole of the Court dressed
official

in official robes, and no business of any kind
whatever was attended to. This being the
Emperor's 32nd birthday, and as the full celebrations only took place every tenth year, i. e.
on his 20th birthday, his 30th birthday, and
so on, the festivities were not carried out on a
very grand scale. However, it was quite suffi-
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and the usual
morning audiences did not take place during
these seven days.
The Empress Dowager herself was the only person who did not dress especially during these celebrations, and who did not
take any active part in the festivities. Another
reason why the celebrations were not carried out
on a very large scale was the fact that the
Empress Dowager, being alive, she took prece-

cient to interfere with all business,

dence, according to the

Emperor

Manchu

himself, in fact she

of the country, the

custom, over the

was the actual ruler

Emperor being

The

second.

Emperor was quite aware of this fact, and
when the Empress commanded that preparations be commenced for the celebrations, the
Emperor would always suggest that it was not
at all necessary to celebrate the occasion unless

happened to be a tenth year, and would
very reluctantly agree to the festivities taking
place.
Of course this was more out of politeit

ness on the part of the

Emperor and

to conform

to the recognized etiquette, but the nation recog-

nized this birthday and naturally celebrated ac-

cording

to

the

usual

custom.

During

period, therefore, the painting of the portrait

this

was

postponed.

When
Emperor

the morning of the 25th arrived, the
dressed himself in his

official

robe

yellow gown, embroidered with gold dragons and
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coat of a reddish black color.
the

Emperor,

Of

course, being

in place of the usual button

on the

hat he wore a large pearl.

I might mention that
the Emperor was the only person who could wear
this particular pearl in place

of a button.

He

came as usual to wish Her Majesty Chi Hsiang
and then proceeded to the temple to worship before the ancestral tablets. After this cgremony
was over he returned to the Empress Dowager
and kowtowed to her. AH the Chinese adopt
this rule of kowtowing to their parents on
their own birthdays, as a sign of reverence and
respect.

The Emperor next proceeded

to the

Audience HaU, where all the Ministers were
assembled, and received their salutations and congratulations.
This ceremony very often caused
amusement, for to see several hundred people all
bobbing their heads up and down, especially when
they did not all manage to do it together, was a
very funny sight. Even the Emperor himself
had to laugh, it was such an extraordinary
spectacle.

The musical instruments which were used during the ceremony deserve a little description.
The principal instrument is made of hard wood,
and has a flat bottom about three feet in diameter, with a dome-shaped top raised about three
feet

low.

from the ground.

A

The

inside

is

quite hol-

long pole made of the same material
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used as a drumstick, and an official, specially;
all his might on the drum.
The noise can be better imagined than described.
This is used as a signal to announce when the

is

appointed, beats with

Emperor

takes his seat

upon

the throne.

In

addition to the above, a full sized model of a
tiger, also

made

of similar hard wood, and hav-

ing twenty-four scales on
into the courtyard.

In

its

back,

this case

is

brought

they did not

beat the instrument, but scraped along

its

back

over the scales, which emitted a noise similar to
the letting off simultaneously of innumerable
crackers.
This noise was kept up during the
whole of the ceremony, and what with the drum
and this tiger instrument it was sufficient to
deafen one. During the ceremony, an official
crier used to call out the different orders, such as
when to kneel, bow, stand up, kowtow, etc., etc.,
but with the noise it was quite impossible to hear
a single word of what he uttered. Another instnmient was composed of a frame made of
wood, about eight feet high by three feet broad.
Across this frame were three wooden bars, from
which was suspended twelve bells, made out of
pure gold. When these were struck with a
wooden stick the sound was not at all unlike the
dulcimer, only, of course, very much louder.
This was placed on the right side of the Audience
Hall. On the left side a similar instrument was

me TWO YEARS

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

placed, with the exception that the bells were

carved out of white jade.

The music which

could be brought out of the instrtiment was very
sweet.

When

this

ceremony of receiving the Minis-

was concluded, the Emperor proceeded to
his private Palace, where the Young Empress
(his wife), the Secondary wife and all the Court
ters

ladies

were gathered, and, after kowtowing,

all

by the Young
Empress, knelt before him and presented him
of the Court ladies present, led

Ru

This is a kind of sceptre.
Some are made out of pure jade, while others
are made out of wood inlaid with jade. This
Ru Yee is a symbol of good luck and was supposed to bring happiness and prosperity to the
person to whom it was presented. The ceremony was gone through to the accompaniment
of music played on string instruments, which

with a

was very

Yee.

sweet.

Next the eunuchs were received by the Emperor, and they similarly congratulated him, but
without the accompaniment of music. After the
eunuchs came the servant girls, and the whole of
the ceremony was over.

The Emperor next

pro-

Her Majesty's Palace, where he knelt
Her Majesty and thanked her for the

ceeded to
before

celebration which
after which

had been given

in his honor,

Her Majesty, accompanied by

the
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whole Court, went to the theatre to see the play.

On

arrival at the theatre

we were

all

presented

by Her Majesty with sweetmeats, this being the
custom on these occasions, and after a little while
Her Majesty retired for her afternoon rest.
Thus the celebration ended.

Two

days after the celebration the seventh

moon commenced. The seventh day of the seventh moon was the occasion of another important
anniversary.

The two
Chih

Nu

stars,

Niu Lang (Capricorn) and

(Lyra) are supposed to be the patrons
of agriculture and weaving and, according to
tradition, were at one time man and wife. As the
result of a quarrel, however, they were doomed
to live apart, being separated from each other
by the "Milky Way." But on the seventh day
of the seventh moon of each year they are allowed
to see each other and the magpies are supposed
to build a bridge to enable them to meet.
The ceremony is rather peculiar. Several
basins full of water were placed so that the sun's
rays would fall upon them. Her Majesty then
took several* tiny needles and dropped one into
each basin. These floated on the water, casting
a shadow across the bottom of the basins. These
shadows took different forms, according to the
position of the needle, and if the shadow took
certain prescribed forms, the person throwing
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was supposed to be very lucky and

clever, while if they represented certain other

forms, they were despised by the gods as being

In addition. Her Majesty burned
and offered up prayers to the two gods

ignorant.

in-

cense

re-

ferred to.

This was always a sad moon for ETer Majesty,
being the anniversary of the death of her husband, the Emperor Hsien Feng, who died on the
it

17th

of

seventh

that

moon

tival for the

the Court
sacrifice.

month. The fifteenth of the
each year is the day of the fesdead, and early in the

morning

moved to the Sea Palace in order to
The Chinese hold that when a person

dies, his soul still

remains on the earth, and on

these anniversaries they

burn imitation money,

the belief being that the soul of the departed one
will benefit to the extent of the

so

represented.

referred to

On

the

Her Majesty

amount of money

anniversary

above

sent for hundreds of

Buddhist priests to pray for those unfortunate
people who had died without leaving anyone who
could sacrifice for them. On the evening of
this day. Her Majesty and all her Court ladies
set out in open boats on the lake, where imitation
lotus flowers were arranged as lanterns, with a
candle placed in the centre, which formed a sort
of floating light, the idea being to give light to
the spirits of those who had departed during the
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them to come and receive
the blessings which had been prepared for them.
Her Majesty ordered us to light the candles and
place the flowers on the water ourselves, as she
said it would be appreciated by the spirits of the
dead.
Some of the eunuchs had told Her
Majesty that they had actually seen some of
these spirits, which assertion was thoroughly
believed.
Although she had never seen them herself, she accounted for this by the fact that she
was of too high a rank and the spirits were afraid
year, so as to enable

of her, but she ordered all the rest of us to keep

a sharp lookout and

Of

course

we

tell

her

if

we saw

didn't see anything, but

anything.

many

of

the Court ladies were so frightened that they
closed their eyes for fear they might see some-

thing supernatural.

Her Majesty was

devoted to the late Emperor
Hsien Feng, and she was very sad and morose
during this period.
all had to be very care-

We

any way, as she
would find fault on the slightest provocation.
She hardly had a word to say to any of us, and

ful indeed not to upset her in

cried almost incessantly.

I could hardly under-

stand the reason for such grief, seeing that the

Emperor had died so many years previously.
None of the Court ladies were allowed to dress
in light-coloured

gowns during the whole of the

seventh moon.

We

all

dressed either in dark
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blue or pale blue, while

Her Majesty

herself

dressed in black every day without exception.

her handkerchiefs were black. The thewhich were usually opened on the first
and fifteenth of each month, were closed during the seventh moon. There was no music, and
everything was conducted in the most solemn
manner; in fact, the whole Court was in deep

Even

atres

mourning.

On

the morning of the seventeenth day of the

seventh moon. Her Majesty visited the late
Emperor's tablet, and knelt there crying for
quite a while.
In order to show respect for the
late Emperor, none of us were allowed to eat
meat for three days. This being my first year
at the Palace, it appeared to me very strange,
after the customary gaiety and noise.
Of course
I felt very sorry for Her Majesty, as I could see
that it was a genuine display of grief and was
not in any way put on. As I was her favorite
at that time, she kept me close to her side during

The Yoimg Empress said to
me one day "Her Majesty is very much attached

this sad period.
:

and I think you had better stay with her
for the time being."
This I did, and I was so
miserable myself that when Her Majesty commenced crying I would cry also. When she saw
that I was crying. Her Majesty would immediately stop and ask me not to cry.
She would tell

to you,

The Empress

of China dressed as the Goddess of Mercy, with
Li Lien Ying, first eunuch, and Tsue Yu Gay, second
eunuch, as her attendants
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was too young to cry, and that in any
case I did not know what real sorrow was as yet.
During the conversations we had at that time she
would tell me quite a lot about herself. On one
occasion she said: "You know I have had a very
hard hfe ever since I was a young girl. I was not
a bit happy when with my parents, as I was not
the favorite. My sisters had everything they
that I

wanted, while I was, to a great extent, ignored
altogether.
When I first came to the Court,
lot
of
the
people were jealous of me because
a
I was considered to be a beautiful woman at
that time. I must say myself that I was a clever
one, for I fought my own battles, and won them,
too.
When I arrived at Court the late Emperor
became very much attached to me and would
hardly glance at any of the other ladies. Fortunately, I was lucky in giving birth to a son, as
it made me the Emperor's undisputed favorite;
but after that I had very bad luck. During the
last year of his reign the Emperor was seized with
a sudden

illness.

soldiers biu-nt

In addition to

down

this the foreign

the Palace at

Yuen Ming

Yuen, so we fled to Jehol. Of course everybody
knows what took place at that time. I was still
a young woman, with a dying husband and a
young son. The East Empress Dowager's
nephew was a bad man, who coveted the throne,
which he had no right to in any event, as he was
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not of royal blood. I would not wish anyone
to experience what I myself passed through at
that time. When the Emperor was in a dying
condition, being practically unconscious of what
was taking place around him, I took my son to
his bedside

and asked him what was going to be

done about

his successor to the throne.

no reply

He made

to this, but, as has always been the case

was equal to the occasion, and
I said to him: 'Here is your son,' on hearing
which he immediately opened his eyes and said:
in emergencies, I

'Of course he will succeed to the throne.'

and for
last

all.

when

I nat-

was settled once
These words were practically the

urally felt relieved

this

he spoke, for he died immediately afterwards.

Although

it is

now

so

many

years ago, I can see

hun now in that dying condition, just as though
it aU happened only yesterday.
"I thought that I could be happy with my son
as the Emperor Tung Chi, but unfortunately he
died before he was twenty years of age.
Since
that time I have been a changed woman, as all
happiness was over as far as I was concerned
when he died. I had also quite a lot of trouble
with the East Empress Dowager and found it
very difficult to keep on good terms with her.
However, she died five years after the death of
my son. In addition to all this, when the Emperor Kwang Hsu was brought to me as a baby
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was a very sickly child, and
could hardly walk, he was so thin and weak. His

three years old, he

parents seemed to be afraid of giving him anything to eat.

You know

Chung, and

mother was

his

his father

was Prince

my sister, so of course

he was almost the same as my own son, in fact I
adopted him as such. Even now, after all my
trouble on his account, he

As you know,

is

not in perfect health.

I have had plenty of other troubles

beside these, but

it

is

useless to

mention them

now. I am disappointed with everything, as
nothing has turned out as I had expected."
With this remark Her Majesty commenced crying afresh. Continuing, she said: "People seem
to think that just because I am the Empress
Dowager that I am bound to be happy, but what
I have just told you is not all. I have gone
through much more than that. If ever anything
went wrong, I was always the one who was
blamed. The censors even dare to impeach me

However, I am philosopher
enough to take things for what they are worth,
otherwise I would have been in my own grave
long, long ago. Just imagine how small minded
once in a while.

these people are.

Amongst

other things they ob-

jected to my transferring my Court to the Summer Palace during the hot weather, although I
could do no harm by being there. Even in the
short time you have spent at Court, you can see
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am

unable to decide anything alone, while
whenever they want anything they consult with
each other and then present their petition to me,
which, unless it is something of a very serious
that I

nature, I never think of refusing."

After the time set apart for mourning had
expiried, we all went back to the Summer Palace,
where Miss Carl re-commenced her work on Her
Majesty's portrait. Her Majesty apparently
soon got tired of this portrait painting, for one
day she asked me when I thought it would be
finished.
She was afraid that it would not be
finished by the time the cold weather came on,
when we always removed the Court to the Forbidden City, and she said it would be a lot of
trouble and inconvenience to have to continue
the portrait there. I told Her Majesty that it
could easily be arranged and that she need not
worry herself.
After I had been posing in Her Majesty's
place for several days Her Majesty asked me
whether Miss Carlhad said anything about it,
and if she did, I was to inform her that it was a
command from Her Majesty, and that I dare

make any further suggestions in that respect.
So we had no further trouble with Miss Carl

not

I had, however, quite a lot of trouble
with the eunuchs, who, in spite of Her Majesty's
instructions, were anything but polite to Miss
after that.
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course Miss Carl herself did not
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know

I tried to make them behave better by;
threatening to tell Her Majesty about them,
this.

which had a good effect for a while, but they were
soon as bad as ever.
At the commencement of the eighth moon, Her
Majesty always attended to the transplanting
of her chrysanthemums, which was one of her
favorite flowers, so each day she would take us
with her to the west side of the lake and, assisted

by us, would cut the tops of the young plants
and set them in flower pots. I was very much
surprised at this, as there were no roots, only
the stems of the flowers, but Her Majesty
assured me that they would soon grow into
very pretty plants. Every day we went over
to water these flowers imtil they began to bud.
In case it rained heavily. Her Majesty would
order some of the eunuchs to go over and cover
up these chrysanthemum plants with mats, so
that they would not be broken. It was characteristic of Her Majesty that, no matter what
other business she had to attend to, her flowers
had her first consideration and she would, if necessary, even go without her usual rest in order
She also spent
to superintend them personally.
quite a time in looking after her orchard, where
she had planted apple trees, pear trees, etc.
Another thing which I began to notice was that
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summer days had passed,
and sad, while in the win-

was simply unbearable.

She loathed

cold Weather.

One day, during the eighth moon. Her
Majesty was taken slightly ill, and complained
of suffering from severe headaches. This was
the only time I ever saw Her Majesty actually
sick.
She, however, got up as usual in the morning, and held audience, but was unable to take
her luncheon, and very soon had to retire to her
bed.
Several doctors were summoned, each of
whom took her pulse. This was quite a cere-

mony in itself. The doctors knelt
and Her Majesty stretched forth

at the bedside,

her arm, rest-

ing her hand upon a small pillow which was
provided for that purpose. After this each
doctor wrote out his prescription, all of which

were different from each other. We handed them
to Her Majesty, who chose the one which she
thought was the nicest to take, and two attendants and the doctor himself had to take a dose
in her presence before she would touch it. Then
she would take it all right.
During this time it rained a great deal and
was very hot. The climate at this time of the
year is very damp, which causes the flies to make
their appearance in millions.
If there was one
thing more than another that Her Majesty
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it was these flies.
During the actual
summer they were not so troublesome as at this
particular time.
Of course every precaution

detested

was taken

to keep

them away, a eunuch being

posted at each door, provided with sort of a switch
of horse hair fastened at the end of a bam-

made

We

boo pole.
were never troubled by mosquitoes, however; in fact I never saw a mosquito
curtain in the Palace during the whole of my
stay there.
These flies were an abomination,
and in spite of all that could be done a few

would find

their

way

into the rooms.

When-

Her Majesty she would
by any chance one were to alight
on her food she would order the whole lot to be
thrown away. This would spoil her appetite for
the whole day and put her into a terrible temper
as well. Whenever she saw one anywhere near
her, she would order whoever happened to be
present to go and catch it. I myself often
received this order, but I detested them ahnost
as much as Her Majesty did, they were so dirty,
and stuck to one's hands whenever they touched
ever they alighted on

scream, while

if

them.

After her

more or

illness

Her Majesty was

less for quite

a long time, and doctors

were constantly in attendance.

many

indisposed

She took so

different kinds of medicine that instead of

getting better she got worse and eventually con-
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Her Majesty was very much
of anykind and we had to stay

day and had to take
our meals whenever we could get away from her
bedside for a few minutes. Another peculiarity
was Her Majesty's aversion for any kind of perfume near her when she was sick, while when
she was feeling well she was simply smothered
in it. The same applied to fresh flowers in spite
of her love for them under ordinary conditions,
when she was sick she could not bear them anywhere near. Her nerves became absolutely
unstrung, as she was unable to sleep during the
day, and consequently the time passed very
slowly to her. In order to make the time pass
a little less tediously, she gave instructions for

with her

all

night and

all

;

one of the better educated eunuchs to read to her
during the dajrtime. This reading generally
consisted of ancient Chinese history, poetry and
all kinds of Chinese lore, and while the eunuch
was reading to her we had to stand by her bedside, one of us being told off to massage her
legs, which seemed to soothe her somewhat.
This
same program was gone through every day until
she was completely herself again
some ten days

—

later.

One day Her Majesty asked me: "What kind
of medicine does a foreign doctor usually give
in case of a fever?

I have heard that they

make
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you take

all

kinds of

pills.

dangerous, as you never

made

of.

from

roots,

Here
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This must be

know what

very-

they are

in China all medicines are

made

and I can always find out whether
I am receiving the right medicine, as I have a
book which explains what each different mediAnother thing I have heard is that
you with a
knife, while we cure the same sickness by means
of ovu" medicine. Li Lien Ying told me that
one of our little eunuchs had a boil on his wrist
and someone advised him to go to the hospital.
Of course they didn't know what they would do,
and the foreign doctor there opened the boil
with a knife, which frightened the child very
much. I was very much surprised when I heard
he was all right again in a couple of days." Continuing, Her Majesty said: "A year ago one of
the foreign ladies came to the Palace, and hearing me cough a lot, gave me some black pills
and told me to swallow them. I did not like to
offend her, so I took the piUs and told her I
would take them by and bye. However, I was
afraid to take them and threw them away." Of
course I answered that I didn't know much about
medicines, to which she replied that she had
seen me take foreign medicines whenever I was
not feeling well. She then said: "Of course I
know there are people in Peking who do take

cine

is

for.

foreign doctors generally operate on
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the medicines given
foreigners also.

but I do

know

choose to
it is

none of

They

relatives patronize these

try not to let

for all that.

In any

me know,

case, if they

themselves by taking these things,

kill

when they

them by foreign doctors and

my own

even some of
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my business

;

that

is

are sick, I never send

the reason why,

my own

doctors

to attend them."

When Her

Majesty had completely recovered
from her illness she used to go out on the lake
a great deal, sometimes in an open boat and at
other times in a steam launch.
She always
appeared to enjoy this kind of thing. For some
reason or other she always insisted on taking the
west side of the lake, which was very shallow,
and invariably the launch would get stuck fast
in the mud, which seemed to afford Her Majesty
great enjoyment; she simply loved to feel the

launch strike the bottom. The open boats would
then come alongside and we would have to
get out of the launch and enter the boats and

proceed to the top of the nearest

hill

to watch

the efforts of the eunuchs trying to refloat the
launch.

It

was a

characteristic of

Her Majesty

to experience a keen sense of enjoyment at the
troubles of other people.

The evmuchs knew

and whenever opportunity
offered, they would do something which they
thought would amuse Her Majesty. So long

this

quite

well,
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as it was nothing of a serious nature Her
Majesty would always overlook it, but in case
it proved serious or was carelessiless, she would
always order them to be severely punished.
Thus it was very hard to tell just what to do
in order to please her.

Another of Her Majesty's
inquisitiveness.

peculiarities

For example: As I have

was

stated

before, it was the custom for Her Majesty to
have sweetmeats brought to her before every
meal, and after she had finished with them, the
remainder were distributed among the Court
ladies.
Whenever it happened that we were
very busy, we did not bother with the sweetmeats
at aU, which Her Majesty very soon found out.

One

day, after she had finished dining, she came

and looked through the window to see what we
were doing, and saw some of the eunuchs eating
the sweetmeats which she had given to us.
She
did not say anything, but simply ordered that
the sweetmeats should be brought back again,

making us

wanted some more
herself.
I knew that there was something
wrong, as she never ordered them back before.
When she saw what was left of them, she asked
who had been eating so many, as they were nearly
aU finished, but she got no reply ^we were all
too scared. However, after thinking it over, I
came to the conclusion that it would be best to
believe that she

—
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her the truth, for I was quite certain that

knew anyhow. So I told her that we had all
been very busy and had forgotten all about the
sweetmeats, and that the eunuchs had come and
taken them themselves, and I added that this
was not the first time they had done so. I was
rather glad that she had given me this opporshe

tunity to report the eunuchs, for

Her Majesty

replied that if she intended the eunuchs to have

sweetmeats, she herself could give them some,

but thought

it

a lack of appreciation on our part

not eating them ourselves after she had been so

kind as to provide them for us. She turned to
me, and said: "I am glad that you have told the
truth, as I saw myself what was happening."
She gave orders that the offending eunuchs
should each have three months' wages deducted
as a punishment, but of course I knew very well
they didn't mind that, as they were making many
times the

On my

amoimt of

their salary in other ways.

return to the sitting room, one of the
Court ladies said: "You should not have told
Her Majesty about the eunuchs, they are sure
to revenge themselves in some way."
I asked
how they could possibly injure me in any way,
as they were only servants, but she told me that
they would find some underhand way in which
to get even with me, this being their general custom. Of course I kjiew the eunuchs were a bad
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but could not see what cause they had to be
me in any way. I knew they dare not

against

say anything against

me

to

Her Majesty,

so I

I found out afterwards that one of the tricks they used to play on
any of the Court ladies who offended them was
forgot all about the matter.

to try

For

and prejudice Her Majesty against us.
Her Majesty told one of the

instance, if

eunuchs that a certain thing should be done,
instead of telhng me what Her Majesty wanted,
the eunuch would go off to one of the other ladies

and

tell her.

In

this

way Her Majesty would

get the impression' that I was too lazy to wait

upon her myself, and of course the other lady
would get all the credit. Although Her Majesty
was very kind to me, also the Young Empress,
it was very hard to get along with eunuchs, and
it was not good policy to offend them in any way.
They regarded themselves as being exclusively
the servants of Her Majesty, the Empress Dowager, and refused to take instructions from anybody else, consequently they were often very
rude to the other ladies of the Court, not even
excepting the Young Empress.
Everything proceeded as usual until the eighth
moon, when the Emperor was to sacrifice at the
"Temple of the Sun." On this occasion the
Emperor wore a red robe.
About this time Mrs. Conger asked for a pri-
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vate audience, as she wanted to see

Her Majesty

same time see how the portrait was
Her Majesty rephed that she
progressing.
would receive her and gave orders accordingly.
At this private audience Mrs. Conger brought
into the Court two of her relatives to be presented to Her Majesty, besides Miss Campbell
and a missionary lady. As it was a private audience, the guests were conducted to Bfer Majesty's
private Palace.
They were received in the haU
which was being used as studio for this lady
artist, although Her Majesty was out of patience
with the portrait painting, and talked to us a
great deal about it, yet when she saw Mrs.
Conger and the others she was extremely polite
and told them that the portrait was going to be
a masterpiece. She was in an unusually good
humor that day and told me to give orders to
the eunuchs to open all the buildings and show
them to her guests. Her Majesty led the way
from one room to another and showed them her
curios in the diflPerent rooms, until she came to
and

at the

one of the bedrooms, when she ordered
There
were many chairs in this room, but they were
really small thrones of Her Majesty's, although
they looked like any ordinary chairs. The custom is that no matter what kind of a chair
it may be, as soon as
she uses it, it is at

rest in

chairs to be brought in for the guests.
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once called her throne and no one

on

it

is

thereafter unless the order
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allowed to
is

sit

given by

her.

During the time the eunuchs were bringing

in

the chairs kept purposely for foreigners to use,

one of the ladies of the party made a mistake
and sat upon one of Her Majesty's thrones. I
noticed her at once, and before I had a chance
to warn her. Her Majesty made a sign of annoyance to me. I went to this lady at once and told
her I wanted to show her something and naturally she

was obliged

to get up.

The

trouble

was this, although Her Majesty felt that no one
had the right to sit upon her throne, she expected
me to get this lady off the chair and at the same
time not to teU her the reason why. While I
was busy interpreting for her, she said in an
undertone: "There she is again, sitting on my
bed. We had better leave this room." After
this the ladies were conducted to the refreshment
room, and when they had partaken of lunch,
bade Her Majesty good-bye, leaving Miss Carl
with us.

As

usual

we reported

to her that

we

had seen the guests safely off. She said to me:
"That was a funny lady: jfirst she sat upon my
throne, and then upon my bed.
Perhaps she
does not know what a throne is when she sees
one, and yet foreigners laugh at us. I am sure
that our manners are far superior to theirs.
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Another thing did you notice that Mrs. Conger
handed a parcel to Miss Carl out in the courtyard when she came in?" I replied that I had
noticed her passing something like a parcel, but

what the parcel contained. She
thereupon told me to go and ask Miss Carl what
it was.
At that time I had received so many
peculiar orders from Her Majesty that I was
beginning to get accustomed to them and used
could not

tell

my own

discretion in carrying out her instrucTherefore I did not ask Miss Carl, but
However,
set about finding out for myself.
tions.

when I began

to look around for the parcel, it
had mysteriously disappeared and I could not
find the thing anyw^here.
ried me,

knowing

This naturally wor-

as I did that

Her Majesty

liked her instructions carried out quickly.

While

I was searching, one of the eunuchs came in and
told me that Her Majesty wanted to see me,

and of course I had to go to

Before she
could say anything to me, I informed Her
Majesty that I had not been able to ask Miss
Carl about the parcel as she was asleep, but
would do so immediately she got up. Her
Majesty said: "I don't want Miss Carl to think
I have told you to ask what the parcel contains,
otherwise she might think I am suspicious of
what is going on, so you must manage to get the
information somehow without mentioning the
her.
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matter; you are clever enough to do that much."
Shortly afterwards, while I was walking along

with Miss Carl to Her Majesty's Palace, to
proceed with the portrait, I noticed that she

was carrying the parcel in question, which was
a great relief to me, I can assure you.

On

Miss Carl said to me:
not trouble to pose at present, as

arrival at the Palace,

"You need
it

is

rather dark, and I can be painting the

throne;

you can look through

this

magazin^,

you like, to pass the time away." So I
opened up the parcel, which proved to contain
nothing more than an ordinary American
monthly magazine. After glancing through the
book, I made an excuse to hurry away and
inform Her Majesty.
However, she had
already gone out fbr her usual trip on the lake,
so I took my chair and folloWed. When I
reached the lake, Her Majesty, who had seen
me, sent a small boat and I was rowed out to
the launch. Before I could get a chance to
speak. Her Majesty said with a smile: "I know
all about it, it was a book and Miss Carl handed
it to you to read."
I was very much disappointed that I had had my journey for nothing.
I knew that the eunuchs would report it to Her
Majesty at the first opportunity, but I hardly
expected they would have done so already. Her
Majesty was now quite satisfied, and simply
if
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asked whether Miss Carl suspected that she had
enquired about the matter.
As I was about to return to Miss Carl, Her
Majesty called me and said: "There is one thing
I want to tell you and that is whenever any foreign ladies are visiting the Palace, always keep
close to the

Emperor

so that in the event of their

speaking to him you can interpret."

I answered
that so far whenever any foreigners were preisent
I was present also and did not think that any-

body had held any conversation with the Emperor whatsoever. She explained that her reason for mentioning this was that she wanted me
to be just as courteous to the Emperor as I was
to herself, and I was to place myself entirely at
his disposal whenever visitors were present.
Of
course I knew very well that this was not the
true reason at aU but that she wanted to take
every precaution to preclude the possibility of
foreigners influencing the

of reform,

etc.

Emperor

in matters

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE MID-AUTUMN FESTIVAL

On the

day of the eighth moon came
the celehration of the Mid-Autvimn Festival,
fifteenth

sometimes called the Moon Festival.
This name is derived from the belief which the
Chinese hold that the moon is not permanentlyround when full, but that on this particular day
it is a perfect circle.
The ceremony which is
gone through is conducted entirely by the Court
ladies

and

soon as

it

consists of

Dragon Boat

The

moon

as

In other respects
are exactly the same as in the

appears in the sky.

the celebrations

between

worshiping the

Festival, presents

Her Majesty and

festival

were exchanged

the Court

officials.

concluded with a theatrical per-

fornlance which describes a scene in the moon.

The belief is that a beautiful maiden Uves in the
moon, her only companion being a white rabbit,
called a Jade Rabbit. According to the play
this rabbit escapes from the moon to the Earth
and becomes a young and beautiful girl.
golden rooster which lives in the sun, becoming
aware of the rabbit's descent to the earth, himself

A
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descends from the sun and changes into a hand-

some prince. Of course they very naturally
meet and immediately fall in love. Now, on
the earth lived another rabbit

—a red one, who,

on finding out what was going on, changed himself into a prince also and set about making love
to the beautiful maiden with the object of cutting out the rooster. However, he was seriously
handicapped inasmuch as he was unable to change
the color of his face, which remained red, therefore his love making met with no success and the
rooster prince had it all his own way. At this
point, the beautiful maiden in the moon, on discovering her

loss,

sent the soldiers of

Heaven

to

re-capture her rabbit, with the result that she

was taken back to the moon and the rooster being left alone, had no alternative but to reluctantly return to his

home

in the sun.

During this performance the head eunuch
brought a young man into the cotirtyard, who
kowtowed to Her Majesty. This was such an
unusual occurrence that everybody noticed it.
I could see that he was a stranger and did not
belong to the Court and I wondered who he
could be. At the other end of the veranda I
saw two or three of the Court ladies whispering

They finally came over to
I knew who he was. I told

together and smiling.

me and

asked

if

them that he was a stranger to me and they ought
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know better than I did as they had been at the
Court much longer. Anyhow I gave it as my
opinion that he was decidedly ugly. That same
evening Her Majesty asked me whether I had
noticed this young man, and told me that he was
the son of a very high Manchu official; that his
father was dead and that he had succeeded to
the title and to a large amoimt of money. I was
sin-prised that Her Majesty should give such a
lengthy explanation about this young man, but
I told her that I did not think him very handsome. Her Majesty was talking in a very serious manner but I did not think anything of the
occurrence at the time but a few days later
while I was posing for the portrait I heard Her
Majesty whispering to my mother at the other
end of the room. I saw that Her Majesty was
holding a photograph in her hands which she
showed to my mother, at the same time asking
whether my mother considered him good looking.
My mother answered "not very." On Her
Majesty replying that beauty was not everything I began to suspect that there was something
going on which directly concerned me. I began to think of some excuse in order to get out
of what I could plainly see was a proposed marriage between myself and this gentleman. I
knew that if Her Majesty had made up her
mind that I was to marry him I could not help
to
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same time, I made up
marry anyone
whom I did not like, especially one I had
never seen before, I would leave the Court altogether.
When Her Majesty retired for her
usual afternoon rest she told me she wanted to
see me for a moment.
After beating about the
bush for some time, she asked me whether I would
like to stay with her always or whether I would
like to go away again to some foreign country.
I at once answered that I was quite satisfied to
myself,

but,

at

my own mind

the

that rather than

stay with her as long as she cared to have
that

when

she

was

tired of

me

me

but

she could then

me away. Her Majesty informed me that
had been her intention to marry me to this
young gentleman and asked my opinion. I told
her that I did not want to get married at all,
especially seeing that my father was sick at this
time, and leaving home to go to live apart from
my family would break his heart and perhaps
send

it

be the cause of his premature death.

Her Maj-

was no excuse as I should not have
to go out of China but would be able to see my
father and family any time I wished. I told
Her Majesty that I would much rather stay
with her altogether and that I did not want
to marry anybody.
Her Majesty then said:
"I won't listen to any excuse. I have already
explained everything to your mother, but much
esty said that
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to

my

surprise she said

it

27S

would be better to

mention it to you first, on account of your having
been brought up differently from the rest of the
Court ladies. Had it not been for this fact I
would simply have arranged everything with
your mother and the matter would have been
settled so far as you were concerned."
I could
not say anything in answer to this, so commenced
to cry.
I told Her Majesty that I was not like
the rest of the Court ladies who pretended they
did not want to marry, when all the time they
were simply looking forward to getting married,
if only for the change from the monotony of
Court life. I promised that I would stay with
her forever, and that I had no desire to go away
from China again. I explained that I should
not have gone away at all had it not been that
my father was transferred to Paris. Her Majesty said: "Oh, well, I am very glad that you
did go away as you are more useful to me than
you would have been had you stayed in China
aU your life." After a lot more discussion Her
Majesty said: "Well, I will leave you to think
the matter over. If you don't like the young
man I have chosen there are plenty of others,"
which remark did not help me very much as I
could see that she meant to marry
this

me

off

any-

However, I had managed to get out of it
time, and thought I would be able to arrange

way.
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matters satisfactorily should the question come
up again. Nothing further was said about

month later when I
had been arranged between this gentleman and the daughter of one
of the princes.
So everything ended very satisfactorily from my point of view.
The twenty-sixth day of the eighth moon was
the matter until nearly a

heard that a marriage

At the time
Manchu Dynasty began. Emperor Shung
Chih, who had fought very hard to gain the

the occasion of another celebration.

the

throne, found himself

on the twenty-sixth day

of the eighth moon, absolutely out of provisions of every kind and it was necessary for
him and his army to live on the leaves of trees,
which was the only form of food obtainable at
the time. Thus the anniversary of this day,
even up to the present time, is always celebrated by the Manchu people, who deny themselves all luxuries, especially at the Court.

We

did not eat any meat on that day, but only rice

wrapped

in lettuce leaves.

Chopsticks were also

discarded and the food was conveyed to the

mouth by the hands alone.
Dowager was no exception

Even

the

Empress

This is
done in order to remind the present generation
to this rule.

of the privation suffered by their ancestors
established the

Towards the

who

Manchu Dynasty.
close of the eighth

moon Her
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Majesty's gourd plants, which had been planted
early in the spring, were ripening, and each day
she would take us all to see what progress they
were making. She would pick out those which
she considered to be the most perfect in form,

i.

e.,

those with the smallest waist and tie ribbons

around them so as not to lose sight of them.
She pointed to one of these plants one day, and
said to me: "This reminds me of yourself when
dressed in foreign clothes.

Surely you feel more
now wear-

comfortable in the clothes you are
ing."

When

these gourds were quite ripe they

were cut down and

Her Majesty would

the outer skin with a

bamboo

scrape

knife, afterwards

with a wet cloth. They were
then allowed to dry and after a few days they
would assume a brownish color, when they were
ready for hanging as ornaments in the Summer
Palace. In one room alone there were over
10,000 of these gourds, of different shapes. It

wiping the

fruit*

was the duty of the Court ladies to periodically
wipe these gourds with a cloth, in order to give
them a shiny appearance, and also to scrape any
new ones which were pulled and prepare them for
the Palace.
this

None

of us cared very

whilst attending to these gourds I

knock the top

Her

much about
One day

work excepting Her Majesty.

happened to

one of the old ones which was
Majesty's particular favorite. I dared not
off
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Her Majesty what had happened and

one of the Court ladies suggested throwing the
thing away altogether and saying nothing about
it as Her Majesty would not be likely to find
it out, having so many of them.
However, I
finally decided to go and tell Her Majesty about
it,
and take punishment if necessary. For
a wonder Her Majesty did not make much
bother about it. She said: "WeU it was quite
an old one in any case and the top was ready to
drop off at any t^ime it so happens that you were
;

the one to wipe

it,

came oflF. It
Her Majesty that I

and of course

can't be helped."

I told

it

was very much ashamed at being so careless, especially as I knew it was one of her favorites,
and there the matter ended. All the rest of the
Court ladies were in the waitingroom and were
anxious to know how I would get out of it, and
when I told them they said that had it been any
of them there would have been a fine row. They
laughed, and said it must be nice to be a favorite
which made
the

me

feel

Young Empress

and she

said I

esty the truth
there

At

very uncomfortable.

I told

exactly what had happened,

was quite right to tell Her Majand told me to be yery careful as

was much jealousy going on.
the beginning of the ninth

moon

the chry-

santhemums commence to bud and it was the
duty of the ladies of the Court to go and trim
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them each day by cutting away all the buds
except one on each stalk. This trimming gives

much
Even Her

the flower a better chance of developing, a
larger

blossom being the

Majesty would help with

result.

She was
very particular about these plants, and would
not allow any of us to meddle with them if our
hands were not perfectly cool, as to touch them
with hot hands would cause the leaves to shrivel
up. These flowers are generally in full bloom
about the end of the ninth moon or beginning of
the tenth moon. Her Majesty had a wonderful gift of being able to tell what kind of flower
would bloom from each separate plant, even before the buds appeared.
She would say: "This
is going to be a red flower," and we would place
this

work.

a bamboo stick in the flower pot, with the name
written

on

it.

Then

another.

Her Majesty

would declare to be a white one and we would
place a similar bamboo stick in the flower pot,
with the description, and so on. Her Majesty
said: "This is your first year at the Palace and
no doubt you are surprised at what you have
just seen and heard me say, but I have never yet
made a mistake. For you will see when the
flowers commence to bloom." It was a fiact as
everything turned out exactly as she had predicted.
None of us ever knew how she was
able to distinguish one from the other, but she

g78
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was always right. I did once ask her to explain
how she was able to tell but she answered that
it was a secret.
All this time the portrait was proceeding very
slowly and one day Her Majesty asked me how
long I thought it would be before it was finished
and what the custom in Europe was as regards
remuneration for such a portrait. I replied that
it was customary to pay very handsomely, but
she would not hear of such a suggestion, saying
that in China it was not the custom and that it
would be regarded as an insult to offer money
for such a service.
She suggested decorating
Miss Carl as a reward for her services, which she
considered would be appreciated far more than
a money present. There was nothing for me to
say at this time but I determined to mention the
matter again when a favorable opportunity occurred.

During the ninth moon a Russian circus visPeking and of course everybody talked of

ited

little

else.

Her Majesty,

hearing

talk about this circus asked

what

idea to have the circus brought

up

so

much

was like,
and after we had explained to her, she became
very interested and said that she would like to
see it.
My mother thought it would be a good
Palace, where

thej?^

it

to the

Summer

could perform, so she asked

Her Majesty whether

this

might be done.

Her
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Majesty was delighted with the idea, and arrangements were accordingly made for the per-

While everything was being fixed,
and the
animals, were quartered near our own house and
we had to feed them at our own expense. However, we wanted to show Her Majesty what a
circus was like so the expense did not matter.
It took them two days to erect the tent and
make all necessary preparations, and during this
time Her Majesty received reports as to what
was being done, and the progress they were makformance.

the people belonging to the circus,

ing.

The day
that

Her

before the performance,

we

noticed

Majesty, on coming from her audience,

looked very angry, and on our enquiring what

was the matter she informed my mother and myself that some censors had raised objections
against having this circus in the Palace grounds,

had never been anything of this kind allowed before and they had begged Her Majesty
to give up the idea.
Her Majesty was very angry, and said: "You see how much power I
as there

have here; I cannot even have a circus without
somebody raising objections. I think we had
better pay them something and let them go
away." Of course we agreed to anything she
thought best. After considering for a time Her
Majesty jumped up and said: "They have the
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alrealdy; they will talk just the

same

whether we have the circus or not; I wiU have
it
anyway." So the performance duly took
place and Her Majesty and aU the Court were
dehghted. One item consisted of a young girl
walking and dancing on a large globe. This
especially pleased

Her Majesty and

she insisted

on the performance being repeated several times.
Another item of interest was the trapeze act.
Of course nobody present with the exception of
my mother, sister and myself had ever seen a circus performance before, and Her Majesty was
very much afraid that the man would fall from
the trapeze and kill himself. Another thing
which interested Her Majesty was the bare-back
riding, which she thought simply wonderful.
The only objection to the whole show which she
raised was when it was suggested to bring in
She said it was not
the lions and tigers, etc.
safe to bring wild beasts into the Palace and that
she would rather not see this part of the performance. The proprietor of the circus, however, brought in a small baby elephant which
performed several clever tricks. This delighted
Her Majesty more than anything else and when
the proprietor saw how pleased she was he oflPered
the elephant as a present, which she accepted.
However, after the performance was over we
tried to make him go through his tricks again
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but ^e would not budge an inch, so we had to give
it up as a bad job and send him away to be
placed along with the other elephants belonging
to the Palace.

Altogether

there

were three performances
and before the final per-

given by the circus,
formance, the circus Manager told

me

that he

would very much like to show the lions and
tigers: there was no chance of any accident and
it really would be worth seeing.
So after a lot
of discussion Her Majesty finally consented to
allow them to be brought in but on the distinct
understanding that they should not be

let

out of

their cages.

When they were brought in the ring aU the
eunuchs gathered around Her Majesty, and after
remaining in the ring for a few minutes Her
Majesty" ordered them to be taken away again.
She said: "I am not afraid for myself, but they
might get loose and hurt some of the people."
This item finished the whole of the performance
and the circus departed richer by some Taels
10,000 which Her Majesty had ordered to be
given to them.
For the next couple of days we discussed the
merits of the circus but afterwards. Her Majesty, when referring to the subject, expressed
great disappointment with the whole thing.
She said she had expected something entirely
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and far more wonderful.

other characteristic of

This was annothing

Her Majesty;

pleased her for more than five minutes at a time.

me

"I don't see anything at aU wonderful in foreign accomplishments. Take for

She said to

:

instance this portrait which this lady

is

paint-

I don't think it is going to be at all a good
it seems so rough. (Her Majesty did not
understand oil painting). Then again why
should she always want to have the things before
her while painting them. An ordinary Chinese
ing.

picture,

artist

could paint

my

dress, shoes,

etc.,

after

She cannot be very much
opinion, though you need not

seeing the things once.
of an artist in

my

teU her that I said so."

Continuing,

Her Maj-

esty said:

"By

when you

are posing for this portrait of mine;

the wa,y,

what do you talk about

although I don't understand what she is saying,
stUl I can see she has a lot to say.
Be sure not to
tell

her anything connected with the Court

life

and do not teach her any Chinese. I hear that
she often asks what different things are called
in

Chinese, but don't teU her.

knows the

The

less

she

I can see that she has
seen nothing of our ordinary Court life, as yet.
better for us.

I wonder what she would say if she were to see
one of the eunuchs being punished, or anything
like that. She would think that we were savages,
I suppose. I noticed the other day, when I was
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This

better that she should

in a temper, she might talk about

it

this portrait was finished.
coming on and we have to
open up the boxes and get our winter clothes

afterwards.

The

I wish

cool weather is

You

need winter clothes I know
Then,
as you have none but foreign dresses.
again, my birthday is next month and there
will be the usual celebrations.
After that we
return to the Sea Palace, and what can we do
with this artist? I suppose she wiU have to go
back and stay at the American Legation and
come to the Sea Palace each day until the work
is finished.
This wiU be a lot of trouble as it is
not ten minutes' drive as at present, but nearer
an hour's drive. And even if this can be satisfactorily arranged, what about the Winter Palace in the Forbidden City? Try and get to know
how long she expects to be before it is finished."
This gave me an opportunity to tell Her Majesty that Miss Carl was just as anxious to get
the work finished as she was to have it finished,
but explamed that Miss Carl had very little time
to paint as Her Majesty could spare very little

ready.

girls

time to give personal

Her Majesty went

to

sittings,
lie

and again, when

down each

afternoon,

Miss Carl had to stop painting as she was working in the next room to Her Majesty's bedroom.
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replied: "Well, if she expects

me

sit for her all day long I will give up the
whole thing at once," and then added: "I think

to

you yourself are getting tired of sitting, and
want me to take it up again, hut I have already
had quite enough of it." Of course, I told her
that instead of being tired of

it,

I enjoyed sitting

on Her Throne, which I regarded as a great
honor. I explained to Her Majesty that Miss
Carl did not like

me

to pose in her place, as

she could not get along so quickly as if she were
to

sit

herself; but she simply said that I

was

acting under her commands, and that should be

me.
For the next ten days we were kept very busy

sufficient for

and also
and myself to be worn

selecting materials for winter clothing
official

robes for

my sister

during the forthcoming birthday celebrations.
These dresses were full winter Court dresses, of
red satin embroidered with goldai dragons and
blue clouds, and were trimmed with gold braid
and lined with grey squirrel. The cuflFs
and collars (which were turned down) were of
sable.

While Her Majesty was giving one of

the eunuchs instructions as to

how

these were to

be made, the Young Empress beckoned to me,
and I went out. She said: "You go and kowto Her Majesty as it is a great favor for
her to give you a dress trimmed with sable. This

tow
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worn by a Princess." So when I
returned to the room I availed myself of the first
opportunity to kowtow and thank Her Majesty
for the great favor she had granted me.
She
answered: "You deserve it, and I see no reason
why you should not be treated as a Princess anyway; many of the Princesses are not of the Im-

is

usually only

perial family.

Any

title

may

be bestowed for

and you
have been of more help to me than any other
Court lady I have ever had, and I can see that
you are faithful in the discharge of your duties.
special services rendered to the country

You may think I do not notice these things, but
I do. You are certainly entitled to be ranked
as a Princess,

and

in fact I never treat

you

dif-

from the Princesses, but rather better in
ways." Turning to a eunuch she said:
"Bring my fur cap here." This cap was made
of sable, trimmed with pearls and jade and Her
Majesty explained that our caps would be something after the same style except that the crown,
instead of being yellow as in the case of Her
Majesty's cap, would be red. I was naturally
delighted.
In addition to the cap and fuU Court
dress Her Majesty had two ordinary dresses
made for everyday wear, one lined with sheepskin and the other lined with grey squirrel.
ferent

many

Then

she gave us four other dresses of finer

terial, lined

ma-

with black and white fox skin, and
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trimmed with gold braid and embroidered
ribbons.
In addition there were two other
all

dresses,

one of a pale pink

embroidered

color,

with one hundred butterflies and the other of a
reddish color embroidered with green
leaves.
fur,

ent,

bamboo

Several short jackets, also lined with

were also included in Her Majesty's presand several sleeveless jackets went to com-

plete the lot.

On

coming out of the room, one of the Court
remarked that I was very lucky to ffeceive
so many clothes from Her Majesty and said that
she had never received so many during the whole
time she had been at the Palace ^nearly ten
years.
I could see she was jealous. The young
Empress, overhearing this conversation, joined
us and told her that when I arrived at the Palace
I had nothing but foreign clothes and how was I
to manage if Her Majesty did not get me the
proper dresses. This incident was the beginladies

—

ning of another unpleasant time for me with the
ladies of the Court.
At first I took no notice
until one day one of the girls attached to the Palace joined in the unkind remarks.
She said that
before my arrival she had been Her Majesty's
particular favorite, but I gave her to understand

me

any way
whatsoever. The Young Empress, who was
present, spoke to them about their treatment of

that she

had no right

to discuss

in

THE MID-AUTUMN FESTIVAL

287

me and said that some fine day I would be telling
Her Majesty about it. This seemed to have a
good effect for they never troubled me much
afterwards with their talk.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE SUMMER PALACE
Just about the end of the ninth moon Her
Majesty began to tire of doing nothing day after
day, and said: "What is the use of waiting until
the

first

formance?
row."

month to have the theatrical perLet us have a performance to-mor-

of the

So she gave

instructions for the eunuchs

which should be staged
without the assistance of any outside actors. I
might here mention that certain of the eunuchs
to prepare for the play,

were specially trained as actors and used to study
their parts every day.
Indeed, they were far
cleverer than the professionals from outside.
Her Majesty gave the head eunuch the list
of the plays she wished to be performed, which
were for the most part dramatised fairy tal^s, and
we had a performance the next day.
After Her Majesty had gone to rest in the
afternoon, during the theatrical performance I

met the Emperor returning to his own Palace.
I was surprised to see only one eimuch in attendance.
This was the Emperor's own private
eunuch and he trusted him implicitly. He asked
g88
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me

where I was going and I told him I was gomy room to rest a while. He remarked
that he had not seen me for quite a long time,
which made me laugh as I saw him every morning at the audience. He said: "I don't get
ing to

much chance

you

as formerly
I am afraid
I am not making much progress with my Enghsh as I have nobody to help me now that your
time is occupied with this lady artist. You appear to enjoy her company very much. All the
same I suppose it is very monotonous. Has she
found out yet that you are there simply to keep
an eye upon her?" I told him that I was very
careful not to betray myself in any way and that
I did not think she suspected she was Ijeing
watched.
The Emperor then said: "I understand there
is a rvmior to the effect that when this lady has
finished Her Majesty's portrait she is going to
paint mine. I should very much like to know
who says so." I told him this was the first I
had heard about it so could not say. I asked
him whether he would like to have his portrait
painted but he only answered: "That is rather a

as

of chatting with

since this portrait painting hegan.

difficult

best

question for

me

You know

to answer.

whether I ought to have

it

painted or

not.

"I see

Her Majesty

having so

many

photo-
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graphs taken and even the eunuchs are in the
picture."
I understood at once what he meant,
so I asked him if he wished me to take him
with my little kodak. He looked surprised and
asked: "Can you take pictures, too? If it is not
too risky for us, we might try it some day when
we have an opportunity. Don't forget, but I
think we must be very careful."
He then changed the conversation by saying:
"Well, now that we have time to talk I want to
ask you a question and I expect you to answer

me

truly.

What

is

the general opinion amongst

the foreigners regarding myself?
sider

Do

they con-

me a man of character and do they think me
I am very anxious to know." Before

clever?

I could say anything in answer to this question he

know very well that they regard
nothing more than a boy, and as being of
no consequence at all. Tell me, is not this so?"
I replied that many foreigners had asked me
about him as to what kind of man he was, but
continued: "I

me

as

—

had never expressed any opinion of
their own regarding him excepting that they understood he was in the best of health. "If any
that they

wrong impression does exist regarding myself
and my position at the Court," continued the
Emperor,

"it is

owing to the very conservative

customs of the Chinese Court. I am not expected to either say or do anything on my own

THE
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consequently outsiders never hear

much

about me and I am regarded as being nothing
more than a figure-head. I know this is so.
Whenever they ask you about me in the future
just explain to them exactly what my position
I have plenty of ideas regarding the
is.
development of this coimtry but you know I am

here

my own
Dowager
Empress

not able to carry them out as I
master.

I don't think the

herself has sufficient

power to

am

not

alter the state of

things existing in China at present, and even

if

is not willing to.
I am afraid it will
be a long time before anything can be done towards reform."

she has, she

The Emperor went on
would be

if

to say

how

nice

it

he were allowed to travel about from

European monarchs, but of course such a thing was out of the
question for him, I told him that several Princesses had expressed a wish to visit the St. Louis
Exposition and said I thought it would be a good
thing if that could be arranged as they would
place to place the same as the

see for themselves the difference between their

own country and customs and foreign countries
and customs. The Emperor expressed doubts
as to this permission being granted as such a

thing had never been heard of before.

We talked for quite a long time, mostly about
foreign customs, and the

Emperor remarked

that

^9a
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much like to visit Europe and
how things were carried on there.

he would very
for himself

Just then one of
that

my

see

eunuchs came and said
so I had to hiu:ry

Her Majesty was awake,

off to her

room.

We now arrive at the tenth moon.
The

first

enquired of

day

snowed, and the head eunuch
Majesty whether it was her in-

it

Her

tention to celebrate her birthday at the

Summer

As previously explained the
Palace was Her Majesty's favorite
place of abode; so she replied in the affirmative
and arrangements were accordingly made for the
Palace as usual.

Summer

The head
eunuch then brought Her Majesty a list giving
the names and ranks of all the Princesses and the
names of the wives and daughters of the Manchu
officials, and she selected those whom she wished
celebration to be held there as usual.

to be present at the celebrations.
sion she selected forty-five ladies,

On

this occa-

who were duly

informed that she desired their presence at the
Palace. I was standing behind Her Majesty's
chair all this time, and she turned and said "Usually I do not ask many people to my birthday
celebrations, but on this occasion I have made an
exception as I want you to see the way they dress
and how ignorant they are of Court etiquette."
The celebrations conmienced on the sixth day
of the tenth moon. Miss Carl, having returned
:

THE SUMMER PALACE
to the
being,

American Legation

my

mother,

my

in

Peking for the time
and myself went
Early on the morn-

sister

back to the Palace again.
ing of the sixth, the eunuchs decorated the
verandas with different colored silks and hung

and amongst the trees.
At about seven o'clock in the morning the visitors
began to arrive and I quite agreed with what
Her Majesty had told me about them. The
eunuchs introduced them to all the Court ladies,
but they seemed to have very little to say, appearing very shy. They were then conducted to
the waitingroom, but there were so many of
them that we Court ladies had to stand outside
on the veranda. Some of them were very exlanterns all over the place

pensively dressed, but their colors were, for the
part, very old fashioned, and their manners
watched them for quite a
very awkward.
while and then went off to report to Her Maj-

most

We

esty.

On

such occasions as this
in pretty good

generally

menced asking us a

Her Majesty was
spirits.

She com-

Amongst
we had noticed

lot of questions.

other things she asked whether

an elderly lady among the visitors, dressed as
a bride. She explained that this lady was the
only Manchii lady present who was married to
a Chinese official, and had been invited because
of her previous connection with the Court.

Her
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had never seen her herself, but
understood that she was a very clever woman.
We had not noticed such a person, and suggested
that perhaps she had not yet arrived.
Her Majesty dressed very quickly, and as
soon as she was ready she came into the hall,
where the head eunuch brought in the visitors and
presented them to Her Majesty. We Court
ladies were all standing in a row behind the
Throne. As they came in, some kowtowed; others courtesied, while others did not do anything
at all, in fact nobody appeared to know what
to do with herself. Her Majesty spoke a few
words of welcome and thanked them for the
presents they had sent her.
I would like to say here that, contrary to the
general idea which exists. Her Majesty always
expressed her thanks for any present or service
rendered, no matter how insignificant.
Her Majesty could see plainly that everybody
was embarrassed and ordered the head eunuch
to show them to their respective rooms, and told
them to make themselves at home and to go and
take a rest. They hesitated a moment, not
knowing whether to go or not, until Her
Majesty said to us: "Take them and present
them to the Young Empress."
said she

When we

arrived at the Palace of the

Empress they were duly

presentesd

Young

and were not
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The Young Empress
informed them that in case they desired to know
anything or to be put right on any point of

nearly so shy as before.

Court

etiquette,

Court ladies

the

pleased to give them

all

would be

necessary information

and she decided that the best way would be for
each Court lady to have charge of so many of
the visitors, as it would not be nice to have any
mistakes occur during the ceremony, on the
tenth.
So we each were allotted so many guests
and had to look after them and instruct them how
to act on the different occasions.
During Her Majesty's afternoon rest I paid
a visit to the guests I was to take charge of.
Among them was the bride referred to by Her
Majesty. So I went and made myself agreeable to her and found her very interesting.
She had evidently received a good education, unlike the majority of Manchu ladies, as I found
she could read and write Chinese exceptionally well.
I then explained to all of them what
they would have to do, and how to address
Her Majesty, should it be necessary to do so.
I don't

know whether I have mentioned

it

pre-

whenever anybody spoke to Her
Majesty, they always addressed her as "Great
Ancestor," and when referring to themselves,
instead of the pronoun "I," they would say

viously, but

"Your

slave."

In

all

Manchu

families a sim-
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pronouns "You" and
"I" being dispensed with and the titles "Mother"
and "Father" and the son's or daughter's first
name being substituted.
Her Majesty was very particular about this
rule being strictly observed.
For the next four days, until the day of the
ceremony, these visitors passed their time in
learning the Court etiquette and going to the
ilar rule is observed, the

theatre.

Every morning, as usual, we waited on Her
Majesty and reported anything of interest which
had occurred during the previous day. Then
we all preceded Her Majesty to the theatre,
where we awaited her arrival standing in the
courtyard. On Her Majesty appearing, we
would all kneel down until she had passed into
the building opposite the stage, kneeling in rows

—

first

the Emperor, behind him the

Young

next the Secondary wife, then the
Princesses and Court ladies, and last of all the
visitors.
The first two days everything went off
all right, but on the third morning the Emperor,
Princess,

from

whom we

received the signal, suddenly

"Her Majesty is coming."
went on our knees, the Emperor

turned and said:

Down we aU

alone remaining standing and. laughing at us.
Of course there was no sign of Her Majesty and

everybody joined in the laugh.

He

was never
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a joke like

this.

On the evening of the ninth,

none of the Court
ladies went to bed, as we all had to be up betimes
on the morning of the tenth. The visitors were
told to proceed by chair to Her Majesty's special Audience Hall on the top of the hill, where
they were to await our arrival. They arrived at
the Audience Hall at three o'clock in the morning, and we followed soon afterwards, arriving
there about daybreak. By and bye Her Majesty
arrived and the ceremony commenced. This
ceremony in no way differed from the one previously described in connection with the

Em-

no need to give parVery early on the
ticulars, except one thing.
morning of the tenth, we had to bring another
present to her and each of us brought a himdred birds of various kinds. Each year, on her
birthday. Her Majesty did a very pecuhar
thing.
She would buy 10,000 birds with her
own money, from her private purse and set them
free.
It was a very pretty sight to see those
huge cages hung in the courtyard of the Audience Hall. Her Majesty would select the
most lucky hour and order the eunuchs to carry
the cages and to follow her. The hour selected
was four o'clock in the afternoon. Her Majesty took the whole Court with her to the top
peror's birthday, so there

is
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where there was a Tempk. First
wood and offered up prayers to

she burnt sandal

the Gods, then the eunuchs, each with a cage of
birds, knelt in front of

Her Majesty and

she

opened each cage one after another and watched
and prayed to the Gods that
Her
these birds should not be caught again.
Majesty did this yety seriously and we asked
each other in whispers which bird we thought
was the prettiest and would like to keep it for
ourselves.
Among this lot there were a few parrots.
Some were pink; others were red and
green; aU were chained on stands, and when the
eunuchs broke the chains, the parrots would not
move. Her Majesty said: "How funny; each
year a few parrots will not go away at all and
I have kept them until they died. Look at them
now. They won't go away." By this time the
head eunuch arrived. Her Majesty told him
what had happened and he immediately knelt
down and said: "Your Majesty's great luck.
These parrots understand Your Majesty's kindness and would rather stay here and serve Your
Majesty." This ceremony is called "Fang
Sheng." It is considered a very meritorious action and will not fail of reward in Heaven.
One of the Court ladies asked me what I
thought of the parrots that would not fly away,
and I told her that it was really very strange.
the birds fly away,
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and not strange at
These eunuchs, ordered by the head one,
have bought these parrots long ago and trained
said: "It is very simple

all.

them.

During Her Majesty's afternoon

rest,

these parrots were brought to the top of the

very same

every day to accustom them to the
place.
,The object of this is just to please and
otherwise fool Her Majesty, to make her feel
hill

happy and

believe that she

is

so merciful that

even such dumb things would rather stay with
her."
Continuing, she said: "The huge joke is
this:

while

Her Majesty is

letting the birds free,

few eunuchs waiting at the rear of the
them and sell them again, and so,
no matter how Her Majesty prays for their freedom, they will be caught at once."
The celebrations were continued until the thirteenth day. Nobody did any work and all was
gaiety and enjoyment, the theatre being open
every day. Towards the close of the thirteenth
day the visitors were informed that the celebrations were at an end and they made arrangements to leave early the next morning. They
all bade Her Majesty good-bye that evening and
there are a

hill

to capture

departed early the following day.
For the next few days we were aU busy preparing for removing to the Sea Palace. Her
Majesty consulted her book and jSnally selected
the 22d as being the most favorable day for this
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at six o'clock

on the morning of

the 22d the whole Court left the
It

Summer

Palace.

was snowing very heavily andihe journey was
accomplished

only

with great

difficulty.

Of

we were all in chairs, as usual, and the
eunuchs who were not employed as chair-bearers
rode horseback. Many of the horses feU on the
slippery stones and one of Her Majesty's chairbearers also slipped and brought Her Majesty
to the ground. AU of a sudden I thought somecourse

thing dreadful had happened, horses galloping
and eunuchs howling: "Stop! Stop!!" I heard

someone saying: "See if she is still alive." The
whole procession stopped and blocked the way.
This happened on the stone road just before
Finally we saw
Majesty's chair was resting on the

entering the Western Gate.
that

Her

we all alighted and went forward to
what had happened.
great many people
were talking excitedly all at the same time, and
for a moment I was rather frightened (for just
about that time we heard a rumor that some of
the revolutionists were going to take the life of
ground, so

A

see

the whole Court, and, although

we

did not dare

tell

we heard

Her Majesty),

so I

that,

imme-

went to her chair and found her sitting
there composedly giving orders to the chief
eunuch not to punish this chair-bearer, for he was
not to blame, the stones being wet and very slipdiately

Emperor's

Coffin carried

by " 600 " Pole-bearers

Umbrella Carriers

in the

Funeral
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Li Lien Ying said that would never do,
must have been careless, and
how dare he carry the Old Buddha in this careless
pery.

for this chair-bearer

way.
the

After saying
beaters

(these

this,

he turned his head to

beaters,

carrying

bapiboo

went everywhere with the Court, for such
occasions as this) and said: "Give him eighty
blows on his back." This poor victim, who was
kneeling on the muddy ground, heard the order.
The beaters took him about a hundred yards
away from us, pushed him down and started to
do their duty. It did not take very long to give
sticks,

the eighty blows and,

much

to

my

surprise, this

man

got up, after receiving the punishment, as
if nothing had happened to him.
He looked just
as calm as could be. While we were waiting a

eunuch handed me a cup of tea, which I presented to Her Majesty, and asked her if she was
hurt.
She smiled and said it was nothing, ordering us to proceed on our journey. I must
explain about this tea; the eunuchs had it prepared all the time and always carried a little
stove along with hot water. Although this went
every time when the Court moved, it was seldom
used.

As

usual, all the Court ladies take a short cut

to the Palace, so as to be ready to receive

Her

Majesty, when she arrived. After waiting in
the courtyard for quite a long time, during which
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we were nearly frozen, Her Majesty arrived, and
we all knelt until she had passed, and then followed her into the Palace. Her Majesty also
complained of the cold and ordered that fires
should be brought into the halL These fires
were built in brass portable stoves lined with clay,
and were lighted outside and brought into the
hall after the smoke had passed off somewhat.
There were four stoves in aU. All the windows
and doors were closed, there being no ventilation
of any description, and very soon I began to
However, I went on with my work
feel sick.
•

Her Majesty's things in order until I
fainted, for the next thing I rememhave
must
bered was waking up in a strange bed and inquiring where I was, but on hearing Her Majesty
giving orders in the next room, I knew it was
One of the Court ladies brought me
all right.
a cup of turnip juice which Her Majesty said
I was to drink. I drank it and felt much better.
I was informed that Her Majesty had gone to
rest, and so I went off to sleep again myself.
When I awoke. Her Majesty was standing by
my bedside. I tried to get up, but found that I
was too weak, so Her Majesty told me to lie still
and keep quiet and I would soon be all right
agaiii.
She said that I had better have a room
close to her bedroom, and gave instructions for
the ennuchs to remove me there as soon as it was
getting
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Every few minutes Her Majesty
would send to inquire how I was progressing and
whether I wanted anything to eat. It was the
custom to stand up whenever receiving a message
from Her Majesty, but it was out of the ques-

prepared.

tion for

me

to do so, although I tried, with the

result that I

made myself worse than

ever.

Towards evening the head eunuch came

to see

me and

brought several plates of sweetmeats.
He was very nice, and told me that I was very
fortunate, as Her Majesty very rarely bothered
herself about any of the Court ladies and that
evidently she had taken a fancy to me. He sat
talking for some

little

time,

able to eat anything at

so I told

him

to leave

and

told

me

to eat

Of

course I was not

all, let

alone sweetmeats,

some of the sweetmeats.

them and I would

eat

them later. Before leaving he said that in case
I wanted anything I was to let him know. This
visit was a great surprise to me, as usually he
took very little notice of any of us, but I was
told afterwards that the reason he was so nice
was because Her Majesty showed such an interest in

me.

The next morning I was

able to get

up and

Her Majesty
resume my duties. I went
and kowtowed to her, thanking her for her kindness during my indisposition. Her Majesty said
that the head eimuch had told her the previous
in to see
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evening that I was much better and that she was
glad I was up and about again. She said it was
nothing serious, simply that I was unaccustomed

fumes from the

to the

my

which had gone to

fires,

head.

As the snow had stopped falling, Her Majesty
decided that the next day we would go and
choose a place for Miss Carl to continue the

I suggested that perhaps

painting.
better if
self, so

we waited

all,

Miss Carl arrived her-

Her Majesty

because

doubtless

Of

place.

would be

that she could choose a suitable place for

her work, but

do at

until

it

she

if it

said that

were

left to

would not
Miss Carl,

would choose some impossible

course there were

many

parts of the

Palace which were kept quite private and Miss
Carl would not be allowed to go there. So
the next day Her Majesty and myself set out
to find a place.

rooms,
fixed

all

After visiting

on a room on the lake

Her Majesty
you can go

many different
we finally

of which were too dark,

to

I found that

said:

"This

and fro
it

is

either

side of the Palace.

very convenient, as

by

chair or

by water.

took about three-quarters of

an hour by chair to get to the Palace Gate, and
rather less than that by boat. I was expecting
to return to stay at the Palace with

but
as

it

it

Her Majesty,

was finally decided that this would not do,
would not be policy to allow Miss Carl,
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staying at the American Legation, to

go in and out of the Palace Gate alone, so Her
Majesty said it would be better for me to stay
at my father's place in the city and bring Miss
Carl to the Palace each morning, returning with
This was anything but
pleasant, but I had no other alternative than to
obey Her Majesty's instructions.

her in the evening.

When Miss Carl arrived at the Palace the
next day and saw the room which had been
selected for her to work iii^' she was not at all
In the first place she said it was too
dark, so Her Majesty ordered the paper windows to be replaced by glass. This made the
room too bright, and Miss Carl asked for some
curtains so as to focus the light on the picture.
When I informed Her Majesty of this request,
pleased.

she said: "Well, this

is

the

first

time I have ever

changed anything in the Palace except to suit
First I alter the windows, and she is
not satisfied, but must have curtains. I think
we had better take the roof oflp, then perhaps
she may be suited." However, we fixed up the
curtains to Miss Carl's satisfaction.
When Her Majesty examined the portrait to
see how it was progressing, she said to me:
"After all the trouble we have had over this picture, I am afraid it is not going to be anything
myself.

very wonderful.

I notice that the pearls in

my
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cape are painted in different colors; some look
white,

some pink, while others are green.

You

I tried to explain to Her
Majesty that Miss Carl had simply painted the
pearls as she saw them, according to the different
shades of light, but Her Majesty could not
tell

her about

it."

understand that at all and asked if I could see
anything green about them, or pink either. I
again explained that this was simply the tints
caused by the light falling on the pearls, but she
rephed that she could not see any shade except
white.
However, after a while she did not seem
to trouble any further about the matter.
Situated in a room near Her Majesty's bedroom in the Sea Palace was a Pagoda, about ten
feet in height, made of carved sandalwood. This
contained various images of Buddha, which Her
Majesty used to worship every morning. The
ceremony consisted of Her Majesty burning
incense before the Pagoda, while a Court lady
was told off each day to kowtow before the

Her Majesty told me that this Pagoda
had been in the Palace for more than a hundred
years.
Among the different images was one
representing the Goddess of Mercy. This image was only about five inches in height and was
made of pure gold. The inside was hoUow and
images.

contained
the

all

the principal anatomical parts of

human body, made

out of jade and pearls.
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This Goddess of Mercy was supposed to possess
wonderful powers and Her Majesty often worshiped before it when in any trouble, and maintained that on many occasions her prayers had
been answered. She said: "Of course, when I
pray to the image, I pray earnestly, not the same
as you girls, who simply kotvtow because it is
your duty and then get away as quickly as possible."
Her Majesty went on to say that she
was quite aware that many of the people in
China were discarding the religion of their

and that she
was so.

ancestors in favor of Christianity,

was very much grieved that this
Her Majesty was a firm believer in the old
Chinese superstitions connected with the Sea
Palace, and during one of our conversations she

me

I was not to be surprised at anything I
She said it was quite a common occurrence
for a person walking beside you to suddenly disappear altogether, and explained that they were
told

saw.

simply foxes who took himian shape to suit their
purpose. They had probably lived in the Sea
Palace for thousands of years and possessed this
power of changing their form at wiU. She said

no doubt the eunuchs would teU me they
were spirits or ghosts, but that was not true: they
were sacred foxes and would harm nobody. As
if to conjfirm this superstition, one evening, a few
days later, my fire having gone out, I sent my
that
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eunuch to see if any of the other Court ladies
were awake, and if so, to try to get me some hot
water.
He went out taking his lantern along
with him, but he returned almost immediately
with a face as white as chalk. On inquiring
what was the matter, he replied: "I have seen a
ghost: a

woman, who came up

to

me, blew the

and disappeared." I told him that perwas one of the servant girls, but he said

light out

haps

it

"No"; he knew all the women attached to the
Palace and he had never seen this one before.
He stuck to it that it was a ghost. I told him
that Her Majesty had said there were no ghosts,
but that it might be a fox which had taken himian
shape. He replied: "It was not a fox. Her
Majesty calls them foxes, because she is afraid
to call them ghosts." He went on to tell me that
many years previously the head eimuch, Li Lien
Ying, while walking in the courtyard back of
Her Majesty's Palace, saw a young servant girl
sitting on the edge of the well*
He went over
to ask her what she was doing there, but on getting closer he found that there were several other
girls there also, and on seeing him approach, they
all

deliberately

jumped down

the

well.

He

immediately raised the alarm, and on one of the
attendants coming forward with a lantern, he
explained what had occurred. The attendant

showed him that

it

was impossible for anybody
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My

309

was covered with a

it

eunuch said that a long time

before this several girls did actually commit sui-

by jumping down this well, and that what
Li Lien Ying had seen were the ghosts of these
girls, and nothing more.
It is believed by the
Chinese that when a person commits suicide

cide

their spirit remains in the neighborhood vmtil

such time as they can entice somebody else to
commit suicide, when they are free to go to
another world, and not before. I told him that
I did not believe such things and that I would
very much hke to see for myself. He replied:

"You

will only

want

to see

it

once; that will be

sufficient."

Things went along in the usual way until the
day of the eleventh moon, when Her
Majesty issued orders to the Coiui; that as the
first

eleventh

moon

contained so

many

anniversaries

of the deaths of previous rulers of China, the

usual theatrical performance would be eliminated

and the Court dress would
fied to suit the occasion.

Emperor

wajs to

of Heaven.

in addition be modi-

On

the ninth day the

go and worship

at the

Temple

So, as was customary on all these

occasions, he confined himself to his

own

private

apartments for three days before the ninth, during which time he held no communication whatsoever with anybody excepting his private eunuchs.
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Young Empress,

his wife,

was

allowed to see him during these three days.
This ceremony did not differ very materially

from the other sacrifices, except that pigs were
and placed on the numerous altars of the
Temple, where they remained for a time, after
which they were distributed among the different
killed

officials.

The

eating of the flesh of these pigs,

which had been blessed, was believed to bring

good luck and prosperity, and the officials who
were presented with them considered themselves
greatly favored by Her Majesty. Another difference was that the Emperor could not appoint
a substitute to officiate for him but must attend
in person, no matter what the circumstances
might be. The reason for this was, that accord;

ing to the ancient law, the

Emperor

signs the

death warrant of every person sentenced to
death, record. of which is kept in the Board of

Punishments. At the end of the year the name
of each person executed is written on a piece of
yellow paper and sent to the Emperor. When
the time for worshiping at the Temple arrives,
he takes this yellow paper and burns it in order
that the ashes
cestors

know

may go up

to

Heaven and

his an-

that he has been fearless and faith-

and has done his duty according to the law.
this ceremony of worshiping at the Temple of Heaven was to take place in the For-

ful,

As
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the Court be transferred there, her reason for

being that she did not wish to be away
from the Emperor's side even for an hour. So

this

we

all

moved

to the Palace in the Forbidden

After the ceremony was over, the Court
Sea Palace, but as the thirteenth day was the anniversary of the death of
City.

was

to return to the

the

Emperor Kang Hsi,

his

memory

was decided that we
should remain in the Forbidden City, where the
ceremony was to be held. The Emperor- Kang
Hsi ruled over the Chinese Empire for sixty-one
years, the longest reign of any Chinese Ruler
up to the present time, and Her Majesty told
us that he was the most wonderful Emperor
China had ever had and that we must respect
accordingly.

it

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE AUDIENCE HALL

On
after

the foiirteenth day of the eleventh moon,
the

morning

audience.

Her

Majesty-

informed us that there was a likelihood of war
breaking out between Russia and Japan and
that she was very much troubled, as although it
actually had nothing whatever to do with China,
she was afraid they would fight on Chinese territory and that in the long run China would suffer
in some way or other.
Of course we did not
bother om'selves about it much at the moment,
but the next morning the head eunuch reported
to Her Majesty that fifty eunuchs were missing.
As there was no apparent reason for this, everybody was much excited. There was no rule
against any of the eunuchs going into the city
after their duties were ended, providing they
returned before the Palace Gate was closed, but
when on the following morning it was reported
that another hundred eunuchs had also disappeared, Her Majesty at once said: "I know now
what the trouble is; they must have heard what
I said about this war coming on and are afraid
3ia
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may

SIS

be a repetition of the Boxer trouble,

and so they have cleared out." It was the custom whenever a eunuch was missing to send
out search parties and have him brought back
and punished, but in the present instance Her
Majesty gave instructions that nothing was to
be done about recapturing them. One morn-

Her

ing, however, one of

Majesty's personal
made her furious.
She said that she had been very kind to this
particular eunuch in many ways, and this was
all the thanks she got he ran away at the first

attendants was missing, which

;

I myself had noticed how good
she had been to this eunuch, but I was not reaUy
sorry that he had left, as he used to take ad-

sign of trouble.

vantage of every opportunity of getting some of
the Court ladies into trouble.
These disappearances continued from day to

Her Majesty

would
be safer for us to remain in the Forbidden City
until the following spriog at any rate.
On inquiring from my eunuch the cause of
these disappearances, he said that it was just as
Her Majesty suspected; they were afraid of getting mixed up in another such affair as the Boxer
trouble, and added that he was not a bit surprised at Her Majesty's favorite eunuch going

day

until

decided that

it

along with the rest. He further told me that
even Li Lien Ying himself was not to be abso-
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time of Her
Majesty's leaving Peking for Shi An during the
Boxer movement, he had feigned sickness, and
followed a little later, so that in the event of
lutely

relied

upon,

as

at

the

anything happening, he would be able to return
and make his escape. While talking about Li
Lien Ying, my eunuch told me in confidence that
he was responsible for the death of many innocent people, mostly eunuchs. He had unhmited
power at the Court, and it was very easy for him
to get anybody put away who offended hitn or
to whom, for some reason or another, he took a
dishke, Furthermore, the evmuch informed me
that, although not generally known, Li Lien
Ying was addicted to opium-smoking, which
habit he indulged in very freely. Even Her

Majesty was unaware of this, as opium-smoking
was strictly forbidden in the Palace.
Each morning there was fresh news regarding
the trouble between Russia and Japan, and of
course everybody gradually became very much
excited at the Palace. One day Her Majesty
simimoned the whole of the Covu-t to a special
audience and there informed us that there was
no need for us to get excited at all; that if any
trouble did occur, it was none of our business
and we should not be interfered with, as the
spirits of our ancestors were watching over us,
and she did not want to hear any more talk
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However, she sum-

of the Court ladies to her apartment

and there commanded us to pray to the

spirits

of our ancestors to protect us, which plainly

showed that she was just as much worried as
ourselves.
In spite of what she had

we were

said with reference to

self,

Her Majesty

gossipping about this

often spoke about

it

her-

and during one of our conversations she

said

trouble,

she wished she could get information each day

what was actually occurring, so I suggested
it would be very easy to get all the latest news by taking the foreign papers and also
Renter's specials. Her Majesty jumped at the
suggestion and told me to have these sent each
day to my father's house in his name, and have
them brought to the Palace, where I could translate them for her.
I told her that my father
received aU these papers as they were published,
so I arranged that they should be brought along
as directed by Her Maj esty. Each morning during the audience I translated into Chinese all the
war news, but the telegrams began to arrive so
rapidly that it soon became quite impossible for
me to write them all out in Chinese, so I told
Her Majesty that I would read and translate
them into Chinese as they arrived. This was
much quicker and interested Her Majesty so
much that she insisted on my not only translating
as to
that
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war news, but everything else of interest in
Especially was she interested in aU

the papers.

news appertaining to the movements, etc., of the
crowned heads of Europe, and was very plainly
astonished when she learned that their every
movement was known. She said "Here, at any
rate, it is more private, for nobody outside the
Palace ever knows what is going on inside, not
:

even my own people. It would be a good thing
if they did know a little more, then perhaps all
these rumors about the Palace would stop."
Of course, during our stay in the Forbidden
City, Miss Carl attended each morning to work
on the portrait.
had given her a nice room,
which seemed to suit her very well, and Her
Majesty had instructed me to let her have every
convenience possible to assist her, as she was

We

getting tired of the business and would like to
see

it

finished quickly.

Her Majesty

hardly

ever went near the place herself, but when she
did go, she would be most affable and, really, one

would think that it was the greatest pleasure
of her life to go and inspect the portrait.
Things went very slowly during this eleventh
moon on account of the Court being in mourning, so one day Her Majesty suggested that
she should show us round the Forbidden City.
First we proceeded to the Audience Hall. This
differs somewhat from the Audience Hall of the
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one must mount
some twenty odd steps of white marble, with
rails

on

Palace.

enter,

made

either side of the steps

of the same

At the top of the steps a large
veranda, supported by huge pillars of wood,
painted red, surrounded the building. The win-

material.

dows along

this verandah were of marvellously
carved trellis-work, designed to represent the

character "Shou" arranged in different positions.

Then we entered

the hall

itself.

The

floor is of

and Her Majesty told us that all these
bricks were of solid gold and had been there for
centuries.
They were of a pecuhar black color,
doubtless painted over, and were so slippery that
The
it was most difficult to keep on one's feet.
furnishing was similar to that in the Audience
HaUs in the Summer Palace and in the Sea Palace, with the exception that the throne was made
of dark brown wood inlaid with jade of different
brick,

colors.

The HaU. was
rare

occasions,

only used for audience on very

such

Empress Dowager and

as

birthday

the

New Year's Day,

of

the

and no

foreigner has ever entered this building. All the
usual audiences were held in a smaller building

Forbidden City.
After spending some

in the

ence Hall,
ters.

we next

These were

little

time in the Audi-

visited the

much

Emperor's quarthan those

smaller
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Her

Majesty, but were very elaborately furnished. There were thirty-two rooms,
many of which were never used, but all were furnished in the same expensive style. In the rear
of this building was the Palace of the Young
Empress, which was smaller still, having about
twenty-four rooms in all, and iq the same building three rooms were set apart for the use of the
Secondary wife of the Emperor. Although
close together, the Palaces of the Emperor and
his wife were not connected by any entrance, but
both buildings were surrounded by verandas
connecting with Her Majesty's apartments,
which were quite a distance away. There were
several other buildings, which were used as waitingrooms for visitors. In addition to the above,
there were several buildings which were not used
at aU; these were sealed and nobody seemed to
know what they contained, or whether they contained anything at all. Even Her Majesty said
she had never been inside these buildings, as they
had been sealed for many years. Even the
entrance to the enclosure containing these buildings was always closed, and this was the only
occasion that any of us ever even passed through.

They were

quite different in appearance

manded not

to talk about the place at

from
any other buildings in the Palace, being very dirty
and evidently of great age. We were comall.
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of the Court ladies were con-

Her

Majesty, but the rooms
were so small one could hardly turn round in
them; also they were very cold in winter. The
servants' quarters were at the end of our apartments, but there was no entrance and they could
only be reached by passing along our veranda,
while the only entrance we ourselves had to our
nected with those of

rooms was by passing along Her Majesty's veranda. This was Her Majesty's own idea, in order that she could keep an eye on all of us and
could see when we either went out or came in.
Her Majesty now conducted us to her own
Palace, and pausing a little said: "I wiU now
show you something which will be quite new to
you." We entered a room adjoining her bedroom, which was connected by a narrow passage
some fifteen feet in length. On either side the
walls were painted and decorated very beautifully.
Her Majesty spoke to one of the eunuch
attendants, who stooped down and removed from
the grotmd at each end of this passage two
wooden plugs which were fitted into holes in the
basement. I then began to realize that what I
had hitherto regarded as solid walls were in realThese panels when
ity sliding panels of wood.
opened revealed a kind of grotto. There were
no windows, but in the roof was a skylight. At
one end of this room or grotto was a large rock,

_
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on the top of which was a seat with a yellow
cushion, and beside the cushion an incense
burner. Everything had the appearance of
being very old. The room contained no furniture of any description. One end of this room
led

into

another passage

similar

to

the

one

already described, having sliding panels, which
led into another grotto,

and

so on; in fact the

whole of the palace walls were intersected by
these secret passages, each concealing an inner

Her Majesty told us that during
Ming dynasty these rooms had been used

room.

various purposes, principally

when he wished

to be alone.

the
for

by the Emperor

One

of these secret

rooms was used by Her Majesty as a treasure
room where she kept her valuables. During the
time of the Boxer trouble, she hid all her valuables here before she fled.

and opened

this secret

When

room

she returned

she found every-

thing intact, not one of the vandals

who

ran-

sacked the Palace even suspecting there was such

a place.
returned to our veranda, and on looking
around for the rooms we had just vacated, could

We

see nothing excepting black stone walls, so well

were they hidden. One of the principal reasons
for Her Majesty's dislike to the Forbidden City
was the mysteries which it contained, many of
which she did not know of herself. She said:
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"I don't even talk about these places at all, as
people might think that they were used for all
kinds of purposes."

While at the Palace in the Forbidden City I
met the three Secondary wives of the previous
Emperor Tung Chi, son of the Empress Dowager, who, since the death of the Emperor, had
resided in the Forbidden City and spent their
etc., for Her Majesty.
I got to know them I found that they
were highly educated, one of them, Yu Fai, being

time in doing needlework,

When

She could write poetry
and play many musical instruments, and was
exceptionally clever.

considered to be the best educated lady in the

Her knowledge of western
and their customs surprised me very
much; she seemed to know a little bit of everything.
I asked how it was that I had never
seen them before, and was informed that they
never visited Her Majesty unless commanded by
her to do so, but that when Her Majesty stayed
in the Forbidden City, of course they had to caU
and pay their respects each day. One day I
received an invitation to visit them in their PalThis was separated from all the other
ace.
buildings in the city. It was rather a small
building, and very simply furnished, with just a
few eunuchs and servant girls to wait upon them.
Empire

of China.

countries

They

said they preferred this simple

life,

as they

822
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never received any visitors and had nobody to
please but themselves.

Yu

Fai's

room was

lit-

packed with literature of all descriptions.
She showed me several poems which she had
written, but they were of a melancholy character,
plainly showing the trend of her thoughts.
She
was in favor of establishing schools for the education of young girls, as only very few could
even read or write their own language, and she
suggested that I should speak to Her Majesty

erally

about

it

at the first opportunity.

In

spite of her

desire to see western reforms introduced into

China, however, she was not in favor of employ-

ing missionary teachers, as these people always

taught their religion at the expense of other subjects, which she feared would set the Chinese
against the movement.

Toward the end of the eleventh moon Her
Majesty granted an audience to the Viceroy of
Chihli, Yuan Shih Kai, and as this particular day
was a holiday and Miss Carl was absent, I was
able to attend. Her Majesty asked him for his
opinion of the trouble between Russia and Japan.
He said that although these two countries might
make war against each other, China would not
be implicated in any way, but that after the
war was over, there was sure to be trouble
over Manchuria. Her Majesty said she was
quite aware of that, as they were fighting on
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China to do wovdd be to keep absolutely- neutral
in the matter, as she had quite enough of war
during the China-Japan war. She said it would
be best to issue orders to aU the

officials

that the Chinese did not interfere in
so as not to give

any excuse

to see

any way,

for being brought

into the trouble.

She then asked his opinion as to what would
be the result in the event of war ^who would
win. He said that it was very hard to say, but
that he thought Japan would win. Her Majesty
thought that if Japan were victorious, she would
not have so much trouble over the matter,
although she expressed doubts as to the outcome,
saying that Russia was a large country and had

—

many

soldiers,

and that the

result

was far from

certain.

Her Majesty

then spoke about the condition

She said that in case China
were forced into war with another nation, we
should be nowhere. We had nothing ready, no
navy and no trained army, in fact nothing to
of things in China.

Yuan Shih Kai,
however, assured her there was no need to anticienable us to protect ourselves.

pate any trouble at present so far as China was
concerned.

Her Majesty

replied that in any

was time China began to wake up and
endeavor to straighten things out in some way
event

it

524
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or other, but she did not

know where

to begin;

it was her ambition to see China holding a
prominent position among the nations of the
world and that she was constantly receivling
memorials suggesting this reform and that
reform, but that we never seemed to get any

that

further.

After this audience was over. Her Majesty
held an audience with the Grand Council. She
told them what had been said during her interview with Yuan Shih Kai, and of course they all
agreed that something should be done. Several
suggestions were discussed with regard to national defense, etc., but a certain Prince said
that although he was in perfect sympathy with

reform generally, he was very much against the
adoption of foreign clothing, foreign modes of
Her
living, and the doing away with the queue.
Majesty quite agreed with these remarks and
said that it would not be wise to change any
Chinese custom for one which was less civilized.
As usual, nothing definite was decided upon

when the audience was over.
For the next few days nothing was talked
but the war, and

many

I'eceived in audience

of

Chinese generals were

by Her Majesty.

These

audiences were sometimes very amusing, as these
soldiers

were quite unaccustomed to the rules of

the Court and did not

know

the

mode

of pro-

THE
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cedure

when

Many

foolish suggestions

S25

Her Majesty.
were made by these

in the presence of

During one of the conversations Her
Majesty remarked on the inefficiency of the
navy and referred to the fact that we had no

generals.

trained

naval

officers.

.One

of

the

generals

we had more men in China than in
any other country, and as for ships, why we had
dozens of river boats and China merchant boats,

replied that

Her

which could be used in case of war.

Majesty ordered him to
perfectly true that

retire,

saying that

we had plenty

of

it

was

men

in

China, but that the majority of them were hke
himself, of very little use to the country.

After

he had retired, everybody commenced to laugh,
but Her Majesty stopped us, «aying that she did
not feel at all hke laughing, she was too angry
to think that such
in the

men

army and navy.

held positions as officers

One

of the Court ladies

me why Her Majesty was so angry with
man for mentioning the river boats, and was

asked
the

very

much

surprised

when I informed her

that

the whole of them would be worse than useless

war vessel.
Just about the end of the eleventh moon
Chang Chih Tung, Viceroy of Wuchang,
arrived, and was received in audience.
Her
Majesty said to him: "Now, you are one of the
oldest officials in the country, and I want you
against a single
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your unbiased opinion as to what
Do
effect this war is going to have on China.
not be afraid to give your firm opinion, as I want
to be prepared for anything which is likely to
happen." He answered that no matter what the
result of the war might be, China would in all
probability have to make certain concessions to
the Powers with regard to Manchuria for trade
purposes, but that we should not otherwise be
interfered with. Her Majesty repeated what
had been discussed at the previous audiences on
this subject and also regarding reform in China.
Chang Chih Tung replied that we had plenty
of time for reform, and that if we were in too
great a hurry, we should not accomplish anything at all. He suggested that the matter be
discussed at length before deciding upon anything definite. In his opinion it would be foolish to go to extremes in the matter of reform.
He said that ten or fifteen years ago he wotdd
have been very much against any reform whatsoever, but that he now saw the need for it to
a certain extent, as circumstances had changed
very much. He said that we should adhere
strictly to our own mode of living and not abandon the traditions of our ancestors. In other
words, he simply advised the adqption of western
civilization where it was an improvement on our
own, and nothing more. Her Majesty was

to give
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Chang Chih
Tung's opinions coincided exactly with her own.
During the whole of these audiences the
Emperor, although present each time, never
opened his lips to say a word, but sat listening
alU the time.
As a rule, Her Majesty would ask
his opinion, just as a matter of form, but he
invariably replied that he was quite in accord
with what Her Majesty had said or decided upon.

delighted with the interview, for

Of

the

many

tion with the

religious ceremonies in connec-

Buddhist religion the "La-pa-

chow" was the most important. This was held
on the 8th day of the twelfth moon each year.
According to the common behef, on this eighth
day of the twelfth moon, many centuries ago,
a certain Buddhist priest Ju Lai set out to beg
for food, and after receiving a good supply of
rice and beans from the people, he returned and
with his brother priests, giving each
an equkl share, and he became celebrated for his
great charity. This day was therefore set apart
as an anniversary to commemorate the event.
divided

The

it

idea was that by practising self-denial on

this day,
this

one would gain favor in the sight of
Lai, therefore the only food

Buddha Ju

eaten was

rice,

grain and beans,

all

mixed

to-

gether in a sort of porridge, but without any salt
or other flavoring.

It

was not

to eat, being absolutely tasteless.

at

aE

pleasant

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

THE NEW YEAR FESTIVALS

We now reached the time set apart
ing the Palace in preparation for the

for clean-

New Year

Everything had to be taken down and
thoroughly overhauled, and all the images, pictures, furniture and everything else were subjected to a thorough scrubbing. Her Majesty
again consulted her book in order to choose a
lucky day on which to commence these operations, finally choosing the twelfth day as being
most favorable. As we had all received our
orders previously, we commenced early on the
morning of the twelfth. Several of the Court
ladies were told off to take down and clean the
images of Buddha and prepare new curtains for
them. The rest of the cleaning was done by the
eunuchs. I asked Her Majesty whether I was
to clean her jewelry, but she answered that as
nobody but herself ever wore it, it didn't need
festivals.

cleaning.

After everything had been cleaned to Her
Majesty's satisfaction, she prepared a list of

names of the people she desired to attend the
328
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ceremony of Tzu Sui. This ceremony was held
on the last day of each year and was something
like the midnight services usually held in Europe on the last night of each old year just a
farewell ceremony to bid the old year adieu.
The guests were invited about a fortnight ahead,
so as to give them plenty of time to get ready.
Her Majesty also ordered new winter clothing
for the Court ladies.
The only difference
between these new garments and those we were
then wearing was that they were trimmed with
the fur of the silver fox instead of the gray

—

squirrel.

The next thing was to prepare cakes, which
were to be placed before the Buddhas and ancestors, during the New Year.
It was necessary
that Her Majesty should make the first one herSo when Her Majesty decided that it was
time to prepare these cakes the whole Court went
into a room specially prepared for the purpose
and the eunuchs brought in the ingredients
ground rice, sugar and yeast. These were
mixed together into a sort of dough and then
steamed instead of baked, which caused it to rise
self.

being believed that

just like ordinary bread,

it

the higher the cake

the better pleased are

rises,

the gods and the more fortunate the maker.

The

first

cake turned out fine and

gratulated

Her

we

all

con-

Majesty, who was evidently
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much

pleased herself at the result.
ordered each of the Court ladies to

Then she
make one,

which we did, with disastrous results, not one
turning out as it should. This being my first
year, there was some excuse for my failure, but
I was surprised that none of the older Court
ladies fared any better, and on inquiring from
one of them the reason, she rephed: "Why, I
did it purposely, of course, so as to flatter Her
Majesty's vanity. Certainly I could make them
just as well as she, if not better, but it would not
be good policy." After we had all finished mak-

ing our cakes, the eunuchs were ordered to
the rest,

and needless

make

to say they were perfect

in every way.

The next thing was
dates

and fresh

to prepare small plates of

fruits of

every kind.

decorated with evergreens,
the images of

Buddha.

etc.,

These were

and placed before

Then we prepared

glass

which were to be offered to the
On the twenty-third day
of the last moon the God of the Kitchen left this
earth to go on a visit to the King of Heaven, to
whom he reported all that we had been doing during the past year, returning to earth again on the
last day of the year.
The idea of offering him
these sweets was in order that they should stick
to his mouth and prevent him from telling too
much- When these candies were prepared, we
dishes of candy,

God

of the Kitchen.
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adjourned to the kitchen and placed the offering on a table specially placed for the purpose.
Turning to the head cook, she said: "You had
all

now; the God of the Kitchen will
tell how much you have stolen during the past
year, and you will be punished."
The following day another ceremony had to
be gone through, that of writing out the New
Year Greetings for the guests and Court, so in
the morning we all went with Her Majesty to
the Audience HaU, where the eunuchs had prepared large sheets of yellow, red and pale green
paper. Her Majesty took up a large brush and
commenced to write. On some of these sheets
she wrote the character "Shou" (Long Life) and
on others "Fu" (Prosperity). By and bye, when
she began to feel tired, she would get either one
of the Court ladies or one of the official writers
to finish them for her. When finished, they were
distributed to the guests and different officials,
the ones Her Majesty had written herself being
reserved for her special favorites. These were
given out a few days before the New Year.
Her Majesty received New Year presents
from all the Viceroys and principal officials.
She would examine each present as it was received, and if it found favor in her eyes, she
would use it, but if not, she would have it locked
away in one of the storerooms and probably never
better look out
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These presents consisted of small

pieces of furniture, curios, jewelry, silks, in fact

everything

—even

clothing.

The

present sent by

Viceroy Yuan Shih Kai was a yellow satin
robe, embroidered with different colored precious
stones and pearls designed to represent the peony
It was
flower; the leaves were of green jade.
cost
and
must
have
really a magnificent thing,
a fortune. The only drawback was its weight;

was too heavy to wear comfortably. Her
Majesty appeared delighted with this gown, and
wore it the first day, after which it was discarded

it

altogether, although I often suggested that she

should wear

gown I

it,

as

ever saw.

was the most magnificent
Once when Her Majesty was
it

granting an audience to the Diplomatic Corps,
I suggested that she should wear this dress, but
she refused, giving no reason, so nobody outside
the Court has ever seen this wonderful garment.

Another

costly present

was received from the

Viceroy of Canton, and consisted of four bags
of pearls, each bag containing several thousands.
They were all perfect in shape and color, and
would have brought fabulous prices in Europe
or America.

many

However, Her Majesty had

so

jewels, especially pearls, that she hardly

paid any attention to them beyond remarking
that they were very nice.

The Yoimg Empress and

the Coiu:t ladies
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were also expected to give presents to Her Majesty each New Year.
These were for the most
part articles that we had made ourselves, such
as shoes, handkerchiefs, collars, bags, etc.

mother,

my

sister

My

and myself made presents of

mirrors, perfumes, soaps and. similar toilet acces-

which we had brought with us from Paris.
These Her Majesty appreciated very much; she
was very vain. The eunuchs and servant girls
gave fancy cakes and other food stuffs.
The presents were so numerous that they filled
several roonis, but we were not allowed to remove
them until Her Majesty gave orders to do so.
The Court ladies also exchanged presents
among themselves, which often led to confusion
and amusement. On this occasion I had received
some ten or a dozen different presents, and when
sories

it

came

to use

my

turn to give something, I decided

up some

of the presents I

had received

from my companions. To my surprise, the next
day I received from one of the Court ladies an
embroidered handkerchief which I immediately
recognized as the identical handkerchief I had
myself sent her as my New Year's present. On
mentioning the fact, this lady turned and said:
"Well, that is rather funny; I was just wondering what had made you return the shoes I
sent you."
Of course everybody laughed very
heartily, and still further merriment was caused
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when, on comparing all the presents, it was
found that quite half of us had received back
our own presents. In order to settle the matter,

we threw them

a heap and divided them

all into

as evenly as possible, everybody being satisfied

with the result.

About a week before New Year's day all audiences ceased and the seals were put away
until after the hohdays.
During this time no
business was transacted by Her Majesty.
Everything was much more comfortable and we
could see that

Her Majesty

also appreciated the

We

change from bustle to quietness.
had nothing whatever to do but to take things easy until
the last day of the year.

Early on the morning of the thirtieth Her
Majesty went to worship before the Buddhas
and Ancestral Tablets. After this ceremony
was finished, the guests began to arrive, imtil
by midday, all the guests, numbering about fifty,
were present. The principal guests were: The
Imperial Princess (Empress Dowager's adopted
dau^ter). Princess Chung (wife of Emperor
Kwang Hsu's brother) Princesses Shun and Tao
(wives of the Emperor's younger brothers),
,

Kung (wife of the nephew of the
Imperial Princess), and Prince Ching's family.
All these ladies were frequent visitors to the
Court. Next day many other Princesses, not of

Princess

The new year festivals
the Imperial family, but whose

titles
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were hon-

titles bestowed by previous rulers, came.
Next, the daughters of the high Manchu officials
and many other people whom I had never seen

orary

before.

By midday

all

the guests had arrived,

Her Majesty, were
taken to their diiferent apartments and told to
and, after being presented to

a while. At two o'clock in the afternoon
everybody assembled in the Audience Hall, lined
up according to their different ranks and, led
by the Young Empress, kowtowed to Her
Majesty. This was the ceremony Tzu Sui
already referred to, and was simply a last goodbye to Her Majesty before the New Year set
in.
When it was aU over, Her Majesty gave
each of us a small purse made of red satin
embroidered with gold, containing a sum of
money. This is to enable each one to commence
the New Year with a kind of reserve fund for
a rainy day, when they would have this money
to fall back upon. It is an old Manchu custom
and is stiU kept up.
The evening was spent in music and enjoyment, and was carried on right through the
night, none of us going to bed. At Her
Majesty's suggestion we commenced gambUng
with dice. Her Majesty providing each of us
with money, sometimes as much as $200. She
told us to be serious about it, and to try and

rest
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we took good care not to
win from Her Majesty. When Her Majesty
began to tire, she stopped the game and said:
"Now, all this money I have won I am going
to throw on the floor, and you girls can scramble
for it." We knew that she wanted to see some
fun, so we fought for it as hard as we could.
At midnight the eunuchs brought into the
win, but of course

room a

large brass brazier containing live char-

Her Majesty puUed

a leaf from a large
evergreen tree, which had been placed there for
each
the purpose, and threw it into the fire.
coal.

We

followed her example, adding large pieces of

which perfumed the whole atmosphere.
This ceremony was supposed to bring good luck
during the coming year.

resin,

The next item was making

cakes or pies for

day. On the first of the New Year,
allowed to eat rice, these cakes taking

New Year's
nobody
its

is

place.

They were made of flour paste, with
inside.
While some of us were pre-

minced meat

paring these cakes, others were peeling lotus
seeds for Her Majesty's breakfast.

was now well on into the morning hours
and Her Majesty said that she was tired and
would go and rest a while. She was not going
to sleep, however, so we could carry on our noise
This we did for some time,
as much as we liked.
and on visiting Her Majesty's bedroom, we
It
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found that she was

fast asleep.

We

repaired to our various rooms and
to

make

as

Her Majesty was

we

then

all

commenced

ourselves tidy for the day.

awake,

337,

all

As

soon

proceeded

to her bedroom, taking with us plates of apples

(representing "Peace"), olives

("Long Life"),

She suitably acknowland wished us aU good luck
in return.
She inquired whether we had been
to bed and, on learning that we had been up all
night, she said that was right.
She herself had
not meant to sleep, only to rest a little, but somehow she had not been able to keep awake, and
gave as a reason that she was an old woman.
We waited on her until she had finished her toilet
and then wished her a Happy New Year. We
then proceeded to pay our respects to the Emperor and to the Young Empress. There was
nothing further to be done in the way of ceremonies, and we therefore all accompanied Her
Majesty to the theatre. The performance took
place on a stage erected in the courtyard, and Her
Majesty closed in one part of her veranda for
the use of the guests and Court ladies. During
the performance I began to feel very drowsy,
and eventually fell fast asleep leaning against
one of the pillars. I awoke rather suddenly to
find that something had been dropped into my
mouth, but on investigation I found it was noth-

lotus seeds

edged these

(Blessing).
gifts
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ing worse than a piece of candy, which I imme-

On

approaching Her
Majesty, she asked me how I had enjoyed the
candy, and told me not to sleep, but to have a
good time like the rest. I never saw Her
Majesty in better humor. She played with us
just like a young girl, and one could hardly rec-

diately proceeded to eat.

ognize in her the severe

knew her to be.
The guests also

all

Empress Dowager we

seemed to be enjoying

In the evening, after the
performance was over. Her Majesty

themselves very much.
theatrical

ordered the eunuchs to bring in their instruments

and give us some music. She herself sang sevThen
eral songs, and we all sang at intervals.
Her Majesty ordered the eunuchs to sing.
Some were trained singers, and sang very nicely,
but others could not sing at all and caused quite
a lot of amusement by their efforts to please Her
Majesty. The Emperor appeared to be the
only one present who was not having a good
time; he never smiled once. On meeting him
outside, I asked him why he looked so sad, but
he only answered: "A Happy New Year" in
English, smiled once, and walked away.
Her Majesty rose very early next morning
and proceeded to the Audience Hall to worship
the God of Wealth. We all accompanied her
and took part in the ceremony. During the
J
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next few days we did nothing but gamble and
scramble for Her Majesty's winnings. This

was

very nice in its way, imtil one day one
of the Court ladies began to cry, and accused me
of stepping on her toes in the scramble. This
all

made Her Majesty angry and
offender to go to her

she ordered the

room and stay

there for

three days, saying that she did not deserve to

be enjoying herself
thing like that.

The

if

she could not stand a

little

moon was the birthday
of the Young Empress, and we asked Her Majesty whether we would be allowed to give prestenth of the

first

She gave us permission to give whatever
we might wish to. However, we submitted all our presents to Her Majesty for her
ents.

presents

approval, before giving

them

to the

Young Em-

and we had to be very discreet and not
Her Majesty might think
was too good. It was very difficult to tell what
to send, as Her Majesty might take a fancy to
any of the presents herself, even though they
might not be of much value intrinsically. In
such a case Her Majesty would tell us that she
would keep it, and to give the Young Empress
press,

choose anything which

something

The

else.

celebration

was very

similar to that of the

Emperor's birthday, but not on such an elaborate scale.

We

presented the

Ru Yee

to the

340
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Young Empress and kowtowed

to her.

She

was supposed to receive these tokens of respect
sitting on her throne, but out of deference to
Her Majesty (we were Her Majesty's Court ladies) she stood up.
She always was very polite
to us under all circumstances.
On this day, as on the Emperor's birthday,
the Emperor, Young Empress and Secondary
wife dined together. These were the only two
occasions

when they

did so, always dining sep-

arately at other times.

Her Majesty

sent two

upon the Empress, I
myself being one of them. I was very pleased,
as I wanted to see for myself how they conducted
themselves when together. I went into the
Young Empress' room and informed her that
Her Majesty had ordered us to wait upon them,
So
to which she simply answered: "Very well."
we went to the dining room and set the table,
placing the chairs into position. The meal was
much different from what I expected. Instead
of being stiff and serious like Her Majesty when
dining they were quite free and easy, and we
of her Court ladies to wait

were allowed to join in the conversation and partake of some of the food and wine.
very pretty
ceremony was gone through at the commencement of the meal. The Emperor and Yoxmg
Empress seated themselves, and the Secondary
wife filled their cups with wine and presented it

A
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in turn as a sign of respect, the

first.

When

the meal was over

Em-

we

re-

turned to Her Majesty's apartment and told
her that everything had passed off nicely.

We

knew very

we had heen sent simply
we had nothing interesting
to tell Her Majesty.
She asked if the Emperor
had heen very serious and we answered "Yes."
The New Year celebrations terminated with
well that

to act as spies, hut

the Festival of Lanterns on the fifteenth day of
the first

moon.

These lanterns were of

differ-

ent shapes, representing animals, flowers, fruits,
etc.,

etc.

They were made of
One

painted in different colors.

white gauze,
lantern repre-

senting a dragon about fifteen feet long was

fastened to ten poles, and ten eunuchs were re-

In front of this
it in position.
dragon a eunuch was holding a lantern representing a large pearl, which the dragon was
supposed to devour. This ceremony was gone
through to the accompaniment of music.
After the lanterns- came a firework display.
These fireworks represented different scenes in
the history of China, grape vines, wisteria blossoms, and many other flowers. It was a very
imposing sight. Portable wooden houses had
been placed near the fireworks from which Her
Majesty and the rest of the Court could see them
quired to hold

without being out in the cold

air.

This display
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lasted for several hours without a stop,

and thou-

sands of firecrackers were set off during the

Her Majesty seemed

time.

very much.

Altogether

the celebrations and

we

it

all

to enjoy the noise

was a good finish to
enjoyed it very much.
the guests departed

The next morning all
from the Palace and we re-commenced our
eryday

As

ev-

life.

Her

usual after the guests had departed

Majesty began to

criticise their

ing, their ignorance of

Court

mode

of dress-

etiquette, etc.,

but

added that she was rather glad, as she didn't want
them to know anything about Court life.
As Spring soon arrived it was time for the
farmers to commence sowing seed for the rice
crop, and of course there was another ceremony.
The Emperor visited the Temple of Agriculture
where he prayed for a good harvest. Then he
proceeded to a small plot of ground situated in,
the temple and after turning the earth over with
a hand plow he sowed the first seeds of the
season.
This was to show the farmers that their
labors were not despised and that even the Emperor was not ashamed to engage in this work.
^jAnybody could attend
quite a public affair,

this

ceremony,

it

being

and many farmers were

present.

About
went

this

same time the Young Empress
and watch for the eggs

to see the silkworms
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soon as they were out, the

gathered mulberry leaves for

upon and watched them until
they were big enough to commence spinning.
Each day a fresh supply of leaves were gathered
and they were fed four or five times daily. Sevthe

eral of the

to feed

Court

worms during
(escape.

ladies

were told

oif to feed the

the night and see that they did not

These silkworms grow very rapidly and

we could see the difference each day. Of course
when they became full grown they required more
food and we were kept busy constantly feeding
them. The Young Empress was able to tell by
holding them up to the light when they were ready
to spin.
If they were transparent then they

were ready, and were placed on paper and
left there.
When spinnning the silkworm does
not eat, therefore all we had to do was to watch
that they did not get away. After spinning for
four or five days their supply of silk becomes exhausted and they shrivel up and apparently die.
These apparently dead worms were collected by
the Young Empress and placed in a box where
they were kept until they developed into moths.
They were then placed on thick paper and left
there to lay their eggs.

If left to themselves, the silkworms

ready for spinning will spin the

silk

when

around their

bodies until they are completely covered up.
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gradually forming a cocoon. In order to determine when they have finished spinning it was
customary to take the cocoon and rattle it near
the ear. If the worm was exhausted you could
plainly hear the body rattle inside the cocoon.

The cocoon

is

then placed in boiling water until

becomes soft. This, of course, kills the worm.
In order to separate the silk a needle is used to
pick up the end of the thread which is then wound
on to a spool and is ready for weaving.
few
of the cocoons were kept until the worms had

it

A

turned into moths, which soon ate their way out
of the cocoons when they were placed on sheets
of paper and left to lay their eggs, which are
taken away and kept in a cool place until the
following Spring, when the eggs are hatched
and become worms.
When the silk had all been separated we took
it

to

On

Her Majesty
this

for inspection

particular occasion

and approval.

Her Majesty

or-

dered one of the eunuchs to bring in some silk
which she herself had woven when a young girl

on comparing it with the new
was found to be just as good in every way
although many years had passed since it was made.
All this was done with the same object as the

in the Palace, and^
silk it

Emperor sowing
ple a

the seeds, viz.

:

—

to set the peo-

good example ahd to encourage them

their work.

in

CHAPTER NINETEEN

THE SEA PALACE
This year we had a very hot spring and Her
Majesty was desirous of getting back again to
the Sea Palace. However, as war had akeady
been declared between Russia and Japan it was
thought best to remain in the Forbidden City
until things were more settled.
Her Majesty
was very much worried over this war and spent

most of her time in

ojffering prayers to the dif-

and we,
of course, were expected to join her. Things
were very monotonous about this time and nothferent divinities for the welfare of China

ing particular occurred until the beginning of
the second moon.

By

this

time

Her Majesty

was quite sick of staying in the Forbidden City
and said that no matter what happened she would
remove the Court to the Sea Palace, where Miss
Carl could get along and finish the portrait which
had been hanging on for nearly a year. So on
the sixth day of the second moon we moved back
to the Sea Palace. Everything looked fresh and
green and many of the trees had commenced to
blossom. Her Majesty took us around the lake
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and we were in such good spirits that Her Majesty remarked that we acted more like a lot of
wild animals escaped from a menagerie than
human beings. She was much brighter now,
but said that she would be happier stiU to get to
the

Summer

Palace.

Miss Carl was summoned to the Palace, and
visited her and asked to see the
portrait.
She again asked me how long it would
be before it was finished, and I told her that unless she gave a little more of her time to posing
it might not be finished for quite a long time.
After a lot of consideration Her Majesty finally
agreed to give Miss Carl five minutes each day
after the morning audience, but that she desired

Her Majesty

it

to be distinctly understood that she did not

intend to pose for anything but the face.

She

accordingly sat for two mornings, but on the

morning she made an excuse saying that
she was not feeling well.
I told her that Miss

third

Carl could not proceed further unless she sat for

was very angry, she
gave Miss Carl a few more sittings until the face
was finished. She absolutely refused to sit again
whether it was finished or not, saying that she
would have nothing more to do with the portrait.
I myself sat for the remainder of the portrait,
viz.:
for Her Majesty's dress, jewels, etc., and

the face, so, although she

—

so

by degrees the

portrait

was completed.

THE SEA PALACE

347

When Her

Majesty learned that the portrait
was nearing completion she was very much
pleased, and I thought it a good opportunity to
again broach the subject of payment. Her
Majesty asked me whether I reaUy thought it
necessary to pay cash for the portrait and how
much. I told her that as painting was Miss
Carl's profession, if she had not been engaged on
painting Her Majesty's portrait she would most
probably have been engaged on other similar
work for which she would have received compensation, and that therefore she would naturally
expect to be paid even more handsomely in this
instance.
It was difficult to make Her Majesty
understand this and she asked if I was quite certain that Miss Carl would not be offended by an
oflfer of money, also Mrs. Conger who had presented her. I explained that in America and
Europe it was quite customary for ladies to
earn their own hving either by painting, teaching or in some other similar manner, and
that it was no disgrace but rather the opposite.
Her Majesty seemed very much surprised to
learn this, and asked why Miss Carl's brother
did not support her himself.

I told

esty that Miss Carl did not desire

Her Maj-

him

to pro-

vide for her, besides which he was married and

had a family
it

to support.

as her opinion that this

Her Majesty gave
was a funny kind of
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In China when the parents were

civilization.

was the duty of the sons to provide for
unmarried sisters until such time as they*
married. She also said that if Chinese ladies
were to work for their living it would only set
people talking about them. However, she
promised to speak with Her Ministers about
paying Miss Carl, and I felt somewhat relieved as there seemed to be a probability of
something satisfactory being arranged after
dead

it

their

all.

The

twelfth day of the second

anniversary

—

of

moon was

the

another interesting ceremony,

birthday of the flowers and trees.
After the morning audience we all went into the
viz.:

^the

Palace grounds, where the eunuchs were waiting
with huge rolls of red silk. These we all commenced to cut into narrow strips about two

and thr^e feet long. When we had
Her Majesty took a strip of red
silk and another of yellow sUk which she tied
round the stem of one of the peony trees (in
China the peony is considered to be the queen
of flowers)
Then all the Court ladies, eunuchs
and servant girls set to work to decorate every
single tree and plant in the grounds with red sUk
ribbons, in the same manner as Her Majesty had
done. This took up nearly the entire morning
and it made a very pretty pictvu-e, with the

inches wide

cut sufficient

.
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bright costumes of the Court ladies, green trees

and beautiful flowers.
We then went to a
This represented

all

theatrical performance.

the tree fairies

fairies celebrating their birthday.

believe that all the trees

own

and flower

The Chinese

and flowers have

particular fairies, the tree fairies being

their

men

and the flower fairies being women. The costumes were very pretty and were chosen to blend
with the green trees and flowers which were on
the stage. One of the costumes worn by a lotus
fairy was made of pink silk, worked so as to
represent the petals of the flower, the skirt being
of green silk to represent the lotus leaves.

ever this fairy

moved about

When-

the petals would

move

just as though wafted by the breeze, like
a natural flower. Several other costumes representing different flowers were made in the
same manner. The scene was a woodland dell,
surrounded with huge rocks perforated with
caves, out of which came innumerable small
These small
fairies bearing decanters of wine.
fairies

represented the smaller flowers, daisies,

pomegranate blossoms, etc. The result can be
better imagined than described.
AU the fairies
gathered together and drank the wine, after
which they commenced to sing, accompanied by
stringed instruments, played very softly.
final scene

was a very

fitting

The

ending to the per-

;
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It represented a small rainbow which

gradually descended until

it

rested on the rocks

through the clouds into

sit upon the rainand conveyed them
Heaven. This com-

pleted the celebration and

we

then each fairy in turn would

bow which

rose

again

all retired

to our

rooms.

On

the fourteenth day of the second

(March
at Court.

2,

1904), I completed
I had quite forgotten

Her Majesty reminded me

my

first

moon
year

this fact until

She asked
whether I was comfortable and happy where I
was or did I long to return to Paris. I answered
truly that although I had enjoyed myself while
in France still I preferred the life of the Court,
it was so interesting, besides which I was in my
own native land and among all my friends and
relations, and naturally I preferred that to living
Her Majesty smiled and said
in a strange land.
she was afraid that sooner or later I would tire
of the life in the Palace and fly away again across
the ocean.
She said that the only way to make
sure of me was to marry me off.
She again
asked me what was my objection to getting married; was I afraid of having a mother-in-law, or
what was it? If that was all, I need not wony,
for so long as she was alive there was nothing to
be afraid of. Her Majesty said that even if I
were married it would not be necessary for me to
of

it.
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the time, but that I would be

my time in the Palace as usual.
Continuing, she said: "Last year when this marable to spend

came up I was willing to make allowances as you had been brought up somewhat
differently from the rest of my Court ladies, but
do not run away with the idea that I have forgotten all about it. I am stiU on the lookout
for a suitable husband for you." I simply answered as before that I had absolutely no desire to marry, but that I wanted to stay where
I was and live at the Coiu-t so long as Her Majesty was willing to have me there.
She made
some remark about my being stubborn and said
that I should probably change my mind before

riage question

—

long.

During the

latter part of the second

moon

Miss Carl worked very hard to get the portrait
finished and Her Majesty again consulted her
book in order to select a lucky day on which to
put the final touches to the picture. The 19th
of April, 1904, was chosen by Her Majesty as
the best time, and Miss Carl was duly notified.
Miss Carl most emphatically stated that it was
quite impossible to finish the portrait properly

by the time named, and I
Miss Carl

said,

told

Her Majesty what
many

explaining that there were

small finishing touches to be added and I sug-

gested

it

would be

better to give

Miss Carl a few
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possible.
However, Her Majesty
must be finished by four o'clock on
the 19th day of April, and therefore there was

days longer
said that

if

it

nothing further to be said.

About a week before the time
pletion

Her Majesty

paid a

fixed for

visit

com-

to the studio

She seemed very

to finally inspect the picture.

much pleased with it, but stiU objected to her face
being painted dark on one side and light on the
other.
As I have said before, I had explained
that this was the shading, but Her Majesty insisted

on

my telling Miss

Carl to

make both

sides

This led to a pretty hot discussion between Miss Carl and payself but she finally
saw that it was no use going against Her Majesty's wishes in the matter, so consented to make
of her face ahke.

some

slight

alteration.

Happening

to

catch

some foreign characters at the foot of
the painting Her Majesty inquired what they
were and on being informed that they were simply the artist's name, said: "Well, I know foreigners do some funny things, but I think this
sight of

about the fimniest I ever heard
ting her

own name on my

of.

picture.

naturally convey the impression that

Fancy putThis will
it is

a por-

Miss Carl, and not a portrait of myself at
all."
I again had to explain the reason for this,
saying that it was always customary for foreign
artists to write their names at the foot of any pic-

trait of

THE SEA PALACE

353

ture they painted, whether 'portrait or otherwise.

So Her Majesty said she supposed it was all
and would have to remain, but she looked

right,

anything but

By

satisfied

with

working practically

it.

all

night and aU day,

Miss Carl managed to get the portrait finished by
the time stipulated, and Her Majesty arranged
that Mrs. Conger and the other ladies of the Diplomatic Corps should come to the Palace and see
the portrait. This was quite a private audience
and. Her Majesty received them in one of the
small Audience Halls. After the usual greetings Her Majesty ordered us to conduct the ladies to the studio, which we did. Her Majesty
bidding them good-bye and remaining in her own

The Young Empress in accordance
with instructions from Her Majesty, accompanied us to the studio, and acted as hostess.
Everybody expressed great admiration for the
portrait and it was voted a marvellous likeness.
After inspecting the picture we all adjourned for
apartments.

refreshments.

The Young Empress

sat at the

head of the table and asked me to sit next to her.
Shortly after everybody was seated a eunuch
came and asked the Young Empress to inform
these ladies that the Emperor was slightly indisposed and was unable to be present. I interpreted this, and everybody appeared satisfied.
As a matter of fact the Emperor was quite well.
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all

about him.

guests departed without seeing

And

him on

so the

this oc-

casion.

On

reporting everything to

Her Majesty

as

what they thought of the porand we told her that they had admired it
very much. Her Majesty said: "Of course they
did, it was painted by a foreign artist."
She
didn't appear to be very much interested and was
usual, she asked
trait,

quite cross about something, which caused

great disappointment after

me

aU the trouble Miss

Carl had taken to finish the portrait.

Her Maj-

esty then remarked that Miss Carl had taken a

long time to get the portrait finished, and asked
why nobody had reminded her to inform the
Emperor about the audience, being particularly

angry with the head eunuch on this occasion.
Her Majesty said that as soon as she remembered, she immediately sent a eunuch to make
excuses, as the ladies might very well think that
something had happened to the Emperor and it
might cause talk. I told her that I explained
to them that the Emperor was not well and they
evidently thought nothing further of his absence.

By the next day the carpenters in the Palace
had finished the frame for the portrait and when
it had been properly fitted Her Majesty ordered my brother to take a photograph of it.
This photograph turned out so well that Her
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better than the portrait

it-

self.

The picture being now quite finished, Miss
Carl prepared to take her leave, which she did
a few days later, having received a handsome

Her Majesty in addition
and many other presents as re-

present in cash from
to a decoration

muneration for her services. For quite a long
time after Miss Carl had left the Palace I felt
very lonely, as during her stay I had foimd her
a genial companion and we had many things in

common

to talk about.

Her Majesty noticed
and asked me the cause.

was rather quiet,
She said: "I suppose you are beginning to miss
your friend, the lady artist." I did not care to
admit that this was so, for fear she might think
me ungrateful to herself, besides which I knew
that I

she did not like the idea of

my being too

friendly

with foreigners. So I explained to Her Majesty that I always did regret losing old friends
but that I would get used to the change very
soon.

Her Majesty was

very nice about

said she wished that she was a

little

it

and

more senwhen

timental over such small things, but that

I got to her age I should be able to take things

more

philosophically.

After Miss Carl had left the Court, Her
Majesty asked me one day: "Did she ever ask
you much about the Boxer movement of 1900?"
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I told her that I knew very little of the Boxer
as I was in Paris at the time
and I could not say very much. I assured her
that the lady artist never mentioned the subject
to me.
Her Majesty said: "I hate to mention
about that affair and I would not like to have
foreigners ask my people questions on that subject.
Do you know, I have often thought that
I am the most clever woman that ever lived and
others cannot compare with me.
Although I
have heard much about Queen Victoria and read
a part of her life which someone has translated
into Chinese, still I don't think her life was half
so interesting and eventful as mine.
My life is
not finished yet and no one knows what is going to happen in the future. I may surprise
the foreigners some day with something extraordinary and do something quite contrary to any-

movement myself,

thing I have yet done.

England

is

great powers of the world, but this

one of
has not

been brought about by Queen Victoria's absolute
rule.
She had the able men of parliament back
of her at all times and of course they discussed
everything until the best result was obtained,

then she would sign the necessary documents
and really had nothing to say about the policy of
the country.

Now look at me.

I have 400,000,-

000 people, all dependent on my judgment.
Although I have the Grand Council to consult

THE SEA PALACE

357

with, they only look after the different appoint-

ments, but anything of an important nature I
must decide myself. What does the Emperor

know?

I have been very successful so far, but
I never dreamt that the Boxer movement would
end with such serious results for China. That

is

the only mistake I have

made

in

my

life.

I

should have issued an Edict at once to stop the
Boxers practising their belief, but both Prince
Tuan and Duke Lan told me that they firmly
believed the Boxers were sent by Heaven to enable China to get rid of all the undesirable and
hated foreigners. Of course they meant mostly
missionaries, and you know how I hate them
and how very religious I always am, so I thought
I would not not say anything then but would
wait and see what would happen. I felt sure
they were going too far as one day Prince Tuan
brought the Boxer leader to the Summer Palace
and summoned all the eunuchs into the courtyard
of the Audience Hall and examined each eunuch
on the head to see if there was a cross. He said,
'This cross is not visible to you, but I can identify
a Christian by fiaiding a cross on the head.'

Prince

Tuan then came

to

my

private Palace

and told me that the Boxer leader was at the
Palace Gate and had found two eunuchs who
were Christians and asked me what was to be
done. I immediately became very angry and
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any Boxers

permission; but he said

so powerful that he

was able to

and was not afraid of the
foreign guns, as aU the gods were protecting
him. Prince Tuan told me that he had witnessed this himself.
Boxer shot another with
a revolver and the bullet hit him, but did not
harm him in the least. Then Prince Tuan suggested that I hand these two eunuchs supposed
to be Christians to the Boxer leader, which I did.
I heard afterwards that these two eunuchs were
beheaded right in the country somewhere near
here.
This chief Boxer came to the Palace the
next day, accompanied by Prince Tuan and
Duke Lan, to make all the eunuchs burn incense
sticks to prove that they were not Christians.
kill all

the foreigners

A

After that Prince Tuan also suggested that we

had better let the chief Boxer come every day
and teach the eunuchs their belief; that nearly
all of Peking was studying with the Boxers. The
next day I was very much surprised to see all
my eunuchs dressed as Boxers. They wore red
jackets, red turbans and yellow trousers.
I was
sorry to see all
cial

my

attendants discard their

offi-

robes and wear a funny costume like that.

Duke Lan presented me with a suit of Boxer
clothes.
At that time Yung Lu, who was the
head of the Grand Council, was iU and asked
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While he was
I used to send one of the eunuchs to see
him every day, and that day the eunuch returned
and informed me that Yung Lu was quite well
leave of absence for a month.
sick,

and would come to the Palace the next day,
although he still had fifteen days more leave. I
was puzzled to know why he should give up the
balance of his leave. However, I was very anxious to see him, as I wished to consult him about

Yung Lu

looked grieved

when he learned what had taken

place at the Pal-

this

ace,

chief

and

Boxer.

said that these Boxers were nothing but

They were trying
to get the people to help them to kill the foreigners, but he was very much afraid the result
revolutionaries

and

agitators.

would be against the Government. I told him
that probably he was right, and asked him what
should be done. He told me that he would talk
to Prince Tuan, but the next day Prince Tuan
told me that he had had a fight with Yung Lu
about the Boxer question, and said that all of
Peking had become Boxers, and if we tried to
turn them, they would do aU they could to kill
everyone in Peking, including the Court; that
they (the Boxer party) had the day selected to
kill all

the foreign representatives; that

Tung

Fou Hsiang,

a very conservative General and
one of the Boxers, had promised to bring his
troops out to help the Boxers to

fire

on the Lega-
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When I heard this

I was very much worried and anticipated serious trouble, so I sent

tions.

Yung Lu at once and kept Prince Tuan with
me. Yung Lu came, looking very much worfor

and he was more so after I had told him
what the Boxers were going to do. He immediately suggested that I should issue an Edict,
saying that these Boxers were a secret society
and that no one should beheve their -teaching,
and to instruct the Generals of the nine gates
ried,

to drive all the

Boxers out of the city at once.

When Prince Tuan heard this he was very angry
and told Yung Lu that if such an Edict was
issued, the
kill

Boxers would come to the Coiirt and

everybody.

When

Tuan

Prince

told

me

I thought I had better leave everything to
him. After he left the Palace, Yung Lu said
that Prince Tuan was absolutely crazy and that
this,

he was sure these Boxers would be the cause of
a great deal of trouble. Yung Lu also said that
Prince Tuan must be insane to be helping the

Boxers to destroy the Legations that these Boxers were a very common lot, without education,
and they imagined the few foreigners in China
were the only ones on the earth and if they were
killed it would be the end of them.
They forgot
how very strong these foreign countries are, and
that if the foreigners in China were all killed,
thousands would come to avenge their death.
;
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Yung Lu
could

kill

assured me that one foreign soldier
one hundred Boxers without the slight-

est trouble,

and begged me

tions to order
killed

to give

him

instruc-

General Nieh, who was afterwards

by the Boxers,

tect the Legations.

to bring his troops to pro-

Of

course I gave him this

and also told him that he
must see Prince Tuan at once and Duke Lan to
teU them that this was a very serious affair and
that they had better not interfere with Yung
Lu's plans. Matters became worse day by day
and Yimg Lu was the only one against the
Boxers, but what could one man accomplish
against so many? One day Prince Tuan and
Duke Lan came and asked me to issue an Edict
ordering the Boxers to kill all the Legation people first and then all remaining foreigners. I
was very angry and refused to issue this Edict.
After we had talked a very long time. Prince
Tuan said that this must be done without delay,
for the Boxers were getting ready to fire on the
Legations and would do so the very next day.
I was furious and ordered several of the eunuchs
to drive him out, and he said as he was going out:
'If you refuse to issue that Edict, I wiU. do it
for you whether you are willing or not,' and he
did.
After that you know what happened. He
issued these Edicts unknown to me and was
He found
yespooasible for a great many deaths.
instruction at once,
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and

that he could not carry his plans through

heard that the foreign troops were not very far
from Peking. He was so frightened that he
made us all leave Peking." As she finished saying this, she started to cry, and I told her that
I felt very sorry for her. She said: "You need
not feel sorry for me for what I have gone
through; but you must feel sorry that my fair
name is ruined. That is the only mistake I have
made in my whole life and it was done in a moment of weakness. Before I was just like a
piece of pure jade; everyone admired me for
what I have done for my country, but the jade
has a flaw in
it

will

it

since this

Boxer movement and

remain there to the end of

have regretted many,
such confidence

in,

many

my

life.

times that I

I

had

and believed that wicked

Prince Tuan; he was responsible for everything."

By the end of the third moon Her Majesty
had had enough of the Sea Palace and the Court
moved

into the

travelled

Summer

by boat

as

Palace.
it

This time

we

was very beautiful

On reaching the water-gates of the
Palace we found everything just lovely and the

weather.

peach blossoms were in full bloom. Her Majesty plainly showed how glad she was to be back
once more and for the time being seemed to have
forgotten everything else, even the war.

CHAPTER TWENTY
CONCLUSION

My second year at the Palace was very much
the same as the first. We celebrated each anniversary and festival in the same

way

as before:

was held each morning by
day was given up
[Amongst other things Her Maj-

the usual audience

Her Majesty,
to enjoyment.

after which the

esty took great interest in her vegetable gardens,

and superintended the planting of the different
When vegetables were ready for pullseeds.
ing, from time to time, all the Court ladies
were supplied with a kind of small priming fork
and gathered in the crop. Her Majesty seemed
to enjoy seeing us work in the fields, and when
the fit seized her she would come aloi^g and

In order to encourage us in this work.
Her Majesty would give a small present to the
help.

one who showed the best results so we naturally
did our best in order to please her, as much as
for the reward. Another hobby of Her Majesty's was the rearing of chickens, and a
number of birds were allotted to each

Court

ladies.

We

certain

of the

were supposed to look after
363
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and the eggs had to be taken to
every morning. I could not un-

it

was that

my

chickens gave less

eggs than any of the others until one day my
eunuch informed me that he had seen one of the
other eunuchs stealing the eggs from my hen

house and transferring. them to another, in order
to help his mistress to head the list.
Her Majesty was very particular not to encourage untidyness or extravagance among the
Court ladies. On one occasion she told me to
open a parcel which was lying in her room. I
was about to cut the string when Her Majesty
stopped me and told me to untie it. This I man-

aged to do after a lot of trouble, and opened the
parcel.
Her Majesty next made me fold the
paper neatly and place it in a drawer along with
the string so that I would know where to find it
shotild it be wanted again.
From time to time
Her Majesty would give each of us money for
oiu- own private use and whenever we wanted to

buy anything, say
ribbons,

etc.,

flowers, handkerchiefs, shoes,

these could be bought

from the

who used to make them in the Paland we would enter each item in a small note
book supplied by Her Majesty for the purpose.
At the end of each month Her Majesty examined our accounts and in case she considered that
we had been extravagant she would give us a
servant girls
ace
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on the other hand, if we
managed to show a good balance she would compliment us on our good management. Thus un-

good

der

scolding, while

Her

Majesty's tuition

we

learned to be

and tidy against such time as we might be
called upon to look after homes of our own.
About this time my father began to show signs

careful

of breaking

down

arid

asked for permission to

withdraw from public life. However, Her
Majesty would not hear of this and decided to
give him another six months vacation instead.
It was his intention to go to Shanghai and see
the family physician, but Her Majesty did not
approve of this, maintaining that her own doctors were quite as good as any foreign doctor.
These doctors therefore attended him for some
time, prescribing all kinds of different concoc-

After a while he seemed to pick up a
but was still unable to get about on account
of having chronic rheumatism.
therefore
again suggested that it would be better for him
to see his own doctor in Shanghai, who understood my father thoroughly, but Her Majesty
tions daily.
little

We

made to see it in that light. She
what we wanted was a httle patience,
that the Chinese doctors might be slow, but they
were sure, and she was convinced they would comcould not be
said that

pletely cure

my

father very soon.

the matter was she was afraid that

The
if

fact of

my

father
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went to stay in Shanghai the rest of the familywould want to be there with him, which was not
in her

main

programme

in

at

Peking unless

all.

So we decided

my father showed

to re-

signs of

getting worse.

In due course the time arrived on which it had
been arranged to hold the Spring Garden Party
for the Diplomatic Corps, and as usual one day

was set apart for the Ministers, Secretaries and
members of the various Legations, and the following day for their wives, etc. This year very
few guests attended the Garden Party but
among those who did come were several strangers.
About half a dozen ladies from the
Japanese Legation came with Madame Uchida,
wife of the Japanese Minister. Her Majesty
was always very pleased to see this lady whom
she very much admired on account of her extreme
After the usual presentation we
conducted the ladies to luncheon, showed them
over the Palace grounds, after which we wished
them good-bye and they took their leave. We
reported everything to Her Majesty, and as
usual were asked many questions. Among the
guests there was one lady (English so far as
,1 could make out) dressed in a heavy tweed
travelling costume, having enormous pockets,
into which she thrust her hands as though it were
extremely cold. She wore a cap of the same
politeness.
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this

with the clothes

lady;

bags," and wasn't

it

asked

367
if

I had noticed

made out

of

"rice

rather unusual to be pre-

sented at Court in such a dress.

Her Majesty

wanted to know who she was and where she came
I replied that she certainly did not belong to any of the Legations as I was acquainted
with everybody there. Her Majesty said that
whoever she was she certainly was not accustomed
from.

moving in descent society as she (Her Majesty) was quite certain that it was not the thing
to appear at a European Com-t in such a costimie.
"I can teU in a moment," Her Majesty
added, "whether any of these people are deto

of showing proper respect to me, or
whether they consider that I am not entitled to
it.
These foreigners seem to have the idea that
the Chinese are ignorant arid that therefore they
need not be so particular as in European Society.
I think it would be best to let it be understood
for the future what dress should be worn at the
different Court Functions, and at the same time
use a certain amount of discretion in issuing invitations.
In that way I can also keep the missionary element out, as well as other undesirables.
I like to meet any distinguished foreigners who
may be visiting in China, but I do not want any
common people at my Court." I suggested that
the Japanese custom could be followed, viz.: to
sirous
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proper invitation cards, stipulating at the
foot the dress to be worn on each particular occasion.
Her Majesty thought this would meet
the case and it was decided to introduce a similar
issue

rule in China.

Whenever

the weather permitted.

Her Maj-

esty would pass quite a lot of her time in the

watching the eunuchs at work in the
gardens. During the early Spring the lotus
plants were transplanted and she would take
keen interest in this work. AU the old roots had
to be cut away and the new bulbs planted in

open

air

fresh

soil.

Although the

lotus

lowest part of the lake (the

grew

West

in the shal-

side)

it

was

wade into the water
sometimes up to their waists in order to weed out

necessary for the eunuchs to

the old plants and set the

young

ones.

Her

Majesty would sit for hours on her favorite
bridge (The Jade Girdle Bridge) and superintend the eunuchs at their work, suggesting from
time to time as to how the bulbs were to be
planted. This work generally took three or four
days, and the Court ladies in attendance would
stand beside Her Majesty and pass the time
making fancy tassels for Her Majesty's cushions, in fact

not

doing anything so long as we did

idle.

It

was during the Spring that Yuan Shih Kai
visit to the Palace, and among other

paid another
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was the Russo-Japan war.
He told Her Majesty that it was developing into
a very serious affair and that he feared China
would be the principal sufferer in the long run.
Her Majesty was very much upset by this news,
and mentioned that -she had been advised by one

subjects discussed

of the censors to

make

a present to the Japanese

of a large quantity of rice, but

had decided

to

take no action whatever in the matter, which resolve

Yuan

I was

Shih Kai strongly supported.
working each day translating the

still

various newspaper reports and telegrams rela-

ting to the

war and one morning,

graph to the
of the

effect that

Kang Yu Wei (Leader

Reform Movement

arrived at Singapore

seeing a para-

in

China in 1898) had

from Batavia, I thought

it

Her Majesty and so translated it
might
along with the rest. Her Majesty immediately
became very much excited which made me feel
frightened as I did not know what could be the
matter. However, she explained to me that this
man had caused all kinds of trouble in China,
that before meeting Kang Yu Wei the Emperor
interest

had been a zealous adherent

to the traditions of

had plainly shown
to introduce reforms and even Chris-

his ancestors but since then
his desire

tianity into the country.

continued

Her

"On

one occasion,"

Majesty, "he caused the

peror to issue instructions for the

Summer

EmPal-
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keep
me prisoner until these reforms could be put
into effect, but through the faithfulness of Yung
Lu, a member of the Grand Council, and Yuan
Shih Kai, Viceroy of Chihli, I was able to frustrate the plot.
I immediately proceeded to the
Forbidden City, where the Emperor wa§ then
staying and after discussing the question with
him he replied that he realized his mistake and
asked me to take over the reins of government
and act in his stead."
(The result of this was, of course, the Edict
of 1898 appointing the Empress Dowager as
ace to be surrounded

by

soldiers so as to

Regent of China.)
Her Majesty had immediately ordered the
capture of Kang Yu Wei and his followers, but
he had managed to effect his escape and she had
heard nothing further about him until I translated this report in the newspaper.
She seemed
reheved, however, to know where he was, and
seemed anxious to hear what he was doing. She
suddenly became very angry again and asked
why it was that the foreign governments offered
protection to Chinese political agitators and criminals.
Why couldn't they leave China to deal
with her own subjects and mind their own business a little more?
She gave me instructions to
keep a lookout for any further news of this gentleman and report to her immediately, but I made
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would not mention anything about him again and so the matter
that in any case, I

gradually died away.

During one of our

visits

to the Sea Palace

Her Majesty drew

attention to a large piece of
vacant ground and said that it had formerly
been the site of the Audience Hall which had
been destroyed by fir^ during the Boxer trouble.

Her Majesty

explained that this had been
purely an accident and was not dehberately destroyed by the foreign troops. She said that it

had long been an eyesore to her as it was so
ugly, and that she had now determined to build
another Audience Hall on the same site, as the
present Audience Hall was too small to accommodate the foreign guests when they paid their
respects at New Year.
She therefore commanded the Board of Works to prepare a model
of the

new

building in accordance with her

ideas,

and submit

time

all

it

for her approval.

the buildings in the Palace Grounds

were typically Chinese but

HaU was

own

Up to that

this

new Audience

on the foreign plan
and up to date in every respect. This model
was accordingly prepared and submitted to Her
Majesty. It was only a small wooden model but
to be

more or

less

was complete in every detail, even to the pattern
of the windows and the carving on the ceilings
and panels. However, I never knew anything
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come up to Her Majesty's ideas, and
was no exception. She criticised, the model
from every standpoint, ordering this room to be
enlarged and that room to be made smaller: this
to quite

this

window to be moved to another place, etc., etc.
So the model went back for reconstruction.
When it was again brought for Her Majesty's
inspection everybody agreed that it was an improvement on the first one, and even Her Majesty expressed great satisfaction.
The next
thing was to find a name for the new building
and after serious and mature consideration it was
decided to name it Hai Yen Tang (Sea Coast
Audience

Hall).

Building

operations

were

commenced immediately and Her Majesty took
great interest in the progress of the work.

It

had already been decided that this Audience Hall
was to be furnished throughout in foreign style,
with the exception of the throne, which, of course,
retained its Manchu appearance. Her Majesty
compared the different styles of furniture with
the catalogues

France and

we had brought with

finally decided

us from

on the Louis Fif-

teenth style, but everything was to be covered

with Imperial Yellow, with curtains and carpets
to match.
to

Her

When

everything had been selected

Majesty's satisfaction,

my

mother asked

permission to defray the expense herself and
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present of this furniture.

This

Her

Majesty agreed to and the order was accordingly
placed with a well-known Paris firm from whom
we had purchased furniture when in France.
By the time the building was completed the
furniture had arrived, and it was quickly installed.
Her Majesty went to inspect it and, of
course, had to find fault as usual.
She didn't
seem at aU pleased with the result of the experiment and said that after aU a Chinese building
would have been the best as it would have had a
more dignified appearance. However, the thing
was finished and it was no use finding fault now,
as

it

could not be changed.

,

During the Summer months I had plenty of
leisure time and devoted about an hour each day
to helping the Emperor with his Enghsh. He
was a most intelligent man with a wonderful
memory and learned very quickly. His pronunciation, however, was not good.
In a very short
time he was able to read short stories out of an
ordinary school reader and could write from dictation fairly well.
His handwriting was exceptionally fine, while in copying, old English and
ornamental characters, he was an expert. Her
Majesty seemed pleased that the Emperor had
taken up this study, and said she thought of taking it up herself as she was quite sure she would
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she tried.

After two

les-

sons she lost patience, and did not mention the

matter again.

Of

course these lessons gave

me

plenty of op-

portunity to talk with His Majesty, and on one
occasion he ventured the remark that I didn't

seem to have made much progress with Her
Majesty in the matter of reform. I told him
that many things had been accomplished since
my arrival at Court, and mentioned the new
Audience Hall as an instance. He didn't appear to think that anything worth talking about,
and advised me to give up the matter altogether.

He said when the proper -time

—

—

arrived

^if

it

ever

I might be of use, but expressed grave doubts on the subject. He also
enquired about my father and I told him that
unless his health improved very soon it would be
necessary for us to leave the Court for a while
at any rate.
He replied that although he should
very much regret such a necessity, he really believed that it would be for the best. He said he
felt certain that I should never be able to settle
down permanently to Court life after spending
did arrive

so

many

^then

years abroad, and for his part would

put no obstacles in the way of my leaving the
Court if I desired to do so.
Her Majesty had given me permission to visit
pij; father twice every month, and everything
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appeared to be going along nicely until one day
one of Her Majesty's servant girls told me that
Her Majesty was trying to arrange another
marriage for me. At first I did not take any
notice of this, but shortly afterwards Her Majesty informed me that everything was arranged
and that I was to be married to a certain Prince'

whom

she had chosen.

I could see that

Her

Majesty was waiting for me to say something,
so I told her that I was very much worried at
that time about my father and begged her to
allow the matter to stand over for the time being
at

any

rate.

This made

angry, and she told

me

Her Majesty very
me

that she considered

very ungrateful after all she had done for me.
I didn't reply, and as her Majesty did not say
anything more at the time, I tried to forget

However, on

my

home, I
told my father all about it, and as before he
was strongly opposed to such a marriage. He
suggested that on my return to the Palace I
should lay the whole matter before Li Lien
Ying, the head eunuch, and explain my position,
for if anybody could influence Her Majesty, he
about

it.

was the

one.

I, therefore,

tunity of speaking to him.

next

visit

took the

At

first

first

oppor-

he appeared

very reluctant to interfere in the matter, and
said he thought I ought to do as Her Majesty
wished, but on my stating that I had no desire
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but was quite willing to remain
at Court in my present position, he promised to
do his best ^for me. I never heard anything fm*-

to

ther about

all,

my

marriage, either from

esty or Li Lien Ying,
that he
f

Her Maj-

and therefore concluded

had been able to arrange the matter

satis-

f actorily.

The Summer passed without anything further
important occurring. During the eighth moon
the bamboos were cut down and here again the
Court ladies were called upon to assist, our
work being to carve designs and characters on
the cut trees, Her Majesty assisting.
These
were afterwards made into chairs, tables and
other useful articles for Her Majesty's teahouse. During the long Autimin evenings Her
Majesty would teach us Chinese history and poetry and every tenth day would put us through
an examination in order to find out how much
we had learned, prizes being awarded for proficiency.
The younger eunuchs also took part
in these lessons and some of their answers to Her
Majesty's questions were very amusing. If
Her Majesty were in a good humor she would
laugh with the rest of us, but sometimes she
would order them to be pvmished for their ignorance and stupidity. However, as they were
quite accustomed to being punished they did not
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seem to mind very much and forgot

all

about

it

the next minute.

As Her Majesty's seventieth birthday was
approaching the Emperor proposed to celebrate
this event on an unusually grand scale, but Her
Majesty would not give her consent to this proposal on account of the war trouble, for fear
people might comment on it. The only difference, therefore, between this birthday and former ones was that Her Majesty gave presents
to the

Court, in addition to receiving them.

These included the bestowal of

and

increases in salary.

ferred

by Her Majesty,

titles,

Among

promotions

the titles con-

my sister and myself re-

of Chiin Chu Hsien (Princess).
however, were confined to members
of the Court, and were granted specially by the
Empress Dowager. Similar promotions to outceived the

These

title

titles,

were always conferred by the Emwas proposed to hold the celebrations
in the Forbidden City as it was more suited
for such an important event. However, Her
Majesty did not like this idea at all, and gave
instructions that the Court should not be moved
side officials

peror.

It

until three days before the 10th of the tenth
This entailed a

moon, the date of her birthday.
lot of

unnecessary work as it necessitated decSummer Palace and the For-

orating both the

378

TWO YEARS

IN

THE FORBIDDEN CITY

Everything was hurry and bustk.
To add to this, it snowed very heavily during the
few days previous to the tenth. Her Majesty
was in a very good mood. She was very fond
of being out in the snow and expressed a wish
to have some photographs taken of herself on

bidden City.

the hillside.

So

my

brother was

commanded

to

bring his camera, and took several very good
pictures of

Her

Majesty.

On the seventh day the Court moved into the
Forbidden City and the celebrations commenced.
The decorations were beautiful; the Courtyards being covered with glass roofs to keep out
the snow. The theatres were in full swing each
day. The actual ceremony, which took place on
the tenth, did not differ in any respect from previous ones. Everything passed off smoothly, and
the Court removed again into the Sea Palace.
While at the Sea Palace we received news
that my father's condition was becoming serious,
and he again tendered his resignation to Her
Majesty. She sent her exmuchs to find out exactly what the matter was, and on learning that
he was reaiUy very ill, accepted his resignation.
Her Majesty agreed that it might be better for
him to go to Shanghai and see if the foreign
physicians could do him any good.
She said
she supposed it would be necessary for my
mother to accompany him to Shanghai, but did
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it serious enough to send my sistet
and myself along also. I tried to explain that
it was my duty to go along with him as he might
be taken worse and die before I could get down
to see him again, and I begged Her Majesty to
allow me to go. She offered all kinds of objec^
tions but eventually, seeing that I was bent on
going, she said: "Well, he is your father, and I
suppose you want to be with him, so you may go
on the understandihg that you return to Court

not consider

as soon as ever possible."

We did not get away

until the

middle of the eleventh moon, as

Majesty

insisted

on making

clothes for us

other preparations for our journey.

we

could do nothing but await

Her

Of

Her
and

course

Majesty's

pleasure.

When

Her Majesty rebook
choose
ferred to her
to
a suitable day for
our departure, and fixed on the thirteenth as
everything was ready

being the best.

We

therefore left the Palace

own house on the twelfth. We kowtowed and said good-bye to Her Majesty, thankfor our

ing her for her

many

kindnesses during our stay

with her. Everybody cried, even Her Majesty.
We then went to say good-bye to the
Emperor and Yotmg Empress. The Emperor
simply shook hands and wished us "Good Luck"
in English. Everybody appeared sorry to see
us leave.

After standing about for a long time
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was no use wasting any
more time and that we had better start. At the
gate the head emiuch bade us good-bye and we
entered our carriage and drove to my father's
house, our own eunuchs accompanying us to the
door. We found everything prepared for our
journey, and early the next morning we took
train to Tientsin where we just managed to catch
the last steamer of the season leaving for Shanghai.
As it was, the water was so shallow that
we ran aground on the Taku bar.
On arrival in Shanghai my father immediately
consulted his physician who examined him and
prescribed medicine. The trip itself seemed to
have done him a lot of good. I very soon began to miss my life at Court, and, although I had
many friends in Shanghai and was invited to
dinner parties and dances; still I did not seem
to be able to enjoy myself.
Everything seemed
different to what I had been accustomed to in
Peking and I simply longed for the time when
said

it

Her Majesty.
arrival. Her Majesty

I should be able to return to

About two weeks

after our

down to Shanghai to see
how we were getting along. He brought us
many beautiful presents and also a lot of medsent a special messenger

him.

my father. We were very glad to see
He informed us that we were missed very

much

at

icine for

Court and advised us to return as
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was possible for us to do so. As my
father began to show signs of improvement he
suggested that there was no further need for me
to stay in Shanghai, and thought it better that
I should return to Peking and resimie my duties
soon as

it

I therefore returned early in the New
Year. The river was frozen and I had to travel
by boat to Chinwantao, from thence by rail to
Peking. It was a most miserable journey and
I was very glad when it was over. Her Majesty
had sent my eunuchs to the station to meet me
and I at once proceeded to the Palace. On
meeting Her Majesty we both cried again by
way of expressing our happiness. I informed
her that my father was progressing favorably
at Court.

and that I hoped

to be able to remain with her

permanently.

I resumed my previous duties, but this time
I had neither my sister for a companion nor my
mother to chat with and everything appeared
changed. Her Majesty was just the same, howStiU, I was
ever, and treated me most kindly.
not comfortable, and heartily wished myself
back again in Shanghai. I stayed at the Court,
going through pretty much the same daily routine
as before until the second moon (March 1905),
when I received a telegram siunmoning me to
Shanghai as my father had become worse, and
was in a critical condition and wished to see
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me. I showed Her Majesty the telegram and
waited for her decision. She commenced bytelling me that my father was a very old man,
and therefore his chances of recovery were not
so great as if he were yoimger, finally winding up by telling me that I could go to him at
once.
I again wished everybody good-bye, fully
expecting to return very soon; but this was not
to be. 1 found my father in a very dangerous
condition, and after a lingering illness, he died
on the 18th of December, 1905. Of course we
went into mourning for one hundred days which
in itself prevented my returning to the Court.
While in Shanghai I made many new friends
and acquaintances and gradually began to realize
tiiat after all, the attractions of Court life had
not been able to eradicate the influences which
had been brought to bear upon me while in Europe. At heart I was a foreigner, educated
in a foreign country, and, having already met
my husband the matter was soon settled and I
became an American citizen. However, I often
look back to the two years I spent at the Court
of Her Majesty, the Empress Dowager of
China, the most eventful and happiest days of

my

girlhood.

Although I was not able to do much towards
influencing Her Majesty in the matter of re-
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among

still

shall

hope to

live to see the
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day when

wake up and take her proper

the nations of the world.
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BERYL DE ZOETE

PREFACE
READERS of the Diaries of Court Ladies of Old Japan, translated by
Madame Omori and Professor Doi, will remember that the second of the
three diaries is that of a certain Murasaki Shikibu. The little that is known
of this lady’s life has been set forth by Miss Amy Lowell in her
Introduction to that book. A few dates, most of them very insecure, will be
found in Appendix I of this volume. It is, however, certain that Murasaki
was born in the last quarter of the tenth century, that she lost her husband in
1001, and that a few years later she became lady-in-waiting to the Empress
Akiko. We know that she was chosen for this post on account of her
proficiency in Chinese, a subject which the young Empress was anxious to
study. Akiko was then about sixteen, so that Murasaki’s position in the
house was what, in our parlance, we should call that of ‘governess’ rather
than of lady-in-waiting. Akiko, though officially espoused to the Emperor,
was still living at home, and her father soon began to pay somewhat
embarrassing attentions to the new governess. From the Diary we know that
on one occasion at any rate his solicitations were refused. Was the Tale of
Genji or any part of it already written when Murasaki came to Court? We
only know that in a passage of the Diary which apparently refers to the year
1008 she speaks of her novel having been read out loud to the Emperor. His
majesty’s comment (‘This is a learned lady; she must have been reading the
Chronicle of Japan’) shows that what was read to him must have been the
opening chapter of the tale. For in the whole work there is only one
sentence which could possibly remind any one of the Nihongi (‘Chronicle
of Japan’), and that is the conclusion of Chapter I. So though we may be
certain that the first few books were already written in 1008, it is quite
possible that the whole fifty-four were not finished till long afterwards. But
from the Sarashina Diary, the first of the three contained in the Court
Ladies of Old Japan, we know that the Tale of Genji in its complete form
was already a classic in the year 1022. The unknown authoress of this diary
spent her childhood in a remote province. Her great pleasure was to read

romances; but except at the Capital they were hard to come by. She prays
fervently to Buddha to bring her quickly to Kyoto, and let her read ‘dozens
and dozens of stories.’ In 1022 she at last arrives at Court and her wildest
dreams are fulfilled. Packed in a big box her aunt sends round ‘the fifty-odd
chapters of Genji’ and a whole library of shorter fairy-tales and romances.
‘Are there really such people as this in the world? Were Genji my lover,
though he should come to me but once in the whole year, how happy I
should be! Or were I Lady Ukifune in her mountain home, gazing as the
months go by at flowers, red autumn leaves, moonlight and snow; happy,
despite loneliness and misfortune, in the thought that at any moment the
wonderful letter might come....’
Such were the rêveries of one who read the Tale of Genji more than
nine hundred years ago. I think that, could they but read it in the original,
few readers would feel that in all those centuries the charm of the book had
in any way evaporated. The task of translation in such a case is bound to be
arduous and discouraging; but I have all the time been spurred by the belief
that I am translating by far the greatest novel of the East, and one which,
even if compared with the fiction of Europe, takes its place as one of the
dozen greatest masterpieces of the world.
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Wife of the provincial governor, Iyo no Suke. Courted
by Genji.
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Mistress first of Tō no Chūjō then of Genji. Dies
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GENEALOGICAL TABLES

CHAPTER I
KIRITSUBO1
AT the Court of an Emperor (he lived it matters not when) there was among
the many gentlewomen of the Wardrobe and Chamber one, who though she
was not of very high rank was favoured far beyond all the rest; so that the
great ladies of the Palace, each of whom had secretly hoped that she herself
would be chosen, looked with scorn and hatred upon the upstart who had
dispelled their dreams. Still less were her former companions, the minor
ladies of the Wardrobe, content to see her raised so far above them. Thus
her position at Court, preponderant though it was, exposed her to constant
jealousy and ill will; and soon, worn out with petty vexations, she fell into a
decline, growing very melancholy and retiring frequently to her home. But
the Emperor, so far from wearying of her now that she was no longer well
or gay, grew every day more tender, and paid not the smallest heed to those
who reproved him, till his conduct became the talk of all the land; and even
his own barons and courtiers began to look askance at an attachment so illadvised. They whispered among themselves that in the Land Beyond the
Sea such happenings had led to riot and disaster. The people of the country
did indeed soon have many grievances to show: and some likened her to
Yang Kuei-fei, the mistress of Ming Huang.2 Yet, for all this discontent, so
great was the sheltering power of her master’s love that none dared openly
molest her.
Her father, who had been a Councillor, was dead. Her mother, who
never forgot that the father was in his day a man of some consequence,
managed despite all difficulties to give her as good an upbringing as
generally falls to the lot of young ladies whose parents are alive and at the
height of fortune. It would have helped matters greatly if there had been
some influential guardian to busy himself on the child’s behalf.
Unfortunately, the mother was entirely alone in the world and sometimes,
when troubles came, she felt very bitterly the lack of anyone to whom she

could turn for comfort and advice. But to return to the daughter. In due time
she bore him a little Prince who, perhaps because in some previous life a
close bond had joined them, turned out as fine and likely a man-child as
well might be in all the land. The Emperor could hardly contain himself
during the days of waiting.3 But when, at the earliest possible moment, the
child was presented at Court, he saw that rumour had not exaggerated its
beauty. His eldest born prince was the son of Lady Kōkiden, the daughter of
the Minister of the Right, and this child was treated by all with the respect
due to an undoubted Heir Apparent. But he was not so fine a child as the
new prince; moreover the Emperor’s great affection for the new child’s
mother made him feel the boy to be in a peculiar sense his own possession.
Unfortunately she was not of the same rank as the courtiers who waited
upon him in the Upper Palace, so that despite his love for her, and though
she wore all the airs of a great lady, it was not without considerable qualms
that he now made it his practice to have her by him not only when there was
to be some entertainment, but even when any business of importance was
afoot. Sometimes indeed he would keep her when he woke in the morning,
not letting her go back to her lodging, so that willy-nilly she acted the part
of a Lady-in-Perpetual-Attendance.
Seeing all this, Lady Kōkiden began to fear that the new prince, for
whom the Emperor seemed to have so marked a preference, would if she
did not take care soon be promoted to the Eastern Palace.4 But she had,
after all, priority over her rival; the Emperor had loved her devotedly and
she had born him princes. It was even now chiefly the fear of her
reproaches that made him uneasy about his new way of life. Thus, though
his mistress could be sure of his protection, there were many who sought to
humiliate her, and she felt so weak in herself that it seemed to her at last as
though all the honours heaped upon her had brought with them terror rather
than joy.
Her lodging was in the wing called Kiritsubo. It was but natural that the
many ladies whose doors she had to pass on her repeated journeys to the
Emperor’s room should have grown exasperated; and sometimes, when
these comings and goings became frequent beyond measure, it would
happen that on bridges and in corridors, here or there along the way that she
must go, strange tricks were played to frighten her or unpleasant things
were left lying about which spoiled the dresses of the ladies who

accompanied her.5 Once indeed some one locked the door of a portico, so
that the poor thing wandered this way and that for a great while in sore
distress. So many were the miseries into which this state of affairs now
daily brought her that the Emperor could no longer endure to witness her
vexations and moved her to the Kōrōden. In order to make room for her he
was obliged to shift the Chief Lady of the Wardrobe to lodgings outside. So
far from improving matters he had merely procured her a new and most
embittered enemy!
The young prince was now three years old. The Putting on of the
Trousers was performed with as much ceremony as in the case of the Heir
Apparent. Marvellous gifts flowed from the Imperial Treasury and Tribute
House. This too incurred the censure of many, but brought no enmity to the
child himself; for his growing beauty and the charm of his disposition were
a wonder and delight to all who met him. Indeed many persons of ripe
experience confessed themselves astounded that such a creature should
actually have been born in these latter and degenerate days.
In the summer of that year the lady became very downcast. She
repeatedly asked for leave to go to her home, but it was not granted. For a
year she continued in the same state. The Emperor to all her entreaties
answered only ‘Try for a little while longer.’ But she was getting worse
every day, and when for five or six days she had been growing steadily
weaker her mother sent to the Palace a tearful plea for her release. Fearing
even now that her enemies might contrive to put some unimaginable shame
upon her, the sick lady left her son behind and prepared to quit the Palace in
secret. The Emperor knew that the time had come when, little as he liked it,
he must let her go. But that she should slip away without a word of farewell
was more than he could bear, and he hastened to her side. He found her still
charming and beautiful, but her face very thin and wan. She looked at him
tenderly, saying nothing. Was she alive? So faint was the dwindling spark
that she scarcely seemed so. Suddenly forgetting all that had happened and
all that was to come, he called her by a hundred pretty names and weeping
showered upon her a thousand caresses; but she made no answer. For
sounds and sights reached her but faintly, and she seemed dazed, as one that
scarcely remembered she lay upon a bed. Seeing her thus he knew not what
to do. In great trouble and perplexity he sent for a hand litter. But when they
would have laid her in it, he forbad them, saying ‘There was an oath

between us that neither should go alone upon the road that all at last must
tread. How can I now let her go from me?’ The lady heard him and ‘At
last!’ she said; ‘Though that desired at last be come, because I go alone
how gladly would I live!’
Thus with faint voice and failing breath she whispered. But though she
had found strength to speak, each word was uttered with great toil and pain.
Come what might, the Emperor would have watched by her till the end, but
that the priests who were to read the Intercession had already been
dispatched to her home. She must be brought there before nightfall, and at
last he forced himself to let the bearers carry her away. He tried to sleep but
felt stifled and could not close his eyes. All night long messengers were
coming and going between her home and the Palace. From the first they
brought no good news, and soon after midnight announced that this time on
arriving at the house they had heard a noise of wailing and lamentation, and
learned from those within that the lady had just breathed her last. The
Emperor lay motionless as though he had not understood.
Though his father was so fond of his company, it was thought better
after this event that the Prince should go away from the Palace. He did not
understand what had happened, but seeing the servants all wringing their
hands and the Emperor himself continually weeping, he felt that it must
have been something very terrible. He knew that even quite ordinary
separations made people unhappy; but here was such a dismal wailing and
lamenting as he had never seen before, and he concluded that this must be
some very extraordinary kind of parting.
When the time came for the funeral to begin, the girl’s mother cried out
that the smoke of her own body would be seen rising beside the smoke of
her child’s bier. She rode in the same coach with the Court ladies who had
come to the funeral. The ceremony took place at Atago and was celebrated
with great splendour. So overpowering was the mother’s affection that so
long as she looked on the body she still thought of her child as alive. It was
only when they lighted the pyre she suddenly realized that what lay upon it
was a corpse. Then, though she tried to speak sensibly, she reeled and
almost fell from the coach, and those with her turned to one another and
said ‘At last she knows.’

A herald came from the palace and read a proclamation which
promoted the dead lady to the Third Rank. The reading of this long
proclamation by the bier was a sad business. The Emperor repented bitterly
that he had not long ago made her a Lady-in-Waiting, and that was why he
now raised her rank by one degree. There were many who grudged her even
this honour; but some less stubborn began now to recall that she had indeed
been a lady of uncommon beauty; and others, that she had very gentle and
pleasing manners; while some went so far as to say it was a shame that
anybody should have disliked so sweet a lady, and that if she had not been
singled out unfairly from the rest, no one would have said a word against
her.
The seven weeks of mourning were, by the Emperor’s order, minutely
observed. Time passed, but he still lived in rigid seclusion from the ladies
of the Court. The servants who waited upon him had a sad life, for he wept
almost without ceasing both day and night.
Kōkiden and the other great ladies were still relentless, and went about
saying ‘it looked as though the Emperor would be no less foolishly
obsessed by her memory than he had been by her person.’ He did indeed
sometimes see Kōkiden’s son, the first-born prince. But this only made him
long the more to see the dead lady’s child, and he was always sending
trusted servants, such as his own old nurse, to report to him upon the boy’s
progress. The time of the autumn equinox had come. Already the touch of
the evening air was cold upon the skin. So many memories crowded upon
him that he sent a girl, the daughter of his quiver-bearer, with a letter to the
dead lady’s house. It was beautiful moonlit weather, and after he had
despatched the messenger he lingered for a while gazing out into the night.
It was at such times as this that he had been wont to call for music. He
remembered how her words, lightly whispered, had blended with those
strangely fashioned harmonies, remembered how all was strange, her face,
her air, her form. He thought of the poem which says that ‘real things in the
darkness seem no realer than dreams’ and he longed for even so dim a
substance as the dream-life of those nights.
The messenger had reached the gates of the house. She pushed them
back and a strange sight met her eyes. The old lady had for long been a
widow and the whole charge of keeping the domain in repair had fallen
upon her daughter. But since her death the mother, sunk in age and despair,

had done nothing to the place, and everywhere the weeds grew high; and to
all this desolation was added the wildness of the autumn gale. Great clumps
of mugwort grew so thick that only the moonlight could penetrate them.
The messenger alighted at the entrance of the house. At first the mother
could find no words with which to greet her, but soon she said: ‘Alas, I
have lingered too long in the world! I cannot bear to think that so fine a
messenger as you have pressed your way through the dewy thickets that bar
the road to my house,’ and she burst into uncontrollable weeping. Then the
quiver-bearer’s daughter said ‘One of the Palace maids who came here, told
his Majesty that her heart had been torn with pity at what she saw. And I,
Madam, am in like case.’ Then after a little hesitation she repeated the
Emperor’s message: “For a while I searched in the darkness of my mind,
groping for an exit from my dream; but after long pondering I can find no
way to wake. There is none here to counsel me. Will you not come to me
secretly? It is not well that the young prince should spend his days in so
desolate and sad a place. Let him come too!” This he said and much else,
but confusedly and with many sighs; and I, seeing that the struggle to hide
his grief from me was costing him dear, hurried away from the Palace
without hearing all. But here is a letter that he sent.’
‘My sight is dim’ said the mother. ‘Let me hold His letter to the light.’
The letter said:
‘I had thought that after a while there might be some blurring, some
slight effacement. But no. As days and months go by, the more senseless,
the more unendurable becomes my life. I am continually thinking of the
child, wondering how he fares. I had hoped that his mother and I together
would watch over his upbringing. Will you not take her place in this, and
bring him to me as a memory of the past?’ Such was the letter, and many
instructions were added to it together with a poem which said ‘At the sound
of the wind that binds the cold dew on Takagi moor, my heart goes out to
the tender lilac stems.’
It was of the young prince that he spoke in symbol; but she did not read
the letter to the end. At last the mother said ‘Though I know that long life
means only bitterness, I have stayed so long in the world that even before
the Pine Tree of Takasago I should hide my head in shame. How then
should I find courage to go hither and thither in the great Palace of a
Hundred Towers? Though the august summons should call me time and

again, myself I could not obey. But the young prince (whether he may have
heard the august wish I know not) is impatient to return, and, what is small
wonder, seems very downcast in this place. Tell his Majesty this, and
whatever else of my thoughts you have here learnt from me. For a little
child this house is indeed a sorry place....’ ‘They say that the child is asleep’
the quiver-bearer’s daughter answered. ‘I should like to have seen him and
told the Emperor how he looks; but I am awaited at the Palace and it must
be late.’
She was hastening away, but the mother: ‘Since even those who wander
in the darkness of their own black thoughts can gain by converse a
momentary beam to guide their steps, I pray you sometimes to visit me of
your own accord and when you are at leisure. In years past it was at times
of joy and triumph that you came to this house, and now this is the news
you bring! Foolish are they indeed who trust to fortune! From the time she
was born until his death, her father, who knew his own mind, would have it
that she must go to Court and charged me again and again not to disappoint
his wishes if he were to die. And so, though I thought that the lack of a
guardian would bring her into many difficulties, I was determined to carry
out his desire. At Court she found that favours only too great were to be
hers, and all the while must needs endure in secrecy the tokens of inhuman
malice; till hatred had heaped upon her so heavy a load of cares that she
died as it were murdered. Indeed, the love that in His wisdom He deigned to
show her (or so sometimes it seems to me in the uncomprehending darkness
of my heart) was crueller than indifference.’
So she spoke, till tears would let her speak no more; and now the night
had come.
‘All this’ the girl answered ‘He himself has said; and further: “That
thus against My will and judgment I yielded helplessly to a passion so
reckless that it caused men’s eyes to blink was perhaps decreed for the very
reason that our time was fated to be so short; it was the wild and vehement
passion of those who are marked down for instant separation. And though I
had vowed that none should suffer because of my love, yet in the end she
bore upon her shoulders the heavy hatred of many who thought that for her
sake they had been wronged.”

‘So again and again have I heard the Emperor speak with tears. But
now the night is far spent and I must carry my message to the Palace before
day comes.’
So she, weeping too, spoke as she hurried away. But the sinking moon
was shining in a cloudless sky, and in the grass-clumps that shivered in the
cold wind, bell-crickets tinkled their compelling cry. It was hard to leave
these grass-clumps, and the quiver-bearer’s daughter, loth to ride away,
recited the poem which says ‘Ceaseless as the interminable voices of the
bell-cricket, all night till dawn my tears flow.’ The mother answered ‘Upon
the thickets that teem with myriad insect voices falls the dew of a Cloud
Dweller’s tears’; for the people of the Court are called dwellers above the
clouds. Then she gave the messenger a sash, a comb and other things that
the dead lady had left in her keeping,—gifts from the Emperor which now,
since their use was gone, she sent back to him as mementoes of the past.
The nurse-maids who had come with the boy were depressed not so much at
their mistress’s death as at being suddenly deprived of the daily sights and
sensations of the Palace. They begged to go back at once. But the mother
was determined not to go herself, knowing that she would cut too forlorn a
figure. On the other hand if she parted with the boy, she would be daily in
great anxiety about him. That was why she did not immediately either go
with him herself or send him to the Palace.
The quiver-bearer’s daughter found the Emperor still awake. He was,
upon pretext of visiting the flower-pots in front of the Palace which were
then in full bloom, waiting for her out of doors, while four or five trusted
ladies conversed with him.
At this time it was his wont to examine morning and evening a picture
of The Everlasting Wrong,6 the text written by Teiji no In,7 with poems by
Ise8 and Tsurayuki,9 both in Yamato speech, and in that of the men beyond
the sea, and the story of this poem was the common matter of his talk.
Now he turned to the messenger and asked eagerly for all her news.
And when she had given him a secret and faithful account of the sad place
whence she had come, she handed him the mother’s letter: ‘His Majesty’s
gracious commands I read with reverence deeper than I can express, but
their purport has brought great darkness and confusion to my mind.’ All
this, together with a poem in which she compared her grandchild to a

flower which has lost the tree that sheltered it from the great winds, was so
wild and so ill-writ as only to be suffered from the hand of one whose
sorrow was as yet unhealed.
Again the Emperor strove for self-possession in the presence of his
messenger. But as he pictured to himself the time when the dead lady first
came to him, a thousand memories pressed thick about him, and
recollection linked to recollection carried him onward, till he shuddered to
think how utterly unmarked, unheeded all these hours and days had fled.
At last he said ‘I too thought much and with delight how with most
profit might be fulfilled the wish that her father the Councillor left behind
him; but of that no more. If the young Prince lives occasion may yet be
found.... It is for his long life that we must pray.’
He looked at the presents she had brought back and ‘Would that like the
wizard you had brought a kingfisher-hairpin as token of your visit to the
place where her spirit dwells’ he cried, and recited the poem: Oh for a
master of magic who might go and seek her, and by a message teach me
where her spirit dwells.
For the picture of Kuei-fei, skilful though the painter might be, was but
the work of a brush, and had no living fragrance. And though the poet tells
us that Kuei-fei’s grace was as that of ‘the hibiscus of the Royal Lake or the
willows of the Wei-yang Palace,’ the lady in the picture was all paint and
powder and had a simpering Chinesified air.
But when he thought of the lost lady’s voice and form, he could find
neither in the beauty of flowers nor in the song of birds any fit comparison.
Continually he pined that fate should not have allowed them to fulfil the
vow which morning and evening was ever talked of between them,—the
vow that their lives should be as the twin birds that share a wing, the twin
trees that share a bough. The rustling of the wind, the chirping of an insect
would cast him into the deepest melancholy; and now Kōkiden, who for a
long while had not been admitted to his chamber, must needs sit in the
moonlight making music far on into the night! This evidently distressed him
in the highest degree and those ladies and courtiers who were with him
were equally shocked and distressed on his behalf. But the offending lady
was one who stood much upon her dignity and she was determined to
behave as though nothing of any consequence had taken place in the Palace.

And now the moon had set. The Emperor thought of the girl’s mother
in the house amid the thickets and wondered, making a poem of the
thought, with what feelings she had watched the sinking of the autumn
moon: ‘for even we Men above the Clouds were weeping when it sank.’
He raised the torches high in their sockets and still sat up. But at last he
heard voices coming from the Watch House of the Right and knew that the
hour of the Bull10 had struck. Then, lest he should be seen, he went into his
chamber. He found he could not sleep and was up before daybreak. But, as
though he remembered the words ‘he knew not the dawn was at his
window’ of Ise’s poem,11 he showed little attention to the affairs of his
Morning Audience, scarcely touched his dried rice and seemed but dimly
aware of the viands on the great Table, so that the carvers and waiting-men
groaned to see their Master’s plight; and all his servants, both men and
women kept on whispering to one another ‘What a senseless occupation has
ours become!’ and supposed that he was obeying some extravagant vow.
Regardless of his subjects’ murmurings, he continually allowed his
mind to wander from their affairs to his own, so that the scandal of his
negligence was now as dangerous to the State as it had been before, and
again there began to be whispered references to a certain Emperor of
another land. Thus the months and days passed, and in the end the young
prince arrived at Court. He had grown up to be a child of unrivalled beauty
and the Emperor was delighted with him. In the spring an heir to the Throne
was to be proclaimed and the Emperor was sorely tempted to pass over the
first-born prince in favour of the young child. But there was no one at Court
to support such a choice and it was unlikely that it would be tolerated by the
people; it would indeed bring danger rather than glory to the child. So he
carefully concealed from the world that he had any such design, and gained
great credit, men saying ‘Though he dotes on the boy, there is at least some
limit to his folly.’ And even the great ladies of the Palace became a little
easier in their minds.
The grandmother remained inconsolable, and impatient to set out upon
her search for the place where the dead lady’s spirit dwelt, she soon expired.
Again the Emperor was in great distress; and this time the boy, being now
six years old, understood what had happened and wept bitterly. And often
he spoke sadly of what he had seen when he was brought to visit the poor
dead lady who had for many years been so kind to him. Henceforward he

lived always at the Palace. When he became seven he began to learn his
letters, and his quickness was so unusual that his father was amazed.
Thinking that now no one would have the heart to be unkind to the child,
the Emperor began to take him to the apartments of Kōkiden and the rest,
saying to them ‘Now that his mother is dead I know that you will be nice to
him.’ Thus the boy began to penetrate the Royal Curtain. The roughest
soldier, the bitterest foeman could not have looked on such a child without a
smile, and Kōkiden did not send him away. She had two daughters who
were indeed not such fine children as the little prince. He also played with
the Court Ladies, who, because he was now very pretty and bashful in his
ways, found endless amusement, as indeed did everyone else, in sharing his
games. As for his serious studies, he soon learnt to send the sounds of
zithern and flute flying gaily to the clouds. But if I were to tell you of all his
accomplishments, you would think that he was soon going to become a
bore.
At this time some Koreans came to Court and among them a fortuneteller. Hearing this, the Emperor did not send for them to come to the
Palace, because of the law against the admission of foreigners which was
made by the Emperor Uda.12 But in strict secrecy he sent the Prince to the
Strangers’ quarters. He went under the escort of the Secretary of the Right,
who was to introduce him as his own son. The fortune teller was astonished
by the boy’s lineaments and expressed his surprise by continually nodding
his head: ‘He has the marks of one who might become a Father of the State,
and if this were his fate, he would not stop short at any lesser degree than
that of Mighty King and Emperor of all the land. But when I look again—I
see that confusion and sorrow would attend his reign. But should he become
a great Officer of State and Counsellor of the Realm I see no happy issue,
for he would be defying those kingly signs of which I spoke before.’
The Secretary was a most talented, wise and learned scholar, and now
began to conduct an interesting conversation with the fortune teller. They
exchanged essays and poems, and the fortune-teller made a little speech,
saying ‘It has been a great pleasure to me on the eve of my departure to
meet with a man of capacities so unusual; and though I regret my departure
I shall now take away most agreeable impressions of my visit.’ The little
prince presented him with a very nice verse of poetry, at which he expressed
boundless admiration and offered the boy a number of handsome presents.

In return the Emperor sent him a large reward from the Imperial Treasury.
This was all kept strictly secret. But somehow or other the Heir Apparent’s
grandfather, the Minister of the Right, and others of his party got wind of it
and became very suspicious. The Emperor then sent for native fortunetellers and made trial of them, explaining that because of certain signs
which he had himself observed he had hitherto refrained from making the
boy a prince. With one accord they agreed that he had acted with great
prudence and the Emperor determined not to set the child adrift upon the
world as a prince without royal standing or influence upon the mother’s
side. For he thought ‘My own power is very insecure. I had best set him to
watch on my behalf over the great Officers of State.’ Thinking that he had
thus agreeably settled the child’s future, he set seriously to work upon his
education, and saw to it that he should be made perfect in every branch of
art and knowledge. He showed such aptitude in all his studies that it seemed
a pity he should remain a commoner and as it had been decided that it
would arouse suspicion if he were made a prince, the Emperor consulted
with certain doctors wise in the lore of the planets and phases of the moon.
And they with one accord recommended that he should be made a Member
of the Minamoto (or Gen) Clan. So this was done. As the years went by the
Emperor did not forget his lost lady; and though many women were brought
to the Palace in the hope that he might take pleasure in them, he turned
from them all, believing that there was not in the world any one like her
whom he had lost. There was at that time a lady whose beauty was of great
repute. She was the fourth daughter of the previous Emperor, and it was
said that her mother, the Dowager Empress, had brought her up with
unrivalled care. A certain Dame of the Household, who had served the
former Emperor, was intimately acquainted with the young Princess, having
known her since childhood and still having occasion to observe her from
without. ‘I have served in three courts’ said the Dame ‘and in all that time
have seen none who could be likened to the departed lady, save the daughter
of the Empress Mother. She indeed is a lady of rare beauty.’ So she spoke to
the Emperor, and he, much wondering what truth there was in it, listened
with great attention. The Empress Mother heard of this with great alarm, for
she remembered with what open cruelty the sinister Lady Kōkiden had
treated her former rival, and though she did not dare speak openly of her
fears, she was managing to delay the girl’s presentation, when suddenly she
died.

The Emperor, hearing that the bereaved Princess was in a very desolate
condition, sent word gently telling her that he should henceforward look
upon her as though she were one of the Lady Princesses his daughters. Her
servants and guardians and her brother, Prince Hyōbukyō, thought that life
in the Palace might distract her and would at least be better than the gloomy
desolation of her home, and so they sent her to the Court. She lived in
apartments called Fujitsubo (Wistaria Tub) and was known by this name.
The Emperor could not deny that she bore an astonishing resemblance to
his beloved. She was however of much higher rank, so that everyone was
anxious to please her, and, whatever happened, they were prepared to grant
her the utmost licence: whereas the dead lady had been imperilled by the
Emperor’s favour only because the Court was not willing to accept her.
His old love did not now grow dimmer, and though he sometimes
found solace and distraction in shifting his thoughts from the lady who had
died to the lady who was so much like her, yet life remained for him a sad
business.
Genji (‘he of the Minamoto clan’), as he was now called, was
constantly at the Emperor’s side. He was soon quite at his ease with the
common run of Ladies in Waiting and Ladies of the Wardrobe, so it was not
likely he would be shy with one who was daily summoned to the Emperor’s
apartments. It was but natural that all these ladies should vie eagerly with
one another for the first place in Genji’s affections, and there were many
whom in various ways he admired very much. But most of them behaved in
too grown-up a fashion; only one, the new princess, was pretty and quite
young as well, and though she tried to hide from him, it was inevitable that
they should often meet. He could not remember his mother, but the Dame of
the Household had told him how very like to her the girl was, and this
interested his childish fancy, and he would like to have been her great friend
and lived with her always. One day the Emperor said to her ‘Do not be
unkind to him. He is interested because he has heard that you are so like his
mother. Do not think him impertinent, but behave nicely to him. You are
indeed so like him in look and features that you might well be his mother.’
And so, young though he was, fleeting beauty took its hold upon his
thoughts; he felt his first clear predilection.

Kōkiden had never loved this lady too well, and now her old enmity to
Genji sprang up again; her own children were reckoned to be of quite
uncommon beauty, but in this they were no match for Genji, who was so
lovely a boy that people called him Hikaru Genji or Genji the Shining One;
and Princess Fujitsubo, who also had many admirers, was called Princess
Glittering Sunshine.
Though it seemed a shame to put so lovely a child into man’s dress, he
was now twelve years old and the time for his Initiation was come. The
Emperor directed the preparations with tireless zeal and insisted upon a
magnificence beyond what was prescribed. The Initiation of the Heir
Apparent, which had last year been celebrated in the Southern Hall, was not
a whit more splendid in its preparations. The ordering of the banquets that
were to be given in various quarters, and the work of the Treasurer and
Grain Intendant he supervised in person, fearing lest the officials should be
remiss; and in the end all was perfection. The ceremony took place in the
eastern wing of the Emperor’s own apartments, and the Throne was placed
facing towards the east, with the seats of the Initiate to-be and his Sponsor
(the Minister of the Left) in front.
Genji arrived at the hour of the Monkey.13 He looked very handsome
with his long childish locks, and the Sponsor, whose duty it had just been to
bind them with the purple filet, was sorry to think that all this would soon
be changed and even the Clerk of the Treasury seemed loath to sever those
lovely tresses with the ritual knife. The Emperor, as he watched,
remembered for a moment what pride the mother would have taken in the
ceremony, but soon drove the weak thought from his mind.
Duly crowned, Genji went to his chamber and changing into man’s
dress went down into the courtyard and performed the Dance of Homage,
which he did with such grace that tears stood in every eye. And now the
Emperor, whose grief had of late grown somewhat less insistent, was again
overwhelmed by memories of the past.
It had been feared that his delicate features would show to less
advantage when he had put aside his childish dress; but on the contrary he
looked handsomer than ever.
His sponsor, the Minister of the Left, had an only daughter whose
beauty the Heir Apparent had noticed. But now the father began to think he

would not encourage that match, but would offer her to Genji. He sounded
the Emperor upon this, and found that he would be very glad to obtain for
the boy the advantage of so powerful a connection.
When the courtiers assembled to drink the Love Cup, Genji came and
took his place among the other princes. The Minister of the Left came up
and whispered something in his ear; but the boy blushed and could think of
no reply. A chamberlain now came over to the Minister and brought him a
summons to wait upon His Majesty immediately. When he arrived before
the Throne, a Lady of the Wardrobe handed to him the Great White Inner
Garment and the Maid’s Skirt,14 which were his ritual due as Sponsor to the
Prince. Then, when he had made him drink out of the Royal Cup, the
Emperor recited a poem in which he prayed that the binding of the purple
filet might symbolize the union of their two houses; and the Minister
answered him that nothing should sever this union save the fading of the
purple band. Then he descended the long stairs and from the courtyard
performed the Grand Obeisance.15 Here too were shown the horses from the
Royal Stables and the hawks from the Royal Falconry, that had been
decreed as presents for Genji. At the foot of the stairs the Princes and
Courtiers were lined up to receive their bounties, and gifts of every kind
were showered upon them. That day the hampers and fruit baskets were
distributed in accordance with the Emperor’s directions by the learned
Secretary of the Right, and boxes of cake and presents lay about so thick
that one could scarcely move. Such profusion had not been seen even at the
Heir Apparent’s Initiation.
That night Genji went to the Minister’s house, where his betrothal was
celebrated with great splendour. It was thought that the little Prince looked
somewhat childish and delicate, but his beauty astonished everyone. Only
the bride, who was four years older, regarded him as a mere baby and was
rather ashamed of him.
The Emperor still demanded Genji’s attendance at the Palace, so he did
not set up a house of his own. In his inmost heart he was always thinking
how much nicer she16 was than anyone else, and only wanted to be with
people who were like her, but alas no one was the least like her. Everyone
seemed to make a great deal of fuss about Princess Aoi, his betrothed; but

he could see nothing nice about her. The girl at the Palace now filled all his
childish thoughts and this obsession became a misery to him.
Now that he was a ‘man’ he could no longer frequent the women’s
quarters as he had been wont to do. But sometimes when an entertainment
was a-foot he found comfort in hearing her voice dimly blending with the
sound of zithern or flute and felt his grown-up existence to be unendurable.
After an absence of five or six days he would occasionally spend two or
three at his betrothed’s house. His father-in-law attributing this negligence
to his extreme youth was not at all perturbed and always received him
warmly. Whenever he came the most interesting and agreeable of the young
people of the day were asked to meet him and endless trouble was taken in
arranging games to amuse him.
The Shigeisa, one of the rooms which had belonged to his mother, was
allotted to him as his official quarters in the Palace, and the servants who
had waited on her were now gathered together again and formed his suite.
His grandmother’s house was falling into decay. The Imperial Office of
Works was ordered to repair it. The grouping of the trees and disposition of
the surrounding hills had always made the place delightful. Now the basin
of the lake was widened and many other improvements were carried out. ‘If
only I were going to live here with someone whom I liked,’ thought Genji
sadly.
Some say that the name of Hikaru the Shining One was given to him in
admiration by the Korean fortune-teller.17
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CHAPTER II
THE BROOM-TREE
GENJI the Shining One.... He knew that the bearer of such a name could
not escape much scrutiny and jealous censure and that his lightest dallyings
would be proclaimed to posterity. Fearing then lest he should appear to after
ages as a mere good-for-nothing and trifler, and knowing that (so accursed
is the blabbing of gossips’ tongues) his most secret acts might come to
light, he was obliged always to act with great prudence and to preserve at
least the outward appearance of respectability. Thus nothing really romantic
ever happened to him and Katano no Shōshō1 would have scoffed at his
story.
While he was still a Captain of the Guard and was spending most of his
time at the Palace, his infrequent visits to the Great Hall2 were taken as a
sign that some secret passion had made its imprint on his heart. But in
reality the frivolous, commonplace, straight-ahead amours of his
companions did not in the least interest him, and it was a curious trait in his
character that when on rare occasions, despite all resistance, love did gain a
hold upon him, it was always in the most improbable and hopeless
entanglement that he became involved.
It was the season of the long rains. For many days there had not been a
fine moment and the Court was keeping a strict fast. The people at the Great
Hall were becoming very impatient of Genji’s long residence at the Palace,
but the young lords, who were Court pages, liked waiting upon Genji better
than upon anyone else, always managing to put out his clothes and
decorations in some marvellous new way. Among these brothers his
greatest friend was the Equerry, Tō no Chūjō, with whom above all other
companions of his playtime he found himself familiar and at ease. This lord
too found the house which his father-in-law, the Minister of the Right, had
been at pains to build for him, somewhat oppressive, while at his father’s

house he, like Genji, found the splendours somewhat dazzling, so that he
ended by becoming Genji’s constant companion at Court. They shared both
studies and play and were inseparable companions on every sort of
occasion, so that soon all formalities were dispensed with between them
and the inmost secrets of their hearts freely exchanged.
It was on a night when the rain never ceased its dismal downpour.
There were not many people about in the palace and Genji’s rooms seemed
even quieter than usual. He was sitting by the lamp, looking at various
books and papers. Suddenly he began pulling some letters out of the
drawers of a desk which stood near by. This aroused Tō no Chūjō’s
curiosity. ‘Some of them I can show to you’ said Genji, ‘but there are others
which I had rather....’ ‘It is just those which I want to see. Ordinary,
commonplace letters are very much alike and I do not suppose that yours
differ much from mine. What I want to see are passionate letters written in
moments of resentment, letters hinting consent, letters written at dusk....’
He begged so eagerly that Genji let him examine the drawers. It was
not indeed likely that he had put any very important or secret documents in
the ordinary desk; he would have hidden them away much further from
sight. So he felt sure that the letters in these drawers would be nothing to
worry about. After turning over a few of them, ‘What an astonishing
variety!’ Tō no Chūjō exclaimed and began guessing at the writers’ names,
and made one or two good hits. More often he was wrong and Genji,
amused by his puzzled air, said very little but generally managed to lead
him astray. At last he took the letters back, saying ‘But you too must have a
large collection. Show me some of yours, and my desk will open to you
with better will.’ ‘I have none that you would care to see,’ said Tō no
Chūjō, and he continued: ‘I have at last discovered that there exists no
woman of whom one can say “Here is perfection. This is indeed she.” There
are many who have the superficial art of writing a good running hand, or if
occasion requires of making a quick repartee. But there are few who will
stand the ordeal of any further test. Usually their minds are entirely
occupied by admiration for their own accomplishments, and their abuse of
all rivals creates a most unpleasant impression. Some again are adored by
over-fond parents. These have been since childhood guarded behind lattice
windows3 and no knowledge of them is allowed to reach the outer-world,
save that of their excellence in some accomplishment or art; and this may

indeed sometimes arouse our interest. She is pretty and graceful and has not
yet mixed at all with the world. Such a girl by closely copying some model
and applying herself with great industry will often succeed in really
mastering one of the minor and ephemeral arts. Her friends are careful to
say nothing of her defects and to exaggerate her accomplishments, and
while we cannot altogether trust their praise we cannot believe that their
judgment is entirely astray. But when we take steps to test their statements
we are invariably disappointed.’
He paused, seeming to be slightly ashamed of the cynical tone which
he had adopted, and added ‘I know my experience is not large, but that is
the conclusion I have come to so far.’ Then Genji, smiling: ‘And are there
any who lack even one accomplishment?’ ‘No doubt, but in such a case it is
unlikely that anyone would be successfully decoyed. The number of those
who have nothing to recommend them and of those in whom nothing but
good can be found is probably equal. I divide women into three classes.
Those of high rank and birth are made such a fuss of and their weak points
are so completely concealed that we are certain to be told that they are
paragons. About those of the middle class everyone is allowed to express
his own opinion, and we shall have much conflicting evidence to sift. As for
the lower classes, they do not concern us.’
The completeness with which Tō no Chūjō disposed of the question
amused Genji, who said ‘It will not always be so easy to know into which
of the three classes a woman ought to be put. For sometimes people of high
rank sink to the most abject positions; while others of common birth rise to
be high officers, wear self-important faces, redecorate the inside of their
houses and think themselves as good as anyone. How are we to deal with
such cases?’
At this moment they were joined by Hidari no Uma no Kami and Tō
Shikibu no Jō, who said they had also come to the Palace to keep the fast.
As both of them were great lovers and good talkers, Tō no Chūjō handed
over to them the decision of Genji’s question, and in the discussion which
followed many unflattering things were said. Uma no Kami spoke first.
‘However high a lady may rise, if she does not come of an adequate stock,
the world will think very differently of her from what it would of one born
to such honours; but if through adverse fortune a lady of highest rank finds
herself in friendless misery, the noble breeding of her mind is soon

forgotten and she becomes an object of contempt. I think then that taking all
things into account, we must put such ladies too into the “middle class.” But
when we come to classify the daughters of Zuryō,4 who are sent to labour at
the affairs of distant provinces,—they have such ups and downs that we
may reasonably put them too into the middle class.
‘Then there are Ministers of the third and fourth classes without
Cabinet rank. These are generally thought less of even than the humdrum,
ordinary officials. They are usually of quite good birth, but have much less
responsibility than Ministers of State and consequently much greater peace
of mind. Girls born into such households are brought up in complete
security from want or deprivation of any kind, and indeed often amid
surroundings of the utmost luxury and splendour. Many of them grow up
into women whom it would be folly to despise; some have been admitted at
Court, where they have enjoyed a quite unexpected success. And of this I
could cite many, many instances.’
‘Their success has generally been due to their having a lot of money,’
said Genji smiling. ‘You should have known better than to say that,’ said Tō
no Chūjō, reproving him, and Uma no Kami went on: ‘There are some
whose lineage and reputation are so high that it never occurs to one that
their education could possibly be at fault; yet when we meet them, we find
ourselves exclaiming in despair “How can they have contrived to grow up
like this?”
‘No doubt the perfect woman in whom none of those essentials is
lacking must somewhere exist and it would not startle me to find her. But
she would certainly be beyond the reach of a humble person like myself,
and for that reason I should like to put her in a category of her own and not
to count her in our present classification.
‘But suppose that behind some gateway overgrown with vine-weed, in
a place where no one knows there is a house at all, there should be locked
away some creature of unimagined beauty—with what excitement should
we discover her! The complete surprise of it, the upsetting of all our wise
theories and classifications, would be likely, I think, to lay a strange and
sudden enchantment upon us. I imagine her father rather large and gruff; her
brother, a surly, ill-looking fellow. Locked away in an utterly blank and
uninteresting bed-room she will be subject to odd flights of fancy, so that in

her hands the arts that others learn as trivial accomplishments will seem
strangely full of meaning and importance; or perhaps in some particular art
she will thrill us by her delightful and unexpected mastery. Such a one may
perhaps be beneath the attention of those of you who are of flawless
lineage. But for my part I find it hard to banish her ...’ and here he looked at
Shikibu no Jō, who wondered whether the description had been meant to
apply to his own sisters, but said nothing. ‘If it is difficult to choose even
out of the top class ...’ thought Genji, and began to doze.
He was dressed in a suit of soft white silk, with a rough cloak
carelessly slung over his shoulders, with belt and fastenings untied. In the
light of the lamp against which he was leaning he looked so lovely that one
might have wished he were a girl; and they thought that even Uma no
Kami’s ‘perfect woman,’ whom he had placed in a category of her own,
would not be worthy of such a prince as Genji.
The conversation went on. Many persons and things were discussed.
Uma no Kami contended that perfection is equally difficult to find in other
spheres. The sovereign is hard put to it to choose his ministers. But he at
least has an easier task than the husband, for he does not entrust the affairs
of his kingdom to one, two or three persons alone, but sets up a whole
system of superiors and subordinates.
But when the mistress of a house is to be selected, a single individual
must be found who will combine in her person many diverse qualities. It
will not do to be too exacting. Let us be sure that the lady of our choice
possesses certain tangible qualities which we admire; and if in other ways
she falls short of our ideal, we must be patient and call to mind those
qualities which first induced us to begin our courting.
But even here we must beware; for there are some who in the
selfishness of youth and flawless beauty are determined that not a dust-flick
shall fall upon them. In their letters they choose the most harmless topics,
but yet contrive to colour the very texture of the written signs with a
tenderness that vaguely disquiets us. But such a one, when we have at last
secured a meeting, will speak so low that she can scarcely be heard, and the
few faint sentences that she murmurs beneath her breath serve only to make
her more mysterious than before. All this may seem to be the pretty

shrinking of girlish modesty; but we may later find that what held her back
was the very violence of her passions.
Or again, where all seems plain sailing, the perfect companion will turn
out to be too impressionable and will upon the most inappropriate occasions
display her affections in so ludicrous a way that we begin to wish ourselves
rid of her.
Then there is the zealous house-wife, who regardless of her appearance
twists her hair behind her ears and devotes herself entirely to the details of
our domestic welfare. The husband, in his comings and goings about the
world, is certain to see and hear many things which he cannot discuss with
strangers, but would gladly talk over with an intimate who could listen with
sympathy and understanding, someone who could laugh with him or weep
if need be. It often happens too that some political event will greatly perturb
or amuse him, and he sits apart longing to tell someone about it. He
suddenly laughs at some secret recollection or sighs audibly. But the wife
only says lightly ‘What is the matter?’ and shows no interest.
This is apt to be very trying.
Uma no Kami considered several other cases. But he reached no
definite conclusion and sighing deeply he continued: ‘We will then, as I
have suggested, let birth and beauty go by the board. Let her be the simplest
and most guileless of creatures so long as she is honest and of a peaceable
disposition, that in the end we may not lack a place of trust. And if some
other virtue chances to be hers we shall treasure it as a godsend. But if we
discover in her some small defect, it shall not be too closely scrutinized.
And we may be sure that if she is strong in the virtues of tolerance and
amiability her outward appearance will not be beyond measure harsh.
‘There are those who carry forbearance too far, and affecting not to
notice wrongs which cry out for redress seem to be paragons of misused
fidelity. But suddenly a time comes when such a one can restrain herself no
longer, and leaving behind her a poem couched in pitiful language and
calculated to rouse the most painful sentiments of remorse, she flies to some
remote village in the mountains or some desolate seashore, and for a long
while all trace of her is lost.

‘When I was a boy the ladies-in-waiting used to tell me sad tales of this
kind. I never doubted that the sentiments expressed in them were real, and I
wept profusely. But now I am beginning to suspect that such sorrows are for
the most part affectation. She has left behind her (this lady whom we are
imagining) a husband who is probably still fond of her; she is making
herself very unhappy, and by disappearing in this way is causing him
unspeakable anxiety, perhaps only for the ridiculous purpose of putting his
affection to the test. Then comes along some admiring friend crying “What
a heart! What depth of feeling!” She becomes more lugubrious than ever,
and finally enters a nunnery. When she decided on this step she was
perfectly sincere and had not the slightest intention of ever returning to the
world. Then some female friend hears of it and “Poor thing” she cries; “in
what an agony of mind must she have been to do this!” and visits her in her
cell. When the husband, who has never ceased to mourn for her, hears what
she has become, he bursts into tears, and some servant or old nurse, seeing
this, bustles off to the nunnery with tales of the husband’s despair, and “Oh
Madam, what a shame, what a shame!” Then the nun, forgetting where and
what she is, raises her hand to her head to straighten her hair, and finds that
it has been shorn away. In helpless misery she sinks to the floor, and do
what she will, the tears begin to flow. Now all is lost; for since she cannot at
every moment be praying for strength, there creeps into her mind the sinful
thought that she did ill to become a nun and so often does she commit this
sin that even Buddha must think her wickeder now than she was before she
took her vows; and she feels certain that these terrible thoughts are leading
her soul to the blackest Hell. But if the karma of their past lives should
chance to be strongly weighted against a parting, she will be found and
captured before she has taken her final vows. In such a case their life will
be beyond endurance unless she be fully determined, come good or ill, this
time to close her eyes to all that goes amiss.
‘Again there are others who must needs be forever mounting guard
over their own and their husband’s affections. Such a one, if she sees in him
not a fault indeed but even the slightest inclination to stray, makes a foolish
scene, declaring with indignation that she will have no more to do with him.
‘But even if a man’s fancy should chance indeed to have gone
somewhat astray, yet his earlier affection may still be strong and in the end
will return to its old haunts. Now by her tantrums she has made a rift that

cannot be joined. Whereas she who when some small wrong calls for silent
rebuke, shows by a glance that she is not unaware; but when some large
offence demands admonishment knows how to hint without severity, will
end by standing in her master’s affections better than ever she stood before.
For often the sight of our own forbearance will give our neighbour strength
to rule his mutinous affections.
‘But she whose tolerance and forgiveness know no bounds, though this
may seem to proceed from the beauty and amiability of her disposition, is in
fact displaying the shallowness of her feeling: “The unmoored boat must
needs drift with the stream.” Are you not of this mind?’
Tō no Chūjō nodded. ‘Some’ he said ‘have imagined that by arousing a
baseless suspicion in the mind of the beloved we can revive a waning
devotion. But this experiment is very dangerous. Those who recommend it
are confident that so long as resentment is groundless one need only suffer
it in silence and all will soon be well. I have observed however that this is
by no means the case.
‘But when all is said and done, there can be no greater virtue in woman
than this: that she should with gentleness and forbearance meet every wrong
whatsoever that falls to her share.’ He thought as he said this of his own
sister, Princess Aoi; but was disappointed and piqued to discover that Genji,
whose comments he awaited, was fast asleep.
Uma no Kami was an expert in such discussions and now stood
preening his feathers. Tō no Chūjō was disposed to hear what more he had
to say and was now at pains to humour and encourage him.
‘It is with women’ said Uma no Kami ‘as it is with the works of
craftsmen. The wood-carver can fashion whatever he will. Yet his products
are but toys of the moment, to be glanced at in jest, not fashioned according
to any precept or law. When times change, the carver too will change his
style and make new trifles to hit the fancy of the passing day. But there is
another kind of artist, who sets more soberly about his work, striving to
give real beauty to the things which men actually use and to give to them
the shapes which tradition has ordained. This maker of real things must not
for a moment be confused with the carver of idle toys.

‘In the Painters’ Workshop too there are many excellent artists chosen
for their proficiency in ink-drawing; and indeed they are all so clever it is
hard to set one above the other. But all of them are at work on subjects
intended to impress and surprise. One paints the Mountain of Hōrai; another
a raging sea-monster riding a storm; another, ferocious animals from the
Land beyond the sea, or faces of imaginary demons. Letting their fancy run
wildly riot they have no thought of beauty, but only of how best they may
astonish the beholder’s eye. And though nothing in their pictures is real, all
is probable. But ordinary hills and rivers, just as they are, houses such as
you may see anywhere, with all their real beauty and harmony of form—
quietly to draw such scenes as this, or to show what lies behind some
intimate hedge that is folded away far from the world, and thick trees upon
some unheroic hill, and all this with befitting care for composition,
proportion, and the like,—such works demand the highest master’s utmost
skill and must needs draw the common craftsman into a thousand blunders.
So too in handwriting, we see some who aimlessly prolong their cursive
strokes this way or that, and hope their flourishes will be mistaken for
genius. But true penmanship preserves in every letter its balance and form,
and though at first some letters may seem but half-formed, yet when we
compare them with the copy-books we find that there is nothing at all
amiss.
‘So it is in these trifling matters. And how much the more in judging of
the human heart should we distrust all fashionable airs and graces, all tricks
and smartness, learnt only to please the outward gaze! This I first
understood some while ago, and if you will have patience with me I will tell
you the story.’
So saying, he came and sat a little closer to them, and Genji woke up.
Tō no Chūjō, in wrapt attention, was sitting with his cheek propped upon
his hand. Uma no Kami’s whole speech that night was indeed very much
like a chaplain’s sermon about the ways of the world, and was rather
absurd. But upon such occasions as this we are easily led on into discussing
our own ideas and most private secrets without the least reserve.
‘It happened when I was young, and in an even more humble position
than I am to-day’ Uma no Kami continued. ‘I was in love with a girl who
(like the drudging, faithful wife of whom I spoke a little while ago) was not
a full-sail beauty; and I in my youthful vanity thought she was all very well

for the moment, but would never do for the wife of so fine a fellow as I. She
made an excellent companion in times when I was at a loose end; but she
was of a disposition so violently jealous, that I could have put up with a
little less devotion if only she had been somewhat less fiercely ardent and
exacting.
‘Thus I kept thinking, vexed by her unrelenting suspicions. But then I
would remember her ceaseless devotion to the interests of one who was
after all a person of no account, and full of remorse I made sure that with a
little patience on my part she would one day learn to school her jealousy.
‘It was her habit to minister to my smallest wants even before I was
myself aware of them; whatever she felt was lacking in her she strove to
acquire, and where she knew that in some quality of mind she still fell
behind my desires, she was at pains never to show her deficiency in such a
way as might vex me. Thus in one way or another she was always busy in
forwarding my affairs, and she hoped that if all down to the last dew drop
(as they say) were conducted as I should wish, this would be set down to
her credit and help to balance the defects in her person which meek and
obliging as she might be could not (she fondly imagined) fail to offend me;
and at this time she even hid herself from strangers lest their poor opinion
of her looks should put me out of countenance.
‘I meanwhile, becoming used to her homely looks, was well content
with her character, save for this one article of jealousy; and here she showed
no amendment. Then I began to think to myself “Surely, since she seems so
anxious to please, so timid, there must be some way of giving her a fright
which will teach her a lesson, so that for a while at least we may have a
respite from this accursed business.” And though I knew it would cost me
dear, I determined to make a pretence of giving her up, thinking that since
she was so fond of me this would be the best way to teach her a lesson.
Accordingly I behaved with the greatest coldness to her, and she as usual
began her jealous fit and behaved with such folly that in the end I said to
her, “If you want to be rid for ever of one who loves you dearly, you are
going the right way about it by all these endless poutings over nothing at
all. But if you want to go on with me, you must give up suspecting some
deep intrigue each time you fancy that I am treating you unkindly. Do this,
and you may be sure I shall continue to love you dearly. It may well be that
as time goes on, I shall rise a little higher in the world and then....”

‘I thought I had managed matters very cleverly, though perhaps in the
heat of the moment I might have spoken somewhat too roughly. She smiled
faintly and answered that if it were only a matter of bearing for a while with
my failures and disappointments, that did not trouble her at all, and she
would gladly wait till I became a person of consequence. “But it is a hard
task” she said “to go on year after year enduring your coldness and waiting
the time when you will at last learn to behave to me with some decency;
and therefore I agree with you that the time has come when we had better
go each his own way.” Then in a fit of wild and uncontrollable jealousy she
began to pour upon me a torrent of bitter reproaches, and with a woman’s
savagery she suddenly seized my little finger and bit deep into it. The
unexpected pain was difficult to bear, but composing myself I said
tragically “Now you have put this mark upon me I shall get on worse than
ever in polite society; as for promotion, I shall be considered a disgrace to
the meanest public office and unable to cut a genteel figure in any capacity,
I shall be obliged to withdraw myself completely from the world. You and I
at any rate shall certainly not meet again,” and bending my injured finger as
I turned to go, I recited the verse “As on bent hand I count the times that we
have met, it is not one finger only that bears witness to my pain.” And she,
all of a sudden bursting into tears ... “If still in your heart only you look for
pains to count, then were our hands best employed in parting.” After a few
more words I left her, not for a moment thinking that all was over.
‘Days went by, and no news. I began to be restless. One night when I
had been at the Palace for the rehearsal of the Festival music, heavy sleet
was falling; and I stood at the spot where those of us who came from the
Palace had dispersed, unable to make up my mind which way to go. For in
no direction had I anything which could properly be called a home. I might
of course take a room in the Palace precincts; but I shivered to think of the
cheerless grandeur that would surround me. Suddenly I began to wonder
what she was thinking, how she was looking; and brushing the snow off my
shoulders, I set out for her house. I own I felt uneasy; but I thought that
after so long a time her anger must surely have somewhat abated. Inside the
room a lamp showed dimly, turned to the wall. Some undergarments were
hung out upon a large, warmly-quilted couch, the bed-hangings were drawn
up, and I made sure that she was for some reason actually expecting me. I
was priding myself on having made so lucky a hit, when suddenly, “Not at
home!”; and on questioning the maid I learnt that she had but that very

night gone to her parents’ home, leaving only a few necessary servants
behind. The fact that she had till now sent no poem or conciliatory message
seemed to show some hardening of heart, and had already disquieted me.
Now I began to fear that her accursed suspiciousness and jealousy had but
been a stratagem to make me grow weary of her, and though I could recall
no further proof of this I fell into great despair. And to show her that,
though we no longer met, I still thought of her and planned for her, I got her
some stuff for a dress, choosing a most delightful and unusual shade of
colour, and a material that I knew she would be glad to have. “For after all”
I thought “she cannot want to put me altogether out of her head.” When I
informed her of this purchase she did not rebuff me nor make any attempt to
hide from me, but to all my questions she answered quietly and
composedly, without any sign that she was ashamed of herself.
‘At last she told me that if I went on as before, she could never forgive
me; but if I would promise to live more quietly she would take me back
again. Seeing that she still hankered after me I determined to school her a
little further yet, and said that I could make no conditions and must be free
to live as I chose. So the tug of war went on; but it seems that it hurt her far
more than I knew, for in a little while she fell into a decline and died,
leaving me aghast at the upshot of my wanton game. And now I felt that,
whatever faults she might have had, her devotion alone would have made
her a fit wife for me. I remembered how both in trivial talk and in
consideration of important matters she had never once shown herself at a
loss, how in the dyeing of brocades she rivalled the Goddess of Tatsuta who
tints the autumn leaves, and how in needlework and the like she was not
less skilful than Tanabata, the Weaving-lady of the sky.’
Here he stopped, greatly distressed at the recollection of the lady’s
many talents and virtues.
‘The Weaving-lady and the Herd boy’ said Tō no Chūjō ‘enjoy a love
that is eternal. Had she but resembled the Divine Sempstress in this, you
would not, I think, have minded her being a little less skilful with her
needle. I wonder that with this rare creature in mind you pronounce the
world to be so blank a place.’
‘Listen’ replied Uma no Kami ‘About the same time there was another
lady whom I used to visit. She was of higher birth than the first; her skill in

poetry, cursive writing, and lute-playing, her readiness of hand and tongue
were all marked enough to show that she was not a woman of trivial nature;
and this indeed was allowed by those who knew her. To add to this she was
not ill-looking and sometimes, when I needed a rest from my unhappy
persecutress, I used to visit her secretly. In the end I found that I had fallen
completely in love with her. After the death of the other I was in great
distress. But it was no use brooding over the past and I began to visit my
new lady more and more often. I soon came to the conclusion that she was
frivolous and I had no confidence that I should have liked what went on
when I was not there to see. I now visited her only at long intervals and at
last decided that she had another lover.
‘It was during the Godless Month,5 on a beautiful moonlight night. As I
was leaving the Palace I met a certain young courtier, who, when I told him
that I was driving out to spend the night at the Dainagon’s, said that my way
was his and joined me. The road passed my lady’s house and here it was
that he alighted, saying that he had an engagement which he should have
been very sorry not to fulfil. The wall was half in ruins and through its gaps
I saw the shadowy waters of the lake. It would not have been easy (for even
the moonbeams seemed to loiter here!) to hasten past so lovely a place, and
when he left his coach I too left mine.
‘At once this man (whom I now knew to be that other lover whose
existence I had guessed) went and sat unconcernedly on the bamboo
skirting of the portico and began to gaze at the moon. The chrysanthemums
were just in full bloom, the bright fallen leaves were tumbling and tussling
in the wind. It was indeed a scene of wonderful beauty that met our eyes.
Presently he took a flute out of the folds of his dress and began to play upon
it. Then putting the flute aside, he began to murmur “Sweet is the shade”6
and other catches. Soon a pleasant-sounding native zithern7 began to tune
up somewhere within the house and an ingenious accompaniment was fitted
to his careless warblings. Her zithern was tuned to the autumn-mode, and
she played with so much tenderness and feeling that though the music came
from behind closed shutters it sounded quite modern and passionate,8 and
well accorded with the soft beauty of the moonlight. The courtier was
ravished, and as he stepped forward to place himself right under her
window he turned to me and remarked in a self-satisfied way that among

the fallen leaves no other footstep had left its mark. Then plucking a
chrysanthemum, he sang:
Strange that the music of your lute,
These matchless flowers and all the beauty of the night,
Have lured no other feet to linger at your door!

and then, beseeching her pardon for his halting verses, he begged her to
play again while one was still near who longed so passionately to hear her.
When he had paid her many other compliments, the lady answered in an
affected voice with the verse:
Would that I had some song that might detain
The flute that blends its note
With the low rustling of the autumn leaves.

and after these blandishments, still unsuspecting, she took up the thirteenstringed lute, and tuning it to the Banjiki mode9 she clattered at the strings
with all the frenzy that fashion now demands. It was a fine performance no
doubt, but I cannot say that it made a very agreeable impression upon me.
‘A man may amuse himself well enough by trifling from time to time
with some lady at the Court; will get what pleasure he can out of it while he
is with her and not trouble his head about what goes on when he is not
there. This lady too I only saw from time to time, but such was her situation
that I had once fondly imagined myself the only occupant of her thoughts.
However that night’s work dissolved the last shred of my confidence, and I
never saw her again.
‘These two experiences, falling to my lot while I was still so young,
early deprived me of any hope from women. And since that time my view
of them has but grown the blacker. No doubt to you at your age they seem
very entrancing, these “dew-drops on the grass that fall if they are touched,”
these “glittering hailstones that melt if gathered in the hand.” But when you
are a little older you will think as I do. Take my advice in this at least;
beware of caressing manners and soft, entangling ways. For if you are so
rash as to let them lead you astray, you will soon find yourselves cutting a
very silly figure in the world.’
Tō no Chūjō as usual nodded his assent, and Genji’s smile seemed such
as to show that he too accepted Uma no Kami’s advice. ‘Your two stories
were certainly very dismal’ he said, laughing. And here Tō no Chūjō

interposed: ‘I will tell you a story about myself. There was a lady whose
acquaintance I was obliged to make with great secrecy. But her beauty well
rewarded my pains, and though I had no thought of making her my wife I
grew so fond of her that I soon found I could not put her out of my head and
she seemed to have complete confidence in me. Such confidence indeed
that when from time to time I was obliged to behave in such a way as might
well have aroused her resentment, she seemed not to notice that anything
was amiss, and even when I neglected her for many weeks, she treated me
as though I were still coming every day. In the end indeed I found this
readiness to receive me whenever and however I came very painful, and
determined for the future to merit her strange confidence.
‘Her parents were dead and this was perhaps why, since I was all she
had in the world, she treated me with such loving meekness, despite the
many wrongs I did her. I must own that my resolution did not last long, and
I was soon neglecting her worse than before. During this time (I did not
hear of it till afterwards) someone who had discovered our friendship began
to send her veiled messages which cruelly frightened and distressed her.
Knowing nothing of the trouble she was in, although I often thought of her I
neither came nor wrote to her for a long while. Just when she was in her
worst despair a child was born, and at last in her distress she plucked a
blossom of the flower that is called “Child of my Heart” and sent it to me.’
And here Tō no Chūjō’s eyes filled with tears.
‘Well’ said Genji ‘and did she write a message to go with it?’ ‘Oh
nothing very out-of-the-ordinary’ said Tō no Chūjō. ‘She wrote: “Though
tattered be the hillman’s hedge, deign sometimes to look with kindness
upon the Child-flower that grows so sweetly there.” This brought me to her
side. As usual she did not reproach me, but she looked sad enough, and
when I considered the dreary desolation of this home where every object
wore an aspect no less depressing than the wailing voices of the crickets in
the grass, she seemed to me like some unhappy princess in an ancient story,
and wishing her to feel that it was for the mother’s sake and not the child’s
that I had come, I answered with a poem in which I called the Child-flower
by its other name “Bed-flower,” and she replied with a poem that darkly
hinted at the cruel tempest which had attended this Bed-flower’s birth. She
spoke lightly and did not seem to be downright angry with me; and when a
few tears fell she was at great pains to hide them, and seemed more

distressed at the thought that I might imagine her to be unhappy than
actually resentful of my conduct towards her. So I went away with an easy
mind and it was some while before I came again. When at last I returned
she had utterly disappeared, and if she is alive she must be living a
wretched vagrant life. If while I still loved her she had but shown some
outward sign of her resentment, she would not have ended thus as an
outcast and wanderer; for I should never have dared to leave her so long
neglected, and might in the end have acknowledged her and made her mine
forever. The child too was a sweet creature, and I have spent much time in
searching for them, but still without success.
‘It is, I fear, as sorrowful a tale as that which Uma no Kami has told
you. I, unfaithful, thought that I was not missed; and she, still loved, was in
no better case than one whose love is not returned. I indeed am fast
forgetting her; but she, it may be, cannot put me out of her mind and I fear
there may be nights when thoughts that she would gladly banish burn
fiercely in her breast; for now I fancy she must be living a comfortless and
unprotected life.’
‘When all is said and done’ said Uma no Kami ‘my friend, though I
pine for her now that she is gone, was a sad plague to me while I had her,
and we must own that such a one will in the end be sure to make us wish
ourselves well rid of her. The zithern-player had much talent to her credit,
but was a great deal too light-headed. And your diffident lady, Tō no Chūjō,
seems to me to be a very suspicious case. The world appears to be so
constructed that we shall in the end be always at a loss to make a reasoned
choice; despite all our picking, sifting and comparing we shall never
succeed in finding this in all ways and to all lengths adorable and
impeccable female.’
‘I can only suggest the Goddess Kichijō’10 said Tō no Chūjō ‘and I fear
that intimacy with so holy and majestic a being might prove to be
impracticable.’
At this they all laughed and Tō no Chūjō continued: ‘But now it is
Shikibu’s turn and he is sure to give us something entertaining. Come
Shikibu, keep the ball rolling!’ ‘Nothing of interest ever happens to humble
folk like myself’ said Shikibu; but Tō no Chūjō scolded him for keeping
them waiting and after reflecting for a while which anecdote would best suit

the company, he began: ‘While I was still a student at the University, I came
across a woman who was truly a prodigy of intelligence. One of Uma no
Kami’s demands she certainly fulfilled, for it was possible to discuss with
her to advantage both public matters and the proper handling of one’s
private affairs. But not only was her mind capable of grappling with any
problems of this kind; she was also so learned that ordinary scholars found
themselves, to their humiliation, quite unable to hold their own against her.
‘I was taking lessons from her father, who was a Professor. I had heard
that he had several daughters, and some accidental circumstance made it
necessary for me to exchange a word or two with one of them who turned
out to be the learned prodigy of whom I have spoken. The father, hearing
that we had been seen together, came up to me with a wine-cup in his hand
and made an allusion to the poem of The Two Wives.11 Unfortunately I did
not feel the least inclination towards the lady. However I was very civil to
her; upon which she began to take an affectionate interest in me and lost no
opportunity of displaying her talents by giving me the most elaborate advice
how best I might advance my position in the world. She sent me marvellous
letters written in a very far-fetched epistolary style and entirely in Chinese
characters; in return for which I felt bound to visit her, and by making her
my teacher I managed to learn how to write Chinese poems. They were
wretched, knock-kneed affairs, but I am still grateful to her for it. She was
not however at all the sort of woman whom I should have cared to have as a
wife, for though there may be certain disadvantages in marrying a complete
dolt, it is even worse to marry a blue-stocking. Still less do princes like you
and Genji require so huge a stock of intellect and erudition for your
support! Let her but be one to whom the karma of our past lives draws us in
natural sympathy, what matter if now and again her ignorance distresses us?
Come to that, even men seem to me to get along very well without much
learning.’
Here he stopped, but Genji and the rest, wishing to hear the end of the
story, cried out that for their part they found her a most interesting woman.
Shikibu protested that he did not wish to go on with the story, but at last
after much coaxing, pulling a comical wry face he continued: ‘I had not
seen her for a long time. When at last some accident took me to the house,
she did not receive me with her usual informality but spoke to me from
behind a tiresome screen. Ha, Ha, thought I foolishly, she is sulking; now is

the time to have a scene and break with her. I might have known that she
was not so little of a philosopher as to sulk about trifles; she prided herself
on knowing the ways of the world and my inconstancy did not in the least
disturb her.
‘She told me (speaking without the slightest tremor) that having had a
bad cold for some weeks she had taken a strong garlic-cordial, which had
made her breath smell rather unpleasant and that for this reason she could
not come very close to me. But if I had any matter of special importance to
discuss with her she was quite prepared to give me her attention. All this
she had expressed with solemn literary perfection. I could think of no
suitable reply, and with an “at your service” I rose to go. Then, feeling that
the interview had not been quite a success, she added, raising her voice
“Please come again when my breath has lost its smell.” I could not pretend I
had not heard. I had however no intention of prolonging my visit,
particularly as the odour was now becoming definitely unpleasant, and
looking cross I recited the acrostic “On this night marked by the strange
behaviour of the spider, how foolish to bid me come back to-morrow”12 and
calling over my shoulder “There is no excuse for you”! I ran out of the
room. But she, following me “If night by night and every night we met, in
daytime too I should grow bold to meet you face to face.” Here in the
second sentence she had cleverly concealed the meaning “If I had had any
reason to expect you, I should not have eaten garlic.”’
‘What a revolting story’ cried the young princes, and then, laughing,
‘He must have invented it.’ ‘Such a woman is quite incredible; it must have
been some sort of ogress. You have shocked us, Shikibu!’ and they looked
at him with disapproval. ‘You must try to tell us a better story than that.’ ‘I
do not see how any story could be better’ said Shikibu, and left the room.
‘There is a tendency among men as well as women’ said Uma no Kami
‘so soon as they have acquired a little knowledge of some kind, to want to
display it to the best advantage. To have mastered all the difficulties in the
Three Histories and Five Classics is no road to amiability. But even a
woman cannot afford to lack all knowledge of public and private affairs.
Her best way will be without regular study to pick up a little here and a
little there, merely by keeping her eyes and ears open. Then, if she has her
wits at all about her, she will soon find that she has amassed a surprising
store of information. Let her be content with this and not insist upon

cramming her letters with Chinese characters which do not at all accord
with her feminine style of composition, and will make the recipient exclaim
in despair “If only she could contrive to be a little less mannish!” And many
of these characters, to which she intended the colloquial pronunciation to be
given, are certain to be read as Chinese, and this will give the whole
composition an even more pedantic sound than it deserves. Even among our
ladies of rank and fashion there are many of this sort, and there are others
who, wishing to master the art of verse-making, in the end allow it to
master them, and, slaves to poetry, cannot resist the temptation, however
urgent the business they are about or however inappropriate the time, to
make use of some happy allusion which has occurred to them, but must
needs fly to their desks and work it up into a poem. On festival days such a
woman is very troublesome. For example on the morning of the Iris
Festival, when everyone is busy making ready to go to the temple, she will
worry them by stringing together all the old tags about the “matchless
root”13 or on the 9th day of the 9th month, when everyone is busy thinking
out some difficult Chinese poem to fit the rhymes which have been
prescribed, she begins making metaphors about the “dew on the
chrysanthemums,” thus diverting our attention from the far more important
business which is in hand. At another time we might have found these
compositions quite delightful; but by thrusting them upon our notice at
inconvenient moments, when we cannot give them proper attention, she
makes them seem worse than they really are. For in all matters we shall best
commend ourselves if we study men’s faces to read in them the “Why so?”
or the “As you will” and do not, regardless of times and circumstances,
demand an interest and sympathy that they have not leisure to give.
‘Sometimes indeed a woman should even pretend to know less than she
knows, or say only a part of what she would like to say....’
All this while Genji, though he had sometimes joined in the
conversation, had in his heart of hearts been thinking of one person only,
and the more he thought the less could he find a single trace of those
shortcomings and excesses which, so his friends had declared, were
common to all women. ‘There is no one like her’ he thought, and his heart
was very full. The conversation indeed had not brought them to a definite
conclusion, but it had led to many curious anecdotes and reflections. So
they passed the night, and at last, for a wonder, the weather had improved.

After this long residence at the Palace Genji knew he would be expected at
the Great Hall and set out at once. There was in Princess Aoi’s air and dress
a dignified precision which had something in it even of stiffness; and in the
very act of reflecting that she, above all women, was the type of that singlehearted and devoted wife whom (as his friends had said last night) no
sensible man would lightly offend, he found himself oppressed by the very
perfection of her beauty, which seemed only to make all intimacy with her
the more impossible.
He turned to Lady Chūnagon, to Nakatsukasa and other attendants of
the common sort who were standing near and began to jest with them. The
day was now very hot, but they thought that flushed cheeks became Prince
Genji very well. Aoi’s father came, and standing behind the curtain, began
to converse very amiably. Genji, who considered the weather too hot for
visits, frowned, at which the ladies-in-waiting tittered. Genji, making
furious signs at them to be quiet, flung himself on to a divan. In fact, he
behaved far from well.
It was now growing dark. Someone said that the position of the Earth
would make it unlucky for the Prince to go back to the Palace that
night; and another: ‘You are right. It is now set dead against him.’ ‘But my
own palace is in the same direction!’ cried Genji. ‘How vexing! where then
shall I go?’ and promptly fell asleep. The ladies-in-waiting however, agreed
that it was a very serious matter and began discussing what could be done.
‘There is Ki no Kami’s house’ said one. This Ki no Kami was one of
Genji’s gentlemen in waiting. ‘It is in the Middle River’ she went on; ‘and
delightfully cool and shady, for they have lately dammed the river and made
it flow right through the garden.’ ‘That sounds very pleasant’ said Genji,
waking up, ‘besides they are the sort of people who would not mind one’s
driving right in at the front gate, if one had a mind to.’15
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He had many friends whose houses lay out of the unlucky direction.
But he feared that if he went to one of them, Aoi would think that, after
absenting himself so long, he was now merely using the Earth Star as an
excuse for returning to more congenial company. He therefore broached the
matter to Ki no Kami, who accepted the proposal, but stepping aside
whispered to his companions that his father Iyo no Kami, who was absent
on service, had asked him to look after his young wife.16 ‘I am afraid we

have not sufficient room in the house to entertain him as I could wish.’
Genji overhearing this, strove to reassure him, saying ‘It will be a pleasure
to me to be near the lady. A visit is much more agreeable when there is a
hostess to welcome us. Find me some corner behind her partition...!’ ‘Even
then, I fear you may not find ...’ but breaking off Ki no Kami sent a runner
to his house, with orders to make ready an apartment for the Prince.
Treating a visit to so humble a house as a matter of no importance, he
started at once, without even informing the Minister, and taking with him
only a few trusted body-servants. Ki no Kami protested against the
precipitation, but in vain.
The servants dusted and aired the eastern side-chamber of the Central
Hall and here made temporary quarters for the Prince. They were at pains to
improve the view from his windows, for example by altering the course of
certain rivulets. They set up a rustic wattled hedge and filled the borders
with the choicest plants. The low humming of insects floated on the cool
breeze; numberless fireflies wove inextricable mazes in the air. The whole
party settled down near where the moat flowed under the covered bridge
and began to drink wine.
Ki no Kami went off in a great bustle, saying that he must find them
something to eat. Genji, quietly surveying the scene, decided this was one
of those middle-class families which in last night’s conversation had been
so highly commended. He remembered that he had heard the lady who was
staying in the house well spoken of and was curious to see her. He listened
and thought that there seemed to be people in the western wing. There was
a soft rustling of skirts, and from time to time the sound of young and by no
means disagreeable voices. They did not seem to be much in earnest in their
efforts to make their whispering and laughter unheard, for soon one of them
opened the sliding window. But Ki no Kami crying ‘What are you thinking
of?’ crossly closed it again. The light of a candle in the room filtered
through a crack in the paper-window. Genji edged slightly closer to the
window in the hope of being able to see through the crack, but found that he
could see nothing. He listened for a while, and came to the conclusion that
they were sitting in the main women’s apartments, out of which the little
front room opened. They were speaking very low, but he could catch
enough of it to make out that they were talking about him.

‘What a shame that a fine young Prince should be taken so young and
settled down for ever with a lady that was none of his choosing!’
‘I understand that marriage does not weigh very heavily upon him’ said
another. This probably meant nothing in particular, but Genji, who
imagined they were talking about what was uppermost in his own mind,
was appalled at the idea that his relations with Lady Fujitsubo were about to
be discussed. How could they have found out? But the subsequent
conversation of the ladies soon showed that they knew nothing of the matter
at all, and Genji stopped listening. Presently he heard them trying to repeat
the poem which he had sent with a nose-gay of morning-glory to Princess
Asagao, daughter of Prince Momozono.17 But they got the lines rather
mixed up, and Genji began to wonder whether the lady’s appearance would
turn out to be on a level with her knowledge of prosody.
At this moment Ki no Kami came in with a lamp which he hung on the
wall. Having carefully trimmed it, he offered Genji a tray of fruit. This was
all rather dull and Genji by a quotation from an old folk-song hinted that he
would like to meet Ki no Kami’s other guests. The hint was not taken. Genji
began to doze, and his attendants sat silent and motionless.
There were in the room several charming boys, sons of Ki no Kami,
some of whom Genji already knew as pages at the Palace. There were also
numerous sons of Iyo no Kami; with them was a boy of twelve or thirteen
who particularly caught Genji’s fancy. He began asking whose sons the
boys were, and when he came to this one Ki no Kami replied ‘he is the
youngest son of the late Chūnagon, who loved him dearly, but died while
this boy was still a child. His sister married my father and that is why he is
living here. He is quick at his books, and we hope one day to send him to
Court, but I fear that his lack of influence....’
‘Poor child!’ said Genji. ‘His sister, then, is your step-mother, is that
not so? How strange that you should stand in this relationship with so
young a girl! And now I come to think of it there was some talk once of her
being presented at Court, and I once heard the Emperor asking what had
become of her. How changeable are the fortunes of the world.’ He was
trying to talk in a very grown-up way.
‘Indeed, Sir’ answered Ki no Kami, ‘her subsequent state was humbler
than she had reason to expect. But such is our mortal life. Yes, yes, and such

has it always been. We have our ups and downs—and the women even
more than the men.’
Genji: ‘But your father no doubt makes much of her?’
Ki no Kami: ‘Makes much of her indeed! You may well say so. She
rules his house, and he dotes on her in so wholesale and extravagant a
fashion that all of us (and I among the foremost) have had occasion before
now to call him to order, but he does not listen.’
Genji: ‘How comes it then that he has left her behind in the house of a
fashionable young Courtier? For he looks like a man of prudence and good
sense. But pray, where is she now?’
Ki no Kami: ‘The ladies have been ordered to retire to the common
room, but they have not yet finished all their preparations.’
Genji’s followers, who had drunk heavily, were now all lying fast
asleep on the verandah. He was alone in his room, but could not get to
sleep. Having at last dozed for a moment, he woke suddenly and noticed
that someone was moving behind the paper-window of the back wall. This,
he thought, must be where she is hiding, and faintly curious he sauntered in
that direction and stood listening. ‘Where are you?’ I say ‘Where are you?’
whispered someone in a quaint, hoarse voice, which seemed to be that of
the boy whom Genji had noticed earlier in the evening. ‘I am lying over
here’ another voice answered. ‘Has the stranger gone to sleep yet? His room
must be quite close to this; but all the same how far off he seems!’ Her
sleepy voice was so like the boy’s, that Genji concluded this must be his
sister.
‘He is sleeping in the wing, I saw him to-night. All that we have heard
of him is true enough. He is as handsome as can be’ whispered the boy. ‘I
wish it were to-morrow; I want to see him properly’ she answered drowsily,
her voice seeming to come from under the bed clothes. Genji was rather
disappointed that she did not ask more questions about him. Presently he
heard the boy saying ‘I am going to sleep over in the corner-room. How bad
the light is’ and he seemed to be trimming the lamp. His sister’s bed
appeared to be in the corner opposite the paper-window. ‘Where is Chūjō?’
she called. ‘I am frightened, I like to have someone close to me.’ ‘Madam’
answered several voices from the servants’ room, ‘she is taking her bath in

the lower house. She will be back presently.’ When all was quiet again,
Genji slipped back the bolt and tried the door. It was not fastened on the
other side. He found himself in an ante-room with a screen at the end,
beyond which a light glimmered. In the half-darkness he could see clothes
boxes and trunks strewn about in great disorder. Quietly threading his way
among them, he entered the inner room from which the voices had
proceeded. One very minute figure was couched there who, to Genji’s slight
embarrassment, on hearing his approach pushed aside the cloak which
covered her, thinking that he was the maid for whom she had sent. ‘Madam,
hearing you call for Chūjō18 I thought that I might now put at your service
the esteem in which I have long secretly held you.’ The lady could make
nothing of all this, and terrified out of her wits tried hard to scream. But no
sound came, for she had buried her face in the bed clothes.
‘Please listen’ said Genji. ‘This sudden intrusion must of course seem
to you very impertinent. You do not know that for years I have waited for
an occasion to tell you how much I like and admire you, and if to-night I
could not resist the temptation of paying this secret visit, pray take the
strangeness of my behaviour as proof of my impatience to pay a homage
that has long been due.’ He spoke so courteously and gently and looked so
kind that not the devil himself would have taken umbrage at his presence.
But feeling that the situation was not at all a proper one for a married lady
she said (without much conviction) ‘I think you have made a mistake.’ She
spoke very low. Her bewildered air made her all the more attractive, and
Genji, enchanted by her appearance, hastened to answer: ‘Indeed I have
made no mistake; rather, with no guide but a long-felt deference and
esteem, I have found my way unerringly to your side. But I see that the
suddenness of my visit has made you distrust my purpose. Let me tell you
then that I have no evil intentions and seek only for someone to talk with
me for a while about a matter which perplexes me.’ So saying he took her
up in his arms (for she was very small) and was carrying her through the
ante-room when suddenly Chūjō, the servant for whom she had sent before,
entered the bedroom. Genji gave an astonished cry and the maid, wondering
who could have entered the ante-room, began groping her way towards
them. But coming closer she recognized by the rich perfume of his dress
that this could be none other than the Prince. And though she was sorely
puzzled to know what was afoot, she dared not say a word. Had he been an
ordinary person, she would soon have had him by the ears. ‘Nay’ she

thought ‘even if he were not a Prince I should do best to keep my hands off
him; for the more stir one makes, the more tongues wag. But if I should
touch this fine gentleman ...,’ and all in a flutter she found herself
obediently following Genji to his room. Here he calmly closed the door
upon her, saying as he did so ‘You will come back to fetch your mistress in
the morning.’ Utsusemi herself was vexed beyond measure at being thus
disposed of in the presence of her own waiting-maid, who could indeed
draw but one conclusion from what she had seen. But to all her misgivings
and anxieties Genji, who had the art of improvising a convincing reply to
almost any question, answered with such a wealth of ingenuity and tender
concern, that for awhile she was content. But soon becoming again uneasy,
‘This must all be a dream—that you, so great a Prince, should stoop to
consider so humble a creature as I, and I am overwhelmed by so much
kindness. But I think you have forgotten what I am. A Zuryō’s wife! there is
no altering that, and you...!’ Genji now began to realize how deeply he had
distressed and disquieted her by his wild behaviour, and feeling thoroughly
ashamed of himself he answered: ‘I am afraid I know very little about these
questions of rank and precedence. Such things are too confusing to carry in
one’s head. And whatever you may have heard of me I want to tell you for
some reason or other I have till this day cared nothing for gallantry nor ever
practised it, and that even you cannot be more astonished at what I have
done to-night than I myself am.’ With this and a score of other speeches he
sought to win her confidence. But she, knowing that if once their talk
became a jot less formal, she would be hard put to it to withstand his
singular charm, was determined, even at the risk of seeming stiff and
awkward, to show him that in trying so hard to put her at her ease he was
only wasting his time, with the result that she behaved very boorishly
indeed. She was by nature singularly gentle and yielding, so that the effort
of steeling her heart and despite her feelings, playing all the while the part
of the young bamboo-shoot which though so green and tender cannot be
broken, was very painful to her; and finding that she could not longer think
of arguments with which to withstand his importunity, she burst into tears;
and though he was very sorry for her, it occurred to him that he would not
gladly have missed that sight. He longed however to console her, but could
not think of a way to do so, and said at last, ‘Why do you treat me so
unkindly? It is true that the manner of our meeting was strange, yet I think
that Fate meant us to meet. It is harsh that you should shrink from me as

though the World and you had never met.’ So he chided her, and she: ‘If
this had happened long ago before my troubles, before my lot was cast,
perhaps I should have been glad to take your kindness while it lasted,
knowing that you would soon think better of your strange condescension.
But now that my course is fixed, what can such meetings bring me save
misery and regret? Tell none that you have seen my home’ she ended,
quoting the old song.19 ‘Small wonder that she is sad’ thought Genji, and he
found many a tender way to comfort her. And now the cock began to crow.
Out in the courtyard Genji’s men were staggering to their feet, one crying
drowsily ‘How I should like to go to sleep again,’ and another ‘Make haste
there, bring out his Honour’s coach.’ Ki no Kami came out into the yard,
‘What’s all this hurry? It is only when there are women in his party that a
man need hasten from a refuge to which the Earth star has sent him. Why is
his Highness setting off in the middle of the night?’
Genji was wondering whether such an opportunity would ever occur
again. How would he be able even to send her letters? And thinking of all
the difficulties that awaited him, he became very despondent. Chūjō arrived
to fetch her mistress. For a long while he would not let her go, and when at
last he handed her over, he drew her back to him saying ‘How can I send
news to you? For, Madam,’ he said raising his voice that the maid Chūjō
might hear ‘such love as mine, and such pitiless cruelty as yours have never
been seen in the world before.’ Already the birds were singing in good
earnest. She could not forget that she was no one and he a Prince. And even
now, while he was tenderly entreating her, there came unbidden to her mind
the image of her husband Iyo no Suke, about whom she generally thought
either not at all or with disdain. To think that even in a dream he might see
her now, filled her with shame and terror.
It was daylight. Genji went with her to the partition door. Indoors and
out there was a bustle of feet. As he closed the door upon her, it seemed to
him a barrier that shut him out from all happiness. He dressed, and went out
on to the balcony. A blind in the western wing was hastily raised. There
seemed to be people behind who were looking at him. They could only see
him indistinctly across the top of a partition in the verandah. Among them
was one, perhaps, whose heart beat wildly as she looked...?
The moon had not set, and though with dwindled light still shone crisp
and clear in the dawn. It was a daybreak of marvellous beauty. But in the

passionless visage of the sky men read only their own comfort or despair;
and Genji, as with many backward glances he went upon his way, paid little
heed to the beauty of the dawn. He would send her a message? No, even
that was utterly impossible. And so, in great unhappiness he returned to his
wife’s house.
He would gladly have slept a little, but could not stop trying to invent
some way of seeing her again; or when that seemed hopeless, imagining to
himself all that must now be going on in her mind. She was no great beauty,
Genji reflected, and yet one could not say that she was ugly. Yes, she was in
every sense a member of that Middle Class upon which Uma no Kami had
given them so complete a dissertation.
He stayed for some while at the Great Hall, and finding that, try as he
might, he could not stop thinking about her and longing for her, at last in
despair he sent for Ki no Kami and said to him ‘Why do you not let me
have that boy in my service,—the Chūnagon’s son, whom I saw at your
house? He is a likely looking boy, and I might make him my body-servant,
or even recommend him to the Emperor.’ ‘I am sensible of your kindness’
said Ki no Kami, ‘I will mention what you have said to the boy’s sister.’
This answer irritated Genji, but he continued: ‘And has this lady given you
step-brothers my lord?’ ‘Sir, she has been married these two years, but has
had no child. It seems that in making this marriage she disobeyed her
father’s last injunctions, and this has set her against her husband.’
Genji: ‘That is sad indeed. I am told that she is not ill-looking. Is that
so?’
Ki no Kami: ‘I believe she is considered quite passable. But I have had
very little to do with her. Intimacy between step-children and step-parents is
indeed proverbially difficult.’
Five or six days afterwards Ki no Kami brought the boy. He was not
exactly handsome, but he had great charm and (thought Genji) an air of
distinction. The Prince spoke very kindly to him and soon completely won
his heart. To Genji’s many questions about his sister he made such answers
as he could, and when he seemed embarrassed or tongue-tied Genji found
some less direct way of finding out what he wanted to know, and soon put
the boy at his ease. For though he vaguely realized what was going on and

thought it rather odd, he was so young that he made no effort to understand
it, and without further question carried back a letter from Genji to his sister.
She was so much agitated by the sight of it that she burst into tears and,
lest her brother should perceive them, held the letter in front of her face
while she read it. It was very long. Among much else it contained the verse
‘Would that I might dream that dream again! Alas, since first this wish was
mine, not once have my eye-lids closed in sleep.’
She had never seen such beautiful writing, and as she read, a haze
clouded her eyes. What incomprehensible fate had first dragged her down
to be the wife of a Zuryō, and then for a moment raised her so high? Still
pondering, she went to her room.
Next day, Genji again sent for the boy, who went to his sister saying ‘I
am going to Prince Genji. Where is your answer to his letter?’ ‘Tell him’
she answered ‘that there is no one here who reads such letters.’ The boy
burst out laughing. ‘Why, you silly, how could I say such a thing to him. He
told me himself to be sure to bring an answer.’ It infuriated her to think that
Genji should have thus taken the boy into his confidence and she answered
angrily, ‘He has no business to talk to you about such things at your age. If
that is what you talk about you had better not go to him any more.’ ‘But he
sent for me’ said the boy, and started off.
‘I was waiting for you all yesterday’ said Genji when the boy returned.
‘Did you forget to bring the answer? Did you forget to come?’ The child
blushed and made no reply. ‘And now?’ ‘She said there is no one at home
who reads such letters.’ ‘How silly, what can be the use of saying such
things?’, and he wrote another letter and gave it to the boy, saying: ‘I expect
you do not know that I used to meet your sister before her marriage. She
treats me in this scornful fashion because she looks upon me as a poorspirited, defenceless creature. Whereas she has now a mighty Deputy
Governor to look after her. But I hope that you will promise to be my child
not his. For he is very old, and will not be able to take care of you for long.’
The boy was quite content with this explanation, and admired Genji
more than ever. The prince kept him always at his side, even taking him to
the Palace. And he ordered his Chamberlain to see to it that he was
provided with a little Court suit. Indeed he treated him just as though he
were his own child.

Genji continued to send letters; but she, thinking that the boy, young as
he was, might easily allow a message to fall into the wrong hands and that
then she would lose her fair name to no purpose, feeling too (that however
much he desired it) between persons so far removed in rank there could be
no lasting union, she answered his letters only in the most formal terms.
Dark though it had been during most of the time they were together, she
yet had a clear recollection of his appearance, and could not deny to herself
that she thought him uncommonly handsome. But she very much doubted if
he on his side really knew what she was like; indeed she felt sure that the
next time they met he would think her very plain and all would be over.

Genji meanwhile thought about her continually. He was for ever calling
back to memory each incident of that one meeting, and every recollection
filled him with longing and despair. He remembered how sad she had
looked when she spoke to him of herself, and he longed to make her
happier. He thought of visiting her in secret. But the risk of discovery was
too great, and the consequences likely to be more fatal to her even than to
himself.
He had been many days at the Palace, when at last the Earth Star again
barred the road to his home. He set out at once, but on the way pretended
that he had just remembered the unfavourable posture of the stars. There
was nothing to do but seek shelter again in the house on the Middle River.
Ki no Kami was surprised but by no means ill-pleased, for he attributed
Genji’s visit to the amenity of the little pools and fountains which he had
constructed in his garden.
Genji had told the boy in the morning that he intended to visit the
Middle River, and since he had now become the Prince’s constant
companion, he was sent for at once to wait upon him in his room. He had
already given a message to his sister, in which Genji told her of his plan.
She could not but feel flattered at the knowledge that it was on her account
he had contrived this ingenious excuse for coming to the house. Yet she
had, as we have seen, for some reason got it into her head that at a leisurely
meeting she would not please him as she had done at that first fleeting and
dreamlike encounter, and she dreaded adding a new sorrow to the burden of
her thwarted and unhappy existence. Too proud to let him think that she had
posted herself in waiting for him, she said to her servants (while the boy
was busy in Genji’s room) ‘I do not care to be at such close quarters with
our guest, besides I am stiff, and would like to be massaged; I must go
where there is more room,’ and so saying she made them carry her things to
the maid Chūjō’s bedroom in the cross-wing.
Genji had purposely sent his attendants early to bed, and now that all
was quiet, he hastened to send her a message. But the boy could not find
her. At last when he had looked in every corner of the house, he tried the
cross-wing, and succeeded in tracking her down to Chūjō’s room. It was too
bad of her to hide like this, and half in tears he gasped out ‘Oh how can you
be so horrid? What will he think of you?’ ‘You have no business to run after

me like this’ she answered angrily, ‘It is very wicked for children to carry
such messages. But’ she added, ‘you may tell him I am not well, that my
ladies are with me, and I am going to be massaged....’ So she dismissed
him; but in her heart of hearts she was thinking that if such an adventure
had happened to her while she was still a person of consequence, before her
father died and left her to shift for herself in the world, she would have
known how to enjoy it. But now she must force herself to look askance at
all his kindness. How tiresome he must think her! And she fretted so much
at not being free to fall in love with him, that in the end she was more in
love than ever. But then she remembered suddenly that her lot had long ago
been cast. She was a wife. There was no sense in thinking of such things,
and she made up her mind once and for all never again to let foolish ideas
enter her head.
Genji lay on his bed, anxiously waiting to see with what success so
young a messenger would execute his delicate mission. When at last the
answer came, astonished at this sudden exhibition of coldness, he
exclaimed in deep mortification ‘This is a disgrace, a hideous disgrace,’ and
he looked very rueful indeed. For a while he said no more, but lay sighing
deeply, in great distress. At last he recited the poem ‘I knew not the nature
of the strange tree20 that stands on Sono plain, and when I sought the
comfort of its shade, I did but lose my road,’ and sent it to her. She was still
awake, and answered with the poem ‘Too like am I in these my outcast
years to the dim tree that dwindles from the traveller’s approaching gaze.’
The boy was terribly sorry for Genji and did not feel sleepy at all, but he
was afraid people would think his continual excursions very strange. By
this time, however, everyone else in the house was sound asleep. Genji
alone lay plunged in the blackest melancholy. But even while he was raging
at the inhuman stubbornness of her new-found and incomprehensible
resolve, he found that he could not but admire her the more for this
invincible tenacity. At last he grew tired of lying awake; there was no more
to be done. A moment later he had changed his mind again, and suddenly
whispered to the boy ‘Take me to where she is hiding!’ ‘It is too difficult’
he said, ‘she is locked in and there are so many people there. I am afraid to
go with you.’ ‘So be it’ said Genji, ‘but you at least must not abandon me’
and he laid the boy beside him on his bed. He was well content to find
himself lying by this handsome young Prince’s side, and Genji, we must
record, found the boy no bad substitute for his ungracious sister.
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CHAPTER III
UTSUSEMI
GENJI was still sleepless. ‘No one has ever disliked me before’ he
whispered to the boy. ‘It is more than I can bear. I am sick of myself and of
the world, and do not want to go on living any more.’ This sounded so
tragic that the boy began to weep. The smallness and delicacy of his build,
even the way in which his hair was cropped, gave him an astonishing
resemblance to his sister, thought Genji, who found his sympathy very
endearing. At times he had half thought of creeping away from the boy’s
side and searching on his own account for the lady’s hiding-place; but soon
abandoned a project which would only have involved him in the most
appalling scandal. So he lay, waiting for the dawn. At last, while it was still
dark, so full of his own thoughts that he quite forgot to make his usual
parting speech to his young page, he left the house. The boy’s feelings were
very much hurt, and all that day he felt lonely and injured. The lady, when
no answer came from Genji, thought that he had changed his mind, and
though she would have been very angry if he had persisted in his suit, she
was not quite prepared to lose him with so little ado.
But this was a good opportunity once and for all to lock up her heart
against him. She thought that she had done so successfully, but found to her
surprise that he still occupied an uncommonly large share of her thoughts.
Genji, though he felt it would have been much better to put the whole
business out of his head, knew that he had not the strength of mind to do so
and at last, unable to bear his wretchedness any longer he said to the boy ‘I
am feeling very unhappy. I keep on trying to think of other things, but my
thoughts will not obey me. I can struggle no longer. You must watch for a
suitable occasion, and then contrive some way of bringing me into the
presence of your sister.’ This worried the boy, but he was inwardly flattered
at the confidence which Genji placed in him. And an opportunity soon
presented itself.

Ki no Kami had been called away to the provinces, and there were only
women in the house. One evening when dusk had settled upon the quiet
streets the boy brought a carriage to fetch him. He knew that the lad would
do his best, but not feeling quite safe in the hands of so young an
accomplice, he put on a disguise, and then in his impatience, not waiting
even to see the gates closed behind him, he drove off at top speed. They
entered unobserved at a side-gate, and here he bade Genji descend. The
brother knew that as he was only a boy, the watchman and gardeners would
not pay any particular attention to his movements, and so he was not at all
uneasy. Hiding Genji in the porch of the double-door of the eastern wing, he
purposely banged against the sliding partition which separated this wing
from the main part of the house, and that the maids might have the
impression he did not mind who heard him enter he called out crossly ‘Why
is the door shut on a hot night like this?’ ‘“My lady of the West”1 has been
here since this morning, and she is playing go with my other lady.’ Longing
to catch sight of her, even though she were with a companion, Genji stole
from his hiding-place, and crept through a gap in the curtains. The partition
door through which the boy had passed was still open, and he could see
through it, right along the corridor into the room on the other side. The
screen which protected the entrance of this room was partly folded, and the
curtains which usually concealed the divan had, owing to the great heat,
been hooked up out of the way, so that he had an excellent view.
The lady sitting near the lamp, half-leaning against the middle pillar
must, he supposed, be his beloved. He looked closely at her. She seemed to
be wearing an unlined, dark purple dress, with some kind of scarf thrown
over her shoulders. The poise of her head was graceful, but her extreme
smallness had the effect of making her seem somewhat insignificant. She
seemed to be trying all the while to hide her face from her companion, and
there was something furtive about the movements of her slender hands,
which she seemed never to show for more than a moment.
Her companion was sitting right opposite him, and he could see her
perfectly. She wore an underdress of thin white stuff, and thrown carelessly
over it a cloak embroidered with red and blue flowers. The dress was not
fastened in front, showing a bare neck and breast, showing even the little
red sash which held up her drawers. She had indeed an engagingly free and
easy air. Her skin was very white and delicate, she was rather plump, but

tall and well built. The poise of her head and angle of her brow were
faultless, the expression of her mouth and eyes was very pleasing and her
appearance altogether most delightful. Her hair grew very thick, but was cut
short so as to hang on a level with her shoulders. It was very fine and
smooth. How exciting it must be to have such a girl for one’s daughter!
Small wonder if Iyo no Kami was proud of her. If she was a little less
restless, he thought, she would be quite perfect.
The game was nearly over, she was clearing away the unwanted pieces.
She seemed to be very excitable and was making a quite unnecessary
commotion about the business. ‘Wait a little’ said her companion very
quietly, ‘here there is a stalemate. My only move is to counter-attack over
there....’ ‘It is all over’ said the other impatiently ‘I am beaten, let us count
the score;’ and she began counting, ‘ten, twenty, thirty, forty’ on her fingers.
Genji could not help remembering the old song about the wash-house at Iyo
(‘eight tubs to the left, nine tubs to the right’) and as this lady of Iyo,
determined that nothing should be left unsettled, went on stolidly counting
her losses and gains, he thought her for the moment slightly common. It
was strange to contrast her with Utsusemi,2 who sat silent, her face halfcovered, so that he could scarcely discern her features. But when he looked
at her fixedly, she, as though uneasy under this gaze of which she was not
actually aware, shifted in her seat, and showed him her full profile. Her
eyelids gave the impression of being a little swollen, and there was at places
a certain lack of delicacy in the lines of her features, while her good points
were not visible. But when she began to speak, it was as though she were
determined to make amends for the deficiencies of her appearance and
show that she had, if not so much beauty, at any rate more sense than her
companion.
The latter was now flaunting her charms with more and more careless
abandonment. Her continual laughter and high spirits were certainly rather
engaging, and she seemed in her way to be a most entertaining person. He
did not imagine that she was very virtuous, but that was far from being
altogether a disadvantage.
It amused him very much to see people behaving quite naturally
together. He had lived in an atmosphere of ceremony and reserve. This peep
at everyday life was a most exciting novelty, and though he felt slightly
uneasy at spying in this deliberate way upon two persons who had no notion

that they were observed, he would gladly have gone on looking, when
suddenly the boy, who had been sitting by his sister’s side, got up, and
Genji slipped back again into his proper hiding-place. The boy was full of
apologies at having left him waiting for so long: ‘But I am afraid nothing
can be done to-day; there is still a visitor in her room.’ ‘And am I now to go
home again? ‘said Genji; ‘that is really too much to ask.’ ‘No, no, stay here,
I will try what can be done, when the visitor has gone.’ Genji felt quite sure
that the boy would manage to find some way of cajoling his sister, for he
had noticed that though a mere child, he had a way of quietly observing
situations and characters, and making use of his knowledge.
The game of go must now be over. A rustling of skirts and pattering of
feet showed that the household was not retiring to rest. ‘Where is the young
master?’ Genji heard a servant saying, ‘I am going to fasten this partition
door,’ and there was the sound of bolts being slipped. ‘They have all gone
to bed’ said Genji, ‘now is the time to think of a plan.’ The boy knew that it
would be no use arguing with his sister or trying beforehand in any way to
bend her obstinate resolution. The best thing to be done under the
circumstances was to wait till no one was about, and then lead Genji
straight to her. ‘Is Ki no Kami’s sister still here?’ asked Genji, ‘I should like
just to catch a glimpse of her.’ ‘But that is impossible’ said the boy ‘She is
in my sister’s room.’ ‘Indeed’ said Genji, affecting surprise. For though he
knew very well where she was he did not wish to show that he had already
seen her. Becoming very impatient of all these delays, he pointed out that it
was growing very late, and there was no time to be lost.
The boy nodded, and tapping on the main door of the women’s
quarters, he entered. Everyone was sound asleep. ‘I am going to sleep in the
ante-room’ the boy said out loud; ‘I shall leave the door open so as to make
a draught;’ and so saying he spread his mattress on the ground, and for a
while pretended to be asleep. Soon however, he got up and spread a screen
as though to protect him from the light, and under its shadow Genji slipped
softly into the room.
Not knowing what was to happen next, and much doubting whether any
good would come of the venture, with great trepidation he followed the boy
to the curtain that screened the main bedroom, and pulling it aside entered
on tip-toe. But even in the drab garments which he had chosen for his

disguise, he seemed to the boy to cut a terribly conspicuous figure as he
passed through the midnight quietness of the house.
Utsusemi meanwhile had persuaded herself that she was very glad
Genji had forgotten to pay his threatened visit. But she was still haunted by
the memory of their one strange and dreamlike meeting, and was in no
mood for sleep. But near her, as she lay tossing, the lady of the go party,
delighted by her visit and all the opportunities it had afforded for chattering
to her heart’s content, was already asleep. And as she was young and had no
troubles she slept very soundly. The princely scent which still clung to
Genji’s person reached the bed. Utsusemi raised her head, and fancied that
she saw something move behind a part of the curtain that was only of one
thickness. Though it was very dark she recognized Genji’s figure. Filled
with a sudden terror and utter bewilderment, she sprang from the bed, threw
a fragile gauze mantle over her shoulders, and fled silently from the room.
A moment later Genji entered. He saw with delight that there was only
one person in the room, and that the bed was arranged for two. He threw off
his cloak, and advanced towards the sleeping figure. She seemed a more
imposing figure than he had expected, but this did not trouble him. It did
indeed seem rather strange that she should be so sound asleep. Gradually he
realized with horror that it was not she at all. ‘It is no use’ thought Genji
‘saying that I have come to the wrong room, for I have no business
anywhere here. Nor is it worth while pursuing my real lady, for she would
not have vanished like this if she cared a straw about me.’ What if it were
the lady he had seen by the lamplight? She might not after all prove a bad
exchange! But no sooner had he thought this than he was horrified at his
own frivolity.
She opened her eyes. She was naturally somewhat startled, but did not
seem to be at all seriously put out. She was a thoughtless creature in whose
life no very strong emotion had ever played a part. Hers was the flippancy
that goes with inexperience, and even this sudden visitation did not seem
very much to perturb her.
He meant at first to explain that it was not to see her that he had come.
But to do so would have been to give away the secret which Utsusemi so
jealously guarded from the world. There was nothing for it, but to pretend
that his repeated visits to the house, of which the lady was well aware, had

been made in the hope of meeting her! This was a story which would not
have withstood the most cursory examination; but, outrageous as it was, the
girl accepted it without hesitation.
He did not by any means dislike her, but at that moment all his thoughts
were busy with the lady who had so mysteriously vanished. No doubt she
was congratulating herself in some safe hiding-place upon the absurd
situation in which she had left him. Really, she was the most obstinate
creature in the world! What was the use of running after her? But all the
same she continued to obsess him.
But the girl in front of him was young and gay and charming. They
were soon getting on very well together.
‘Is not this kind of thing much more amusing than what happens with
people whom one knows?’ asked Genji a little later. ‘Do not think unkindly
of me. Our meeting must for the present remain a secret. I am in a position
which does not always allow me to act as I please. Your people too would
no doubt interfere if they should hear of it, which would be very tiresome.
Wait patiently, and do not forget me.’ These rather tepid injunctions did not
strike her as at all unsatisfactory, and she answered very seriously ‘I am
afraid it will not be very easy for me even to write to you. People would
think it very odd.’ ‘Of course we must not let ordinary people into our
secret’ he answered, ‘but there is no reason why this little page should not
sometimes carry a message. Meanwhile not a word to anyone!’ And with
that he left her, taking as he did so Utsusemi’s thin scarf which had slipped
from her shoulders when she fled from the room.
He went to wake his page who was lying not far away. The boy sprang
instantly to his feet, for he was sleeping very lightly, not knowing when his
help might be required. He opened the door as quietly as he could. ‘Who is
that?’ someone called out in great alarm. It was the voice of an old woman
who worked in the house. ‘It is I’ answered the boy uneasily. ‘What are you
walking about here for at this time of night?’ and scolding as she came, she
began to advance towards the door. ‘Bother her’ thought the boy, but he
answered hastily ‘It’s all right, I am only going outside for a minute;’ but
just as Genji passed through the door, the moon of dawn suddenly emerged
in all her brightness. Seeing a grown man’s figure appear in the doorway
‘Whom have you got with you?’ the old lady asked, and then answering her

own question ‘Why it is Mimbu! what an outrageous height that girl has
grown to!’ and continuing to imagine that the boy was walking with
Mimbu, a maid-servant whose lankiness was a standing joke in the house,
‘and you will soon be as big as she is, little Master!’ she cried, and so
saying came out through the door that they had just passed through. Genji
felt very uncomfortable, and making no answer on the supposed Mimbu’s
behalf, he stood in the shadow at the end of the corridor, hiding himself as
best he could. ‘You have been on duty, haven’t you dear?’ said the old lady
as she came towards them. ‘I have been terribly bad with the colic since
yesterday and was lying up, but they were shorthanded last night, and I had
to go and help, though I did feel very queer all the while.’ And then,
without waiting for them to answer, ‘Oh, my pain, my poor pain’ she
muttered ‘I can’t stop here talking like this’ and she hobbled past them
without looking up.
So narrow an escape made Genji wonder more than ever whether the
whole thing was worth while. He drove back to his house, with the boy
riding as his postillion.
Here he told him the story of his evening’s adventure. ‘A pretty mess
you made of it!’ And when he had finished scolding the boy for his
incompetence, he began to rail at the sister’s irritating prudishness. The
poor child felt very unhappy, but could think of nothing to say in his own or
his sister’s defence.
‘I am utterly wretched’ said Genji. ‘It is obvious that she would not
have behaved as she did last night unless she absolutely detested me. But
she might at least have the decency to send civil answers to my letters. Oh,
well, I suppose Iyo no Kami is the better man....’ So he spoke, thinking that
she desired only to be rid of him. Yet when at last he lay down to rest, he
was wearing her scarf hidden under his dress. He had put the boy by his
side, and after giving much vent to his exasperation, he said at last ‘I am
very fond of you, but I am afraid in future I shall always think of you in
connection with this hateful business, and that will put an end to our
friendship.’ He said it with such conviction that the boy felt quite forlorn.
For a while they rested, but Genji could not sleep, and at dawn he sent
in haste for his ink-stone. He did not write a proper letter, but scribbled on a
piece of folded paper, in the manner of a writing exercise, a poem in which

he compared the scarf which she had dropped in her flight to the dainty
husk which the cicada sheds on some bank beneath a tree.
The boy picked the paper up, and thrust it into the folds of his dress.
Genji was very much distressed at the thought of what the other lady’s
feelings must be; but after some reflection he decided that it would be better
not to send any message.
The scarf, to which still clung the delicate perfume of its owner, he
wore for long afterwards beneath his dress.
When the boy got home he found his sister waiting for him in very illhumour. ‘It was not your doing that I escaped from the odious quandary in
which you landed me! And even so pray what explanation can I offer to my
friend?’ ‘A fine little clown the Prince must think you now. I hope you are
ashamed of yourself.’
Despite the fact that both parties were using him so ill, the boy drew
the rescued verses from out the folds of his dress and handed them to her.
She could not forbear to read them. What of this discarded mantle? Why
should he speak of it? The coat that the fishers of Iseo left lying upon the
shore ...3 those were the words that came into her mind, but they were not
the clue. She was sorely puzzled.
Meanwhile the Lady of the West4 was feeling very ill at ease. She was
longing to talk about what had happened, but must not do so, and had to
bear the burden of her impatience all alone. The arrival of Utsusemi’s
brother put her into a great state of excitement. No letter for her? she could
not understand it at all, and for the first time a cloud settled upon her gay
confiding heart.
Utsusemi, though she had so fiercely steeled herself against his love,
seeing such tenderness hidden under the words of his message, again fell to
longing that she were free, and though there was no undoing what was done
she found it so hard to go without him that she took up the folded paper and
wrote in the margin a poem in which she said that her sleeve, so often wet
with tears, was like the cicada’s dew-drenched wing.
1

Ki no Kami’s sister, referred to later in the story as Nokiba no Ogi.

2

This name means ‘cicada ‘and is given to her later in the story in reference to
the scarf which she ‘discarded as a cicada sheds its husk.’ But at this point it
becomes grammatically important that she should have a name and I therefore
anticipate.
3

Allusion to the old poem, ‘Does he know that since he left me my eyes are
wet as the coat that the fishers ... left lying upon the shore?’
4

The visitor.

CHAPTER IV
YŪGAO
IT was at the time when he was secretly visiting the lady of the Sixth
Ward.1 One day on his way back from the Palace he thought that he would
call upon his foster-mother who, having for a long while been very ill, had
become a nun. She lived in the Fifth Ward. After many enquiries he
managed to find the house; but the front gate was locked and he could not
drive in. He sent one of his servants for Koremitsu, his foster-nurse’s son,
and while he was waiting began to examine the rather wretched looking bystreet. The house next door was fenced with a new paling, above which at
one place were four or five panels of open trellis-work, screened by blinds
which were very white and bare. Through chinks in these blinds a number
of foreheads could be seen. They seemed to belong to a group of ladies who
must be peeping with interest into the street below.
At first he thought they had merely peeped out as they passed; but he
soon realized that if they were standing on the floor they must be giants.
No, evidently they had taken the trouble to climb on to some table or bed;
which was surely rather odd!
He had come in a plain coach with no outriders. No one could possibly
guess who he was, and feeling quite at his ease he leant forward and
deliberately examined the house. The gate, also made of a kind of trelliswork, stood ajar, and he could see enough of the interior to realize that it
was a very humble and poorly furnished dwelling. For a moment he pitied
those who lived in such a place, but then he remembered the song ‘Seek not
in the wide world to find a home; but where you chance to rest, call that
your house’; and again, ‘Monarchs may keep their palaces of jade, for in a
leafy cottage two can sleep.’
There was a wattled fence over which some ivy-like creeper spread its
cool green leaves, and among the leaves were white flowers with petals half

unfolded like the lips of people smiling at their own thoughts. ‘They are
called Yūgao, “Evening Faces,”’ one of his servants told him; ‘how strange
to find so lovely a crowd clustering on this deserted wall!’ And indeed it
was a most strange and delightful thing to see how on the narrow tenement
in a poor quarter of the town they had clambered over rickety eaves and
gables and spread wherever there was room for them to grow. He sent one
of his servants to pick some. The man entered at the half-opened door, and
had begun to pluck the flowers, when a little girl in a long yellow tunic
came through a quite genteel sliding door, and holding out towards Genji’s
servant a white fan heavily perfumed with incense, she said to him ‘Would
you like something to put them on? I am afraid you have chosen a
wretched-looking bunch,’ and she handed him the fan. Just as he was
opening the gate on his way back, the old nurse’s son Koremitsu came out
of the other house full of apologies for having kept Genji waiting so long
—‘I could not find the key of the gate’ he said. ‘Fortunately the people of
this humble quarter were not likely to recognize you and press or stare; but
I am afraid you must have been very much bored waiting in this huggermugger back street,’ and he conducted Genji into the house. Koremitsu’s
brother, the deacon, his brother-in-law Mikawa no Kami and his sister all
assembled to greet the Prince, delighted by a visit with which they had not
thought he was ever likely to honour them again.
The nun too rose from her couch: ‘For a long time I had been waiting
to give up the world, but one thing held me back: I wanted you to see your
old nurse just once again as you used to know her. You never came to see
me, and at last I gave up waiting and took my vows. Now, in reward for the
penances which my Order enjoins, I have got back a little of my health, and
having seen my dear young master again, I can wait with a quiet mind for
the Lord Amida’s Light,’ and in her weakness she shed a few tears.
‘I heard some days ago’ said Genji ‘that you were very dangerously ill,
and was in great anxiety. It is sad now to find you in this penitential garb.
You must live longer yet, and see me rise in the world, that you may be
born again high in the ninth sphere of Amida’s Paradise. For they say that
those who died with longings unfulfilled are burdened with an evil Karma
in their life to come.’
People such as old nurses regard even the most blackguardly and illfavoured foster-children as prodigies of beauty and virtue. Small wonder

then if Genji’s nurse, who had played so great a part in his early life, always
regarded her office as immensely honourable and important, and tears of
pride came into her eyes while he spoke to her.
The old lady’s children thought it very improper that their mother,
having taken holy orders, should show so lively an interest in a human
career. Certain that Genji himself would be very much shocked, they
exchanged uneasy glances. He was on the contrary deeply touched. ‘When I
was a child’ he said ‘those who were dearest to me were early taken away,
and although there were many who gave a hand to my upbringing, it was to
you only, dear nurse, that I was deeply and tenderly attached. When I grew
up I could not any longer be often in your company. I have not even been
able to come here and see you as often as I wanted to. But in all the long
time which has passed since I was last here, I have thought a great deal
about you and wished that life did not force so many bitter partings upon
us.’
So he spoke tenderly. The princely scent of the sleeve which he had
raised to brush away his tears filled the low and narrow room, and even the
young people, who had till now been irritated by their mother’s obvious
pride at having been the nurse of so splendid a prince, found themselves in
tears.
Having arranged for continual masses to be said on the sick woman’s
behalf, he took his leave, ordering Koremitsu to light him with a candle. As
they left the house he looked at the fan upon which the white flowers had
been laid. He now saw that there was writing on it, a poem carelessly but
elegantly scribbled: ‘The flower that puzzled you was but the Yūgao,
strange beyond knowing in its dress of shining dew.’ It was written with a
deliberate negligence which seemed to aim at concealing the writer’s status
and identity. But for all that the hand showed a breeding and distinction
which agreeably surprised him. ‘Who lives in the house on the left?’ he
asked. Koremitsu, who did not at all want to act as a go-between, replied
that he had only been at his mother’s for five or six days and had been so
much occupied by her illness that he had not asked any questions about the
neighbours. ‘I want to know for a quite harmless reason’ said Genji. ‘There
is something about this fan which raises a rather important point. I
positively must settle it. You would oblige me by making enquiries from
someone who knows the neighbourhood.’ Koremitsu went at once to the

house next door and sent for the steward. ‘This house’ the man said
‘belongs to a certain Titular-Prefect. He is living in the country, but my lady
is still here; and as she is young and loves company, her brothers who are in
service at the Court often come here to visit her.’ ‘And that is about all one
can expect a servant to know’ said Koremitsu when he repeated this
information. It occurred at once to Genji that it was one of these Courtiers
who had written the poem. Yes, there was certainly a self-confident air in
the writing. It was by someone whose rank entitled him to have a good
opinion of himself. But he was romantically disposed; it was too painful to
dismiss altogether the idea that, after all, the verses might really have been
meant for him, and on a folded paper he wrote: ‘Could I but get a closer
view, no longer would they puzzle me—the flowers that all too dimly in the
gathering dusk I saw.’ This he wrote in a disguised hand and gave to his
servant. The man reflected that though the senders of the fan had never seen
Genji before, yet so well known were his features, that even the glimpse
they had got from the window might easily have revealed to them his
identity. He could imagine the excitement with which the fan had been
despatched and the disappointment when for so long a time no answer
came. His somewhat rudely belated arrival would seem to them to have
been purposely contrived. They would all be agog to know what was in the
reply, and he felt very nervous as he approached the house.
Meanwhile, lighted only by a dim torch, Genji quietly left his nurse’s
home. The blinds of the other house were now drawn and only the fire-fly
glimmer of a candle shone through the gap between them.
When he reached his destination2 a very different scene met his eyes. A
handsome park, a well-kept garden; how spacious and comfortable it all
was! And soon the magnificent owner of these splendours had driven from
his head all thought of the wooden paling, the shutters and the flowers.
He stayed longer than he intended, and the sun was already up when he
set out for home. Again he passed the house with the shutters. He had
driven through the quarter countless times without taking the slightest
interest in it; but that one small episode of the fan had suddenly made his
daily passage through these streets an event of great importance. He looked
about him eagerly, and would have liked to know who lived in all the
houses.

For several days Koremitsu did not present himself at Genji’s palace.
When at last he came, he explained that his mother was growing much
weaker and it was very difficult for him to get away. Then drawing nearer,
he said in a low voice ‘I made some further enquiries, but could not find out
much. It seems that someone came very secretly in June and has been living
there ever since; but who she really is not even her own servants know. I
have once or twice peeped through a hole in the hedge and caught a glimpse
of some young women; but their skirts were rolled back and tucked in at
their belts, so I think they must have been waiting-maids. Yesterday some
while after sunset I saw a lady writing a letter. Her face was calm, but she
looked very unhappy, and I noticed that some of her women were secretly
weeping.’ Genji was more curious than ever.
Though his master was of a rank which brought with it great
responsibilities, Koremitsu knew that in view of his youth and popularity
the young prince would be thought to be positively neglecting his duty if he
did not indulge in a few escapades, and that everyone would regard his
conduct as perfectly natural and proper even when it was such as they
would not have dreamed of permitting to ordinary people.
‘Hoping to get a little further information,’ he said, ‘I found an excuse
for communicating with her, and received in reply a very well-worded
answer in a cultivated hand. She must be a girl of quite good position.’ ‘You
must find out more’ said Genji; ‘I shall not be happy till I know all about
her.’
Here perhaps was just such a case as they had imagined on that rainy
night: a lady whose outward circumstances seemed to place her in that
‘Lowest Class’ which they had agreed to dismiss as of no interest; but who
in her own person showed qualities by no means despicable.
But to return for a moment to Utsusemi. Her unkindness had not
affected him as it would have affected most people. If she had encouraged
him he would soon have regarded the affair as an appalling indiscretion
which he must put an end to at all costs; whereas now he brooded
continually upon his defeat and was forever plotting new ways to shake her
resolution.
He had never, till the day of his visit to the foster-nurse, been interested
in anyone of quite the common classes. But now, since that rainy night’s

conversation, he had explored (so it seemed to him) every corner of society,
including in his survey even those categories which his friends had passed
over as utterly remote and improbable. He thought of the lady who had, so
to speak, been thrown into his life as an extra. With how confiding an air
she had promised that she would wait! He was very sorry about her, but he
was afraid that if he wrote to her Utsusemi might find out and that would
prejudice his chances. He would write to her afterwards....
Suddenly at this point Iyo no Suke himself was announced. He had just
returned from his province, and had lost no time in paying his respects to
the prince. The long journey by boat had made him look rather swarthy and
haggard. ‘Really’ thought Genji ‘he is not at all an attractive man!’ Still it
was possible to talk to him; for if a man is of decent birth and breeding,
however broken he may be by age or misfortune, he will always retain a
certain refinement of mind and manners which prevent him from becoming
merely repulsive. They were beginning to discuss the affairs of Iyo’s
province and Genji was even joking with him, when a sudden feeling of
embarrassment came over him. Why should those recollections make him
feel so awkward? Iyo no Suke was quite an old man, it had done him no
harm. ‘These scruples are absurd’ thought Genji. However, she was right in
thinking it was too queer, too ill-assorted a match; and remembering Uma
no Kami’s warnings, he felt that he had behaved badly. Though her
unkindness still deeply wounded him, he was almost glad for Iyo’s sake that
she had not relented.
‘My daughter is to be married’ Iyo was saying ‘And I am going to take
my wife back with me to my province.’ Here was a double surprise. At all
costs he must see Utsusemi once again. He spoke with her brother and the
boy discussed the matter with her. It would have been difficult enough for
anyone to have carried on an intrigue with the prince under such
circumstances as these. But for her, so far below him in rank and beset by
new restrictions, it had now become unthinkable. She could not however
bear to lose all contact with him, and not only did she answer his letters
much more kindly than before, but took pains, though they were written
with apparent negligence, to add little touches that would give him pleasure
and make him see that she still cared for him. All this he noticed, and
though he was vexed that she would not relent towards him, he found it
impossible to put her out of his mind.

As for the other girl, he did not think that she was at all the kind of
person to go on pining for him once she was properly settled with a
husband; and he now felt quite happy about her.
It was autumn. Genji had brought so many complications into his life
that he had for some while been very irregular in his visits to the Great Hall,
and was in great disgrace there. The lady3 in the grand mansion was very
difficult to get on with; but he had surmounted so many obstacles in his
courtship of her that to give her up the moment he had won her seemed
absurd. Yet he could not deny that the blind intoxicating passion which
possessed him while she was still unattainable, had almost disappeared. To
begin with, she was far too sensitive; then there was the disparity of their
ages,4 and the constant dread of discovery which haunted him during those
painful partings at small hours of the morning. In fact, there were too many
disadvantages.
It was a morning when mist lay heavy over the garden. After being
many times roused Genji at last came out of Rokujō’s room, looking very
cross and sleepy. One of the maids lifted part of the folding-shutter,
seeming to invite her mistress to watch the prince’s departure. Rokujō
pulled aside the bed-curtains and tossing her hair back over her shoulders
looked out into the garden. So many lovely flowers were growing in the
borders that Genji halted for a while to enjoy them. How beautiful he
looked standing there, she thought. As he was nearing the portico the maid
who had opened the shutters came and walked by his side. She wore a light
green skirt exquisitely matched to the season and place; it was so hung as to
show to great advantage the grace and suppleness of her stride. Genji
looked round at her. ‘Let us sit down for a minute on the railing here in the
corner,’ he said. ‘She seems very shy’ he thought, ‘but how charmingly her
hair falls about her shoulders,’ and he recited the poem: ‘Though I would
not be thought to wander heedlessly from flower to flower, yet this
morning’s pale convolvulus I fain would pluck!’ As he said the lines he
took her hand and she answered with practised ease: ‘You hasten, I observe,
to admire the morning flowers while the mist still lies about them,’ thus
parrying the compliment by a verse which might be understood either in a
personal or general sense. At this moment a very elegant page wearing the
most bewitching baggy trousers came among the flowers brushing the dew

as he walked, and began to pick a bunch of the convolvuli. Genji longed to
paint the scene.
No one could see him without pleasure. He was like the flowering tree
under whose shade even the rude mountain peasant delights to rest. And so
great was the fascination he exercised that those who knew him longed to
offer him whatever was dearest to them. One who had a favourite daughter
would ask for nothing better than to make her Genji’s handmaiden. Another
who had an exquisite sister was ready for her to serve in his household,
though it were at the most menial tasks. Still less could these ladies who on
such occasions as this were privileged to converse with him and stare at him
as much as they pleased, and were moreover young people of much
sensibility—how could they fail to delight in his company and note with
much uneasiness that his visits were becoming far less frequent than
before?
But where have I got to? Ah, yes. Koremitsu had patiently continued
the enquiry with which Genji entrusted him. ‘Who the mistress is’ he said,
‘I have not been able to discover; and for the most part she is at great pains
not to show herself. But more than once in the general confusion, when
there was the sound of a carriage coming along past that great row of
tenement houses, and all the maid-servants were peering out into the road,
the young lady whom I suppose to be the mistress of the house slipped out
along with them. I could not see her clearly, but she seemed to be very
pretty.
‘One day, seeing a carriage with outriders coming towards the house,
one of the maids rushed off calling out “Ukon, Ukon, come quickly and
look. The Captain’s carriage is coming this way.” At once a pleasant-faced
lady no longer young, came bustling out. “Quietly, quietly” she said holding
up a warning finger; “how do you know it is the Captain? I shall have to go
and look,” and she slipped out. A sort of rough drawbridge leads from the
garden into the lane. In her excitement the good lady caught her skirt in it
and falling flat on her face almost tumbled into the ditch: “A bad piece of
work His Holiness of Katsuragi5 made here!” she grumbled; but her
curiosity did not seem to be at all damped and she stared harder than ever at
the approaching carriage. The visitor was dressed in a plain, wide cloak. He
had attendants with him, whose names the excited servant-girls called out
as one after another they came near enough to be recognized; and the odd

thing is that the names were certainly those of Tō no Chūjō’s6 grooms and
pages.’
‘I must see that carriage for myself’ said Genji. What if this should be
the very lady whom Chūjō, at the time of that rainy night’s conversation,
despaired of rediscovering? Koremitsu, noting that Genji was listening with
particular attention continued: ‘I must tell you that I too have reason to be
interested in this house, and while making enquiries on my own account I
discovered that the young lady always addresses the other girls in the house
as though they were her equals. But when, pretending to be taken in by this
comedy, I began visiting there, I noticed that though the older ladies played
their part very well, the young girls would every now and then curtsey or
slip in a “My Lady” without thinking; whereupon the others would hasten
to cover up the mistake as best they might, saying anything they could think
of to make it appear that there was no mistress among them,’ and
Koremitsu laughed as he recollected it.
‘Next time I come to visit your mother’ said Genji, ‘you must let me
have a chance of peeping at them.’ He pictured to himself the queer,
tumbled-down house. She was only living there for the time being; but all
the same she must surely belong to that ‘bottom class’ which they had
dismissed as having no possible bearing on the discussion. How amusing it
would be to show that they were wrong and that after all something of
interest might be discovered in such a place!
Koremitsu, anxious to carry out his master’s every wish and intent also
on his own intrigue, contrived at last by a series of ingenious stratagems to
effect a secret meeting between Genji and the mysterious lady. The details
of the plan by which he brought this about would make a tedious story, and
as is my rule in such cases I have thought it better to omit them.
Genji never asked her by what name he was to call her, nor did he
reveal his own identity. He came very poorly dressed and—what was most
unusual for him—on foot. But Koremitsu regarded this as too great a tribute
to so unimportant a lady, and insisted upon Genji riding his horse, while he
walked by his side. In doing so he sacrificed his own feelings; for he too
had reasons for wishing to create a good impression in the house, and he
knew that by arriving in this rather undignified way he would sink in the
estimation of the inhabitants. Fortunately his discomfiture was almost

unwitnessed, for Genji took with him only the one attendant who had on the
first occasion plucked the flowers—a boy whom no one was likely to
recognize; and lest suspicions should be aroused, he did not even take
advantage of his presence in the neighbourhood to call at his foster-nurse’s
house.
The lady was very much mystified by all these precautions and made
great efforts to discover something more about him. She even sent someone
after him to see where he went to when he left her at day-break; but he
succeeded in throwing his pursuer off the scent and she was no wiser than
before. He was now growing far too fond of her. He was miserable if
anything interfered with his visits; and though he utterly disapproved of his
own conduct and worried a great deal about it, he soon found that he was
spending most of his time at her house.
He knew that at some time or another in their lives even the soberest
people lose their heads in this way; but hitherto he had never really lost his,
or done anything which could possibly have been considered very wrong.
Now to his astonishment and dismay he discovered that even the few
morning hours during which he was separated from her were becoming
unendurable. ‘What is it in her that makes me behave like a madman?’ he
kept on asking himself. She was astonishingly gentle and unassuming, to
the point even of seeming rather apathetic, rather deficient perhaps in depth
of character and emotion; and though she had a certain air of girlish
inexperience, it was clear that he was not by any means her first lover; and
certainly she was rather plebeian. What was it exactly that so fascinated
him? He asked himself the question again and again, but found no answer.
She for her part was very uneasy to see him come to her thus in shabby
old hunting-clothes, trying always to hide his face, leaving while it was still
dark and everyone was asleep. He seemed like some demon-lover in an old
ghost-tale, and she was half-afraid. But his smallest gesture showed that he
was someone out of the ordinary, and she began to suspect that he was a
person of high rank, who had used Koremitsu as his go-between. But
Koremitsu obstinately pretended to know nothing at all about his
companion, and continued to amuse himself by frequenting the house on his
own account.

What could it mean? She was dismayed at this strange love-making
with—she knew not whom. But about her too there was something fugitive,
insubstantial. Genji was obsessed by the idea that, just as she had hidden
herself in this place, so one day she would once more vanish and hide, and
he would never be able to find her again. There was every sign that her
residence here was quite temporary. He was sure that when the time came to
move she would not tell him where she was going. Of course her running
away would be proof that she was not worth bothering about any more, and
he ought, thankful for the pleasure they had had together, simply to leave
the matter at that. But he knew that this was the last thing he would be
likely to do.
People were already beginning to be suspicious, and often for several
nights running he was unable to visit her. This became so intolerable that in
his impatience he determined to bring her secretly to the Nijō-in.7 There
would be an appalling outcry if she were discovered; but that must be
risked.
‘I am going to take you somewhere very nice where no one will disturb
us’ he said at last. ‘No, No’ she cried; ‘your ways are so strange, I should be
frightened to go with you.’ She spoke in a tone of childish terror, and Genji
answered smiling: ‘One or the other of us must be a fox-in-disguise.8 Here
is a chance to find out which it is!’ He spoke very kindly, and suddenly, in a
tone of absolute submission, she consented to do whatever he thought best.
He could not but be touched at her willingness to follow him in what must
appear to her to be the most hazardous and bizarre adventure. Again he
thought of Tō no Chūjō’s story on that rainy night, and could not doubt that
this must indeed be Chūjō’s fugitive lady. But he saw that she had some
reason for wishing to avoid all questions about her past, and he restrained
his curiosity. So far as he could see she showed no signs of running away;
nor did he believe that she would do so as long as he was faithful. Tō no
Chūjō, after all, had for months on end left her to her own devices. But he
felt that if for an instant she suspected him of the slightest leaning in any
other direction it would be a bad business.
It was the fifteenth night of the eighth month. The light of an unclouded
full-moon shone between the ill-fitting planks of the roof and flooded the
room. What a queer place to be lying in! thought Genji, as he gazed round
the garret, so different from any room he had ever known before. It must be

almost day. In the neighbouring houses people were beginning to stir, and
there was an uncouth sound of peasant voices: ‘Eh! how cold it is! I can’t
believe we shall do much with the crops this year.’ ‘I don’t know what’s
going to happen about my carrying-trade’ said another; ‘things look very
bad.’ Then (banging on the wall of another house) ‘Wake up, neighbour.
Time to start. Did he hear, d’you think?’ and they rose and went off each to
the wretched task by which he earned his bread.
All this clatter and bustle going on so near her made the lady very
uncomfortable, and indeed so dainty and fastidious a person must often in
this miserable lodging have suffered things which would make her long to
sink through the floor. But however painful, disagreeable or provoking were
the things that happened, she gave no sign of noticing them. That being
herself so shrinking and delicate in her ways she could yet endure without a
murmur the exasperating banging and bumping that was going on in every
direction, aroused his admiration, and he felt that this was much nicer of her
than if she had shuddered with horror at each sound. But now, louder than
thunder, came the noise of the threshing-mills, seeming so near that they
could hardly believe it did not come from out of the pillow itself. Genji
thought that his ears would burst. What many of the noises were he could
not at all make out; but they were very peculiar and startling. The whole air
seemed to be full of crashings and bangings. Now from one side, now from
another, came too the faint thud of the bleacher’s mallet, and the scream of
wild geese passing overhead. It was all too distracting.
Their room was in the front of the house. Genji got up and opened the
long, sliding shutters. They stood together looking out. In the courtyard
near them was a clump of fine Chinese bamboos; dew lay thick on the
borders, glittering here no less brightly than in the great gardens to which
Genji was better accustomed. There was a confused buzzing of insects.
Crickets were chirping in the wall. He had often listened to them, but
always at a distance; now, singing so close to him, they made a music
which was unfamiliar and indeed seemed far lovelier than that with which
he was acquainted. But then, everything in this place where one thing was
so much to his liking, seemed despite all drawbacks to take on a new tinge
of interest and beauty. She was wearing a white bodice with a soft, grey
cloak over it. It was a poor dress, but she looked charming and almost
distinguished; even so, there was nothing very striking in her appearance—

only a certain fragile grace and elegance. It was when she was speaking that
she looked really beautiful, there was such pathos, such earnestness in her
manner. If only she had a little more spirit! But even as she was he found
her irresistible and longed to take her to some place where no one could
disturb them: ‘I am going to take you somewhere not at all far away where
we shall be able to pass the rest of the night in peace. We cannot go on like
this, parting always at break of day.’ ‘Why have you suddenly come to that
conclusion?’ she asked, but she spoke submissively. He vowed to her that
she should be his love in this and in all future lives and she answered so
passionately that she seemed utterly transformed from the listless creature
he had known, and it was hard to believe that such vows were no novelty to
her.
Discarding all prudence he sent for the maid Ukon and bade her order
his servants to fetch a coach. The affair was soon known to all the
household, and the ladies were at first somewhat uneasy at seeing their
mistress carried off in this fashion; but on the whole they did not think he
looked the sort of person who would do her any harm. It was now almost
daylight. The cocks had stopped crowing. The voice of an old man (a
pilgrim preparing for the ascent of the Holy Mountain) sounded somewhere
not far away; and, as at each prayer he bent forward to touch the ground
with his head, they could hear with what pain and difficulty he moved.
What could he be asking for in his prayers, this old man whose life seemed
fragile as the morning dew? N
‘Glory be to the Saviour
that shall come’: now they could hear the words. ‘Listen’ said Genji
tenderly, ‘is not that an omen that our love shall last through many lives to
come? ‘And he recited the poem: ‘Do not prove false this omen of the
pilgrim’s chant: that even in lives to come our love shall last unchanged.’
Then unlike the lovers in the ‘Everlasting Wrong’ who prayed that they
might be as the ‘twin birds that share a wing’ (for they remembered that this
story had ended very sadly) they prayed ‘May our love last till Maitreya
comes as a Buddha into the World.’ But she, still distrustful, answered his
poem with the verse: ‘Such sorrow have I known in this world that I have
small hope of worlds to come.’ Her versification was still a little tentative.9
She was thinking with pleasure that the setting moon would light them
on their way, and Genji was just saying so when suddenly the moon
disappeared behind a bank of clouds. But there was still great beauty in the

dawning sky. Anxious to be gone before it was quite light, he hurried her
away to the coach and put Ukon by her side.
They drove to an untenanted mansion which was not far off. While he
waited for the steward to come out Genji noticed that the gates were
crumbling away; dense shinobu-grass grew around them. So sombre an
entrance he had never seen. There was a thick mist and the dew was so
heavy that when he raised the carriage-blind his sleeve was drenched.
‘Never yet has such an adventure as this befallen me’ said Genji; ‘so I am,
as you may imagine, rather excited,’ and he made a poem in which he said
that though love’s folly had existed since the beginning of the world, never
could man have set out more rashly at the break of day into a land
unknown. ‘But to you this is no great novelty?’ She blushed and in her turn
made a poem: ‘I am as the moon that walks the sky not knowing what
menace the cruel hills may hold in store; high though she sweeps, her light
may suddenly be blotted out.’
She seemed very depressed and nervous. But this he attributed to the
fact that she had probably always lived in small houses where everything
was huddled together, and he was amused at the idea that this large mansion
should overawe her. They drove in, and while a room was being got ready
they remained in the carriage which had been drawn up alongside of the
balustrade. Ukon, looking very innocent all the while, was inwardly
comparing this excursion with her mistress’s previous adventures. She had
noticed the tone of extreme deference with which this latest lover had been
received by the steward, and had begun to draw her own conclusions.
The mist was gradually clearing away. They left the coach and went
into the room which had been prepared for them. Though so quickly
improvised, their quarters were admirably clean and well-provided, for the
steward’s son had previously been a trusted house-servant of Genji’s and
had also worked at the Great Hall. Coming now to their room he offered to
send for some of Genji’s gentlemen, ‘For’ he said ‘I cannot bear to see you
going unattended.’ ‘Do nothing of the kind’ said Genji; ‘I have come here
because I do not wish to be disturbed. No one but yourself is to know that I
have used this house,’ and he exacted a promise of absolute secrecy. No
regular meal had been prepared, but the steward brought them a little rice
porridge. Then they lay down again to sleep together for the first time in
this unfamiliar and so strangely different place.

The sun was high when they woke. Genji went and opened the shutters
himself. How deserted the garden looked! Certainly here there was no one
to spy upon them. He looked out into the distance: dense woods fast turning
to jungle. And nearer the house not a flower or bush, but only unkempt,
autumn grasslands, and a pond choked with weeds. It was a wild and
desolate place. It seemed that the steward and his men must live in some
outbuilding or lodge at a distance from the house; for here there was no sign
or sound of life. ‘It is, I must own, a strange and forsaken place to which we
have come. But no ghost or evil fairy will dare molest you while I am here.’
It pained her very much that he still was masked;10 and indeed such a
precaution was quite out of keeping with the stage at which they had now
arrived. So at last, reciting a poem in which he reminded her that all their
love down to this moment when ‘the flower opened its petals to the evening
dew’ had come from a chance vision seen casually from the street, halfturning his face away, for a moment he let her see him unmasked. ‘What of
the “shining dew”’ he asked using the words that she had written on the fan.
‘How little knew I of its beauty who had but in the twilight doubted and
guessed...!’; so she answered his poem in a low and halting voice. She need
not have feared, for to him, poor as the verses were, they seemed delightful.
And indeed the beauty of his uncovered face, suddenly revealed to her in
this black wilderness of dereliction and decay, surpassed all loveliness that
she had ever dreamed of or imagined. ‘I cannot wonder that while I still set
this barrier between us, you did not choose to tell me all that I longed to
know. But now it would be very unkind of you not to tell me your name.’ ‘I
am like the fisherman’s daughter in the song’11 she said, ‘“I have no name
or home.”’ But for all that she would not tell him who she was, she seemed
much comforted that he had let her see him. ‘Do as you please about it’ said
Genji at last; but for a while he was out of temper. Soon they had made it up
again; and so the day passed. Presently Koremitsu came to their quarters,
bringing fruit and other viands. He would not come in, for he was
frightened that Ukon would rate him mercilessly for the part he had played
in arranging the abduction of her mistress. He had now come to the
conclusion that the Lady must possess charms which he had wholly
overlooked, or Genji would certainly never have taken all this trouble about
her, and he was touched at his own magnanimity in surrendering to his
master a prize which he might well have kept for himself. It was an evening

of marvellous stillness. Genji sat watching the sky. The lady found the inner
room where she was sitting depressingly dark and gloomy. He raised the
blinds of the front room, and came to sit with her. They watched the light of
the sunset glowing in each other’s eyes, and in her wonder at his adorable
beauty and tenderness she forgot all her fears. At last she was shy with him
no longer, and he thought that the new-found boldness and merriment
became her very well. She lay by his side till night. He saw that she was
again wearing the plaintive expression of a frightened child; so quickly
closing the partition-door he brought in the great lamp, saying: ‘Outwardly
you are no longer shy with me; but I can see that deep down in your heart
there is still some sediment of rancour and distrust. It is not kind to use me
so,’ and again he was cross with her.
What were the people at the Palace thinking? Would he have been sent
for? How far would the messengers pursue their search? He became quite
agitated. Then there was the great lady in the Sixth Ward.12 What a frenzy
she must be in! This time, however, she really had good cause to be jealous.
These and other unpleasant considerations were crowding into his head,
when looking at the girl who lay beside him so trustfully, unconscious of all
that was going on in his mind, he was suddenly filled with an
overwhelming tenderness towards her. How tiresome the other was, with
her eternal susceptibilities, jealousies and suspicions! For a while at any
rate he would stop seeing her. As the night wore on they began sometimes
to doze. Suddenly Genji saw standing over him the figure of a woman, tall
and majestic: ‘You who think yourself so fine, how comes it that you have
brought to toy with you here this worthless common creature, picked up at
random in the streets? I am astonished and displeased,’ and with this she
made as though to drag the lady from his side. Thinking that this was some
nightmare or hallucination, he roused himself and sat up. The lamp had
gone out. Somewhat agitated he drew his sword and laid it beside him,
calling as he did so for Ukon. She came at once, looking a good deal scared
herself. ‘Please wake the watchman in the cross-wing,’ he said, ‘and tell
him to bring a candle.’ ‘All in the dark like this? How can I?’ she answered.
‘Don’t be childish,’ said Genji laughing and clapped his hands.13 The sound
echoed desolately through the empty house. He could not make anyone
hear; and meanwhile he noticed that his mistress was trembling from head
to foot. What should he do? He was still undecided, when suddenly she

burst out into a cold sweat. She seemed to be losing consciousness. ‘Do not
fear, Sir’ said Ukon ‘all her life she has been subject to these nightmare
fits.’ He remembered now how tired she had seemed in the morning and
how she had lain with her eyes turned upwards as though in pain. ‘I will go
myself and wake someone’ he said; ‘I am tired of clapping with only echoes
to answer me. Do not leave her!’ and drawing Ukon towards the bed he
went in the direction of the main western door. But when he opened it, he
found that the lamp in the cross-wing had also gone out. A wind had risen.
The few attendants he had brought with him were already in bed. There was
indeed only the steward’s son (the young man who had once been Genji’s
body-servant), and the one young courtier who had attended him on all his
visits. They answered when he called and sprang to their feet. ‘Come with a
candle,’ he said to the steward’s son, ‘and tell my man to get his bow and
keep on twanging the string as loud as he can. I wonder anyone should
sleep so soundly in such a deserted place. What has happened to
Koremitsu?’ ‘He waited for some time, but as you seemed to have no need
of him, he went home, saying he would be back at day-break.’
Genji’s man had been an Imperial Bowman, and making a tremendous
din with his bow he strode towards the steward’s lodge crying ‘Fire, Fire’ at
the top of his voice. The twanging of the bow reminded Genji of the Palace.
The roll-call of night courtiers must be over; the Bowman’s roll-call must
be actually going on. It was not so very late.
He groped his way back into the room. She was lying just as he had left
her, with Ukon face downwards beside her. ‘What are you doing there’ he
cried? ‘Have you gone mad with fright? You have heard no doubt that in
such lonely places as this, fox-spirits sometimes try to cast a spell upon
men. But, dear people, you need not fear. I have come back, and will not let
such creatures harm you.’ And so saying he dragged Ukon from the bed.
‘Oh, Sir’ she said ‘I felt so queer and frightened that I fell flat down upon
my face; and what my poor lady must be going through I dare not think.’
‘Then try not to add to her fright’ said Genji, and pushing her aside bent
over the prostate form. The girl was scarcely breathing. He touched her; she
was quite limp. She did not know him.
Perhaps some accursed thing, some demon had tried to snatch her spirit
away; she was so timid, so childishly helpless. The man came with the
candle. Ukon was still too frightened to move. Genji placed a screen so as

to hide the bed and called the man to him. It was of course contrary to
etiquette that he should serve Genji himself and he hesitated in
embarrassment, not venturing even to ascend the dais. ‘Come here’ said
Genji impatiently; ‘use your common-sense.’ Reluctantly the man gave him
the light, and as he held it towards the bed, he saw for a moment the figure
which had stood there in his dream still hovering beside the pillow;
suddenly it vanished. He had read in old tales of such apparitions and of
their power, and was in great alarm. But for the moment he was so full of
concern for the lady who now lay motionless on the bed, that he gave no
thought to that menacing vision, and lying down beside her, began gently to
move her limbs. Already they were growing cold. Her breathing had quite
stopped. What could he do? To whom could he turn for help? He ought to
send for a priest. He tried to control himself, but he was very young, and
seeing her lying there all still and pale, he could contain himself no longer
and crying ‘Come back to me, my own darling, come back to life. Do not
look at me so strangely!’ he flung his arms about her. But now she was
quite cold. Her face was set in a dull, senseless stare.
Suddenly Ukon, who had been so busy with her own fears, came to
herself again, and set up the most dismal weeping. He disregarded her.
Something had occurred to him. There was a story of how a certain minister
was waylaid by a demon as he passed through the Southern Hall. The man,
Genji remembered, had been prostrate with fear; but in the end he revived
and escaped. No, she could not really be dead, and turning to Ukon he said
firmly: ‘Come now, we cannot have you making such a hideous noise in the
middle of the night.’ But he himself was stunned with grief, and though he
gave Ukon distracted orders scarce knew what he was doing. Presently he
sent for the steward’s son and said to him: ‘Someone here has had a fright
and is in a very bad way. I want you to go to Koremitsu’s house and tell him
to come as quickly as he can. If his brother the priest is there too, take him
aside and tell him quietly that I should like to see him at once. But do not
speak loud enough for the nun their mother to hear; for I would not have her
know of this excursion.’ But though he managed to say the words, his brain
was all the while in a hideous turmoil. For added to the ghastly thought that
he himself had caused her death there was the dread and horror with which
the whole place now inspired him.

It was past midnight. A violent storm began to rise, sighing dismally as
it swept the pine-trees that clustered round the house. And all the while
some strange bird—an owl, he supposed—kept screeching hoarsely. Utter
desolation on all sides. No human voice; no friendly sound. Why, why had
he chosen this hideous place?
Ukon had fainted and was lying by her mistress’s side. Was she too
going to die of fright? No, no. He must not give way to such thoughts. He
was now the only person left who was capable of action. Was there nothing
he could do? The candle was burning badly. He lit it again. Over by the
screen in the corner of the main room something was moving. There it was
again, but in another corner now. There was a sound of footsteps treading
cautiously. It still went on. Now they were coming up behind him....
If only Koremitsu would return! But Koremitsu was a rover and a long
time was wasted in looking for him. Would it never be day? It seemed to
him that this night was lasting a thousand years. But now, somewhere a
long way off, a cock crowed.
Why had fate seen fit to treat him thus? He felt that it must be as a
punishment for all the strange and forbidden amours into which in these last
years he had despite himself been drawn, that now this unheard of horror
had befallen him. And such things, though one may keep them secret for a
time, always come out in the end. He minded most that the Emperor would
be certain to discover sooner or later about this and all his other affairs.
Then there was the general scandal. Everyone would know. The very gutter
boys would make merry over him. Never, never must he do such things
again, or his reputation would utterly collapse....
At last Koremitsu arrived. He prided himself on being always ready to
carry out his master’s wishes immediately at whatever hour of the night or
day, and he thought it very provoking of Genji to have sent for him just on
the one occasion when he was not to hand. And now that he had come his
master did not seem able to give him any orders, but stood speechless in
front of him.
Ukon, hearing Koremitsu’s voice, suddenly came to herself and
remembering what had happened, burst into tears. And now Genji, who
while he alone was there had supported and encouraged the weeping maidservant, relieved at last by Koremitsu could contain himself no longer, and

suddenly realizing again the terrible thing that had befallen him he burst
into uncontrollable weeping. ‘Something horrible has happened here,’ he
managed to say at last, ‘too dreadful to explain. I have heard that when such
things as this suddenly befall, certain scriptures should be read. I would
have this done, and prayers said. That is why I asked you to bring your
brother....’
‘He went up to the mountain yesterday’ said Koremitsu. ‘But I see that
there has been terrible work here afoot. Was it in some sudden fit of
madness that you did this thing?’ Genji shook his head. So moved was
Koremitsu at the sight of his master weeping, that he too began to sob. Had
he been an older man, versed in the ways of the world, he might have been
of some use in such a crisis, but both of them were young and both were
equally perplexed. At last Koremitsu said: ‘One thing at least is clear. The
steward’s son must not know. For though he himself can be depended upon,
he is the sort of person who is sure to tell all his relatives, and they might
meddle disastrously in the affair. We had best get clear of this house as
quietly as we can.’ ‘Perhaps’ said Genji; ‘but it would be hard to find a less
frequented place than this.’ ‘At any rate’ Koremitsu continued, ‘we cannot
take her to her own house; for there her gentlewomen, who loved her
dearly, would raise such a weeping and wailing as would soon bring a pack
of neighbours swarming around, and all would quickly be known. If only I
knew of some mountain-temple—for there such things are customary14 and
pass almost unnoticed.’ He paused and reflected. ‘There is a lady I once
knew who has become a nun and now lives on the Higashi Yama. She was
my father’s wet-nurse and is now very old and bent. She does not of course
live alone; but no outside people come there.’ A faint light was already
showing in the sky when Koremitsu brought the carriage in. Thinking that
Genji would not wish to move the body himself, he wrapt it in a rush-mat
and carried it towards the carriage. How small she was to hold! Her face
was calm and beautiful. He felt no repulsion. He could find no way to
secure her hair, and when he began to carry her it overflowed and hung
towards the ground. Genji saw, and his eyes darkened. A hideous anguish
possessed him.
He tried to follow the body, but Koremitsu dissuaded him, saying ‘You
must ride back to your palace as quickly as you can; you have just time to
get there before the stir begins,’ and putting Ukon into the carriage, he gave

Genji his horse. Then pulling up his silk trousers to the knee, he
accompanied the carriage on foot. It was a very singular procession; but
Koremitsu, seeing his master’s terrible distress, forgot for the moment his
own dignity and walked stolidly on. Genji, hardly conscious of what went
on around him arrived at last in ghostly pallor at his house. ‘Where do you
come from, my Lord?’ ‘How ill you look.’ ... Questions assailed him, but he
hurried to his room and lay behind his curtain. He tried to calm himself, but
hideous thoughts tormented him. Why had he not insisted upon going with
her? What if after all she were not dead and waking up should find that he
had thus abandoned her? While these wild thoughts chased through his
brain a terrible sensation of choking began to torment him. His head ached,
his body seemed to be on fire. Indeed he felt so strange that he thought he
too was about to die suddenly and inexplicably as she had done. The sun
was now high, but he did not get up. His gentlemen, with murmurs of
astonishment, tried every means to rouse him. He sent away the dainties
they brought, and lay hour after hour plunged in the darkest thoughts. A
messenger arrived from the Emperor: ‘His Majesty has been uneasy since
yesterday when his envoys sought everywhere for your Highness in vain.’
The young lords too came from the Great Hall. He would see none of
them but Tō no Chūjō, and even him he made stand outside his curtain
while he spoke to him: ‘My foster-mother has been very ill since the fifth
month. She shaved her head and performed other penances, in consequence
of which (or so it seems) she recovered a little and got up, but is very much
enfeebled. She sent word that she desired to see me once more before she
died, and as I was very fond of her when I was a child, I could not refuse.
While I was there a servant in the house fell ill and died quite suddenly. Out
of consideration for me they removed the body at nightfall. But as soon as I
was told of what had happened I remembered that the Fast of the Ninth
Month was at hand and for this reason I have not thought it right to present
myself to the Emperor my father. Moreover, since early morning I have had
a cough and very bad headache, so you will forgive me for treating you in
this way.’
‘I will give the Emperor your message. But I must tell you that last
night when you were out he sent messengers to look for you and seemed, if
I may venture to say so, to be in a very ill humour.’ Tō no Chūjō turned to
go, but pausing a moment came back to Genji’s couch and said quietly:

‘What really happened to you last night? What you told me just now cannot
possibly be true.’ ‘You need not go into details,’ answered Genji
impatiently. ‘Simply tell him that unintentionally I became exposed to a
pollution, and apologize to him for me as best you can.’ He spoke sharply,
but in his heart there was only an unspeakable sadness; and he was very
tired.
All day he lay hidden from sight. Once he sent for Tō no Chūjō’s
brother Kurōdo no Ben and gave him a formal message for the Emperor.
The same excuse would serve for the Great Hall, and he sent a similar
message there and to other houses where he might be expected.
At dusk Koremitsu came. The story of Genji’s pollution had turned all
visitors from the door, and Koremitsu found his palace utterly deserted.
‘What happened?’ said Genji, summoning him, ‘you are sure that she is
dead?’ and holding his sleeve before his face he wept. ‘All is over; of that
there is no doubt,’ said Koremitsu, also in tears; ‘and since it is not possible
for them to keep the body long, I have arranged with a very respectable
aged priest who is my friend that the ceremony shall take place to-morrow,
since to-morrow chances to be a good calendar day.’ ‘And what of her
gentlewoman?’ asked Genji. ‘I fear she will not live,’ said Koremitsu. ‘She
cries out that she must follow her mistress and this morning, had I not held
her, she would have cast herself from a high rock. She threatened to tell the
servants at my lady’s house, but I prevailed upon her to think the matter
over quietly before she did this.’ ‘Poor thing,’ said Genji, ‘small wonder
that she should be thus distracted. I too am feeling strangely disordered and
do not know what will become of me.’ ‘Torment yourself no more,’ said
Koremitsu. ‘All things happen as they must. Here is one who will handle
this matter very prudently for you, and none shall be the wiser.’ ‘Happen as
they must. You are right’ said Genji ‘and so I try to persuade myself. But in
the pursuit of one’s own wanton pleasures to have done harm and to have
caused someone’s death—that is a hideous crime; a terrible load of sin to
bear with me through the world. Do not tell even your sister; much less
your mother the nun, for I am ashamed that she should even know I have
ever done that kind of thing.’15 ‘Do not fear’ answered Koremitsu. ‘Even to
the priests, who must to a certain extent be let into the secret, I have told a
long made-up tale’ and Genji felt a little easier in his mind.

The waiting-women of his palace were sorely puzzled; ‘First he says he
has been defiled and cannot go to Court, and now he sits whispering and
sighing.’ What could it all mean? ‘Again I beg you’ said Genji at last ‘to
see that everything is done as it should be.’ He was thinking all the time of
the elaborate Court funerals which he had witnessed (he had, indeed, seen
no others) and imagined Koremitsu directing a complicated succession of
rituals. ‘I will do what I can; it will be no such great matter,’ he answered
and turned to go. Suddenly Genji could bear no longer the thought that he
should never see her again. ‘You will think it very foolish of me,’ he said,
‘but I am coming with you. I shall ride on horseback.’ ‘If your heart is set
upon it,’ said Koremitsu, ‘it is not for me to reason with you. Let us start
soon, so that we may be back before the night is over.’ So putting on the
hunting-dress and other garments in which he had disguised himself before,
he left his room.
Already the most hideous anguish possessed him, and now, as he set
out upon this strange journey, to the dark thoughts that filled his mind was
added a dread lest his visit might rouse to some fresh fury the mysterious
power which had destroyed her. Should he go? He hesitated; but though he
knew that this way lay no cure for his sadness, yet if he did not see her now,
never again perhaps in any life to come would he meet the face and form
that he had loved so well. So with Koremitsu and the one same groom to
bear him company he set out upon the road.
The way seemed endless. The moon of the seventeenth night had risen
and lit up the whole space of the Kamo plain, and in the light of the
outrunners’ torches the countryside towards Toribeno now came dimly into
sight. But Genji in his sickness and despair saw none of this, and suddenly
waking from the stupor into which he had fallen found that they had
arrived.
The nun’s cell was in a chapel built against the wall of a wooden house.
It was a desolate spot, but the chapel itself was very beautiful. The light of
the visitors’ torches flickered through the open door. In the inner room there
was no sound but that of a woman weeping by herself; in the outer room
were several priests talking together (or was it praying?) in hushed voices.
In the neighbouring temples vespers were over and there was absolute
stillness; only towards the Kiyomizu were lights visible and many figures
seemed to throng the hill-side.16

A senior priest, son of the aged nun, now began to recite the Scriptures
in an impressive voice, and Genji as he listened felt the tears come into his
eyes. He went in. Ukon was lying behind a screen; when she heard him
enter, she turned the lamp to the wall. What terrible thing was she trying to
hide from him? But when he came nearer he saw to his joy that the dead
lady was not changed in any way whatsoever, but lay there very calm and
beautiful; and feeling no horror or fear at all he took her hand and said,
‘Speak to me once again; tell me why for so short a while you came to me
and filled my heart with gladness, and then so soon forsook me, who loved
you so well?’ and he wept long and bitterly by her side.
The priests did not know who he was, but they were touched by his
evident misery and themselves shed tears. He asked Ukon to come back
with him, but she answered: ‘I have served this lady since she was a little
child and never once for so much as an hour have I left her. How can I
suddenly part from one who was so dear to me and serve in another’s
house? And I must now go and tell her people what has become of her; for
(such is the manner of her death) if I do not speak soon, there will be an
outcry that it was I who was to blame, and that would be a terrible thing for
me, Sir,’ and she burst into tears, wailing ‘I will lie with her upon the pyre;
my smoke shall mingle with hers!’
‘Poor soul’ said Genji, ‘I do not wonder at your despair. But this is the
way of the world. Late or soon we must all go where she has gone. Take
comfort and trust in me.’ So he sought to console her, but in a moment he
added: ‘Those, I know, are but hollow words. I too care no longer for life
and would gladly follow her.’ So he spoke, giving her in the end but little
comfort.
‘The night is far spent’ said Koremitsu; ‘we must now be on our way.’
And so with many backward looks and a heart full to bursting he left the
house. A heavy dew had fallen and the mist was so thick that it was hard to
see the road. On the way it occurred to him that she was still wearing his
scarlet cloak, which he had lent her when they lay down together on the last
evening. How closely their lives had been entwined!
Noting that he sat very unsteadily in his saddle, Koremitsu walked
beside him and gave him a hand. But when they came to a dyke, he lost
hold and his master fell to the ground. Here he lay in great pain and

bewilderment. ‘I shall not live to finish the journey’ he said; ‘I have not
strength to go so far.’ Koremitsu too was sorely troubled, for he felt that
despite all Genji’s insistence, he ought never to have allowed him, feverstricken as he was, to embark upon this disastrous journey. In great
agitation he plunged his hands in the river and prayed to Our Lady
Kwannon of Kiyomizu. Genji too roused himself at last and forced himself
to pray inwardly to the Buddha. And so they managed to start upon their
journey again and in the end with Koremitsu’s help he reached his palace.
This sudden journey undertaken so late at night had seemed to all his
household the height of imprudence. They had noted for some while past
his nightly wanderings grow more and more frequent; but though often
agitated and pre-occupied, never had he returned so haggard as that
morning. What could be the object of these continual excursions? And they
shook their heads in great concern. Genji flung himself upon his bed and
lay there in fever and pain for several days. He was growing very weak.
The news was brought to the Emperor who was greatly distressed and
ordered continual prayers to be said for him in all the great temples; and
indeed there were more special services and purification-ceremonies and
incantations than I have room to rehearse. When it became known that this
prince so famous for his great charm and beauty, was likely soon to die,
there was a great stir in all the kingdom.
Sick though he was he did not forget to send for Ukon and have her
enrolled among his gentlewomen. Koremitsu, who was beside himself with
anxiety concerning his master, yet managed on her arrival to calm himself
and give to Ukon friendly instruction in her new duties; for he was touched
by the helpless plight in which she had been left. And Genji, whenever he
felt a little better, would use her to carry messages and letters, so that she
soon grew used to waiting upon him. She was dressed in deep black and
though not at all handsome was a pleasant enough looking woman.
‘It seems that the same fate which so early stayed your lady’s course
has willed that I too should be but little longer for this world. I know in
what sore distress you are left by the loss of one who was for so many years
your mistress and friend; and it was my purpose to have comforted you in
your bereavement by every care and kindness I could devise. For this
reason, indeed, it grieves me that I shall survive her for so short a time.’ So,
somewhat stiltedly, he whispered to Ukon, and being now very weak he

could not refrain from tears. Apart from the fact that his death would leave
her utterly without resource, she had now quite taken to him and would
have been very sorry indeed if he had died.
His gentlemen ran hither and thither, distracted; the Emperor’s envoys
thronged thick as the feet of the raindrops. Hearing of his father’s distress
and anxiety, Genji strove hard to reassure him by pretending to some slight
respite or improvement. His father-in-law too showed great concern, calling
every day for news and ordering the performance of various rites and potent
liturgies; and it was perhaps as a result of this, that having been dangerously
ill for more than twenty days, he took a turn for the better, and soon all his
symptoms began to disappear. On the night of his recovery the term of his
defilement also ended and hearing that the Emperor was still extremely
uneasy about him, he determined to reassure the Court by returning to his
official residence at the Palace. His father-in-law came to fetch him in his
own carriage and rather irritatingly urged upon him all sorts of remedies
and precautions.
For some while everything in the world to which he had now returned
seemed strange to him and he indeed scarce knew himself; but by the
twentieth day of the ninth month his recovery was complete, nor did the
pallor and thinness of his face become him by any means ill.
At times he would stare vacantly before him and burst into loud
weeping, and seeing this there were not wanting those who said that he was
surely possessed.
Often he would send for Ukon, and once when they had been talking in
the still of the evening he said to her ‘There is one thing which still puzzles
me. Why would she never tell me who she was? For even if she was indeed,
as she once said, “a fisherman’s child,” it was a strange perversity to use
such reticence with one who loved her so well.’
‘You ask why she hid her name from you?’ said Ukon. ‘Can you
wonder at it? When could she have been expected to tell you her name (not
that it would have meant much to you if you had heard it)? For from the
beginning you treated her with a strange mistrust, coming with such secrecy
and mystery as might well make her doubt whether you were indeed a
creature of the waking world. But though you never told her she knew well
enough who you were, and the thought that you would not be thus secret

had you regarded her as more than a mere plaything or idle distraction was
very painful to her.’
‘What a wretched series of misunderstandings’ said Genji. ‘For my part
I had no mind to put a distance between us. But I had no experience in such
affairs as this. There are many difficulties in the path of such people as I.
First and foremost I feared the anger of my father the Emperor; and then,
the foolish jesting of the world. I felt myself hedged in by courtly rules and
restrictions. But for all the tiresome concealments that my rank forced upon
me, from that first evening I had so strangely set my heart upon her that
though reason counselled me I could not hold back; and indeed it seems
sometimes to me that an irresistible fate drove me to do the thing of which I
now so bitterly and continually repent. But tell me more about her. For there
can now be no reason for concealment. When on each seventh day I cause
the names of the Buddhas to be written for her comfort and salvation,
whom am I to name in my inward prayer?’
‘There can be no harm in my telling you that’ said Ukon, ‘and I should
have done so before, did I not somehow feel it a shame to be prating to you
now about things she would not have me speak of while she was alive. Her
parents died when she was quite small. Her father, Sammi Chūjō, loved her
very dearly, but felt always that he could not give her all the advantages to
which her great beauty entitled her; and still perplexed about her future and
how best to do his duty by her, he died. Soon afterwards some accident
brought her into the company of Tō no Chūjō17 who was at that time still a
lieutenant and for three years he made her very happy. But in the autumn of
last year disquieting letters began to arrive from the Great Hall of the
Right,18 and being by nature prone to fits of unreasoning fear she now fell
into a wild panic and fled to the western part of the town where she hid
herself in the house of her old wet-nurse. Here she was very uncomfortable,
and had planned to move to a certain village in the hills, when she
discovered that it would be unlucky, owing to the position of the stars since
the beginning of the year, to make a journey in that direction; and (though
she never told me so) I think, Sir, it troubled her sorely that you should have
come upon her when she was living in so wretched a place. But there was
never anyone in the world like my lady for keeping things to herself; she
could never bear that other people should know what was on her mind. I

have no doubt, Sir, that she sometimes behaved very oddly to you and that
you have seen all this for yourself.’
Yes, this was all just as Tō no Chūjō had described. ‘I think there was
some mention of a child that Chūjō was vexed to have lost sight of’ said
Genji more interested than ever; ‘am I right?’ ‘Yes, indeed,’ she answered
‘it was born in the spring of last year, a girl, and a fine child it was.’ ‘Where
is it now?’ asked Genji. ‘Could you get hold of it and bring it to me here
without letting anyone know where you were taking it? It would be a great
comfort to me in my present misery to have some remembrance of her near
me;’ and he added, ‘I ought of course to tell Chūjō, but that would lead to
useless and painful discussions about what has happened. Somehow or
other I will manage to bring her up here in my palace. I think there can be
no harm in that. And you will easily enough find some story to tell to
whatever people are now looking after her.’ ‘I am very glad that this has
entered your head,’ said Ukon, ‘it would be a poor look-out for her to grow
up in the quarter where she is now living. With no one properly belonging
to her and in such a part of the town....’
In the stillness of the evening, under a sky of exquisite beauty, here and
there along the borders in front of his palace some insect croaked its song;
the leaves were just beginning to turn. And as he looked upon this pleasant
picture he felt ashamed at the contrast between his surroundings and the
little house where Yūgao had lived. Suddenly somewhere among the
bamboo groves the bird called iyebato uttered its sharp note. He
remembered just how she had looked when in the gardens of that fatal
house the same bird had startled her by its cry, and turning to Ukon, ‘How
old was she?’ he suddenly asked; ‘for though she seemed childlike in her
diffidence and helplessness, that may only have been a sign that she was not
long for this world.’ ‘She must have been nineteen’ said Ukon. ‘When my
mother, who was her first wet-nurse, died and left me an orphan, my lady’s
father was pleased to notice me and reared me at my lady’s side. Ah Sir,
when I think of it, I do not know how I shall live without her; for kind as
people here may be I do not seem to get used to them. I suppose it is that I
knew her ways, poor lady, she having been my mistress for so many years.’
To Genji even the din of the cloth-beaters’ mallets had become dear
through recollection, and as he lay in bed he repeated those verses of Po
Chü-i.

In the eighth month and ninth month when the nights are growing long
A thousand times, ten thousand times the fuller’s stick beats.

The young brother still waited upon him, but he no longer brought with
him the letters which he had been used to bring. Utsusemi thought he had at
last decided that her treatment of him was too unfriendly to be borne, and
was vexed that he should feel so. Then suddenly she heard of his illness,
and all her vexation turned to consternation and anxiety. She was soon to
set out upon her long journey, but this did not much interest her; and to see
whether Genji had quite forgotten her she sent him a message saying that
she had been able to find no words in which to express her grief at hearing
the news of his illness. With it she sent the poem: ‘I did not ask for news
and you did not ask why I was silent; so the days wore on and I remained in
sorrow and dismay.’ He had not forgotten her, no, not in all his trouble; and
his answer came: ‘Of this life, fragile as the utsusemi’s19 shell, already I
was weary, when your word came, and gave me strength to live anew.’ The
poem was written in a very tremulous and confused hand; but she thought
the writing very beautiful and it delighted her that he had not forgotten how,
cicada-like, she had shed her scarf. There could be no harm in this
interchange of notes, but she had no intention of arranging a meeting. She
thought that at last even he had seen that there could be no sense in that.
As for Utsusemi’s companion, she was not yet married, and Genji
heard that she had become the mistress of Tō no Chūjō’s brother Kurōdo no
Shōshō; and though he feared that Shōshō might already have taken very ill
the discovery that he was not first in the field, and did not at all wish to
offend him, yet he had a certain curiosity about the girl and sent Utsusemi’s
little brother with a message asking if she had heard of his illness and the
poem: ‘Had I not once gathered for my pillow a handful of the sedge that
grows upon the eaves,20 not a dewdrop of pretext could my present message
find.’ It was an acrostic with many hidden meanings. He tied the letter to a
tall reed and bade him deliver it secretly; but was afterwards very uneasy at
the thought that it might go astray. ‘If it falls into Shōshō’s hands’ he
thought ‘he will at once guess that it was I who was before him.’ But after
all Shōshō would probably not take that so very hard, Genji had vanity
enough to think.

The boy delivered the message when Shōshō was at a safe distance.
She could not help feeling a little hurt; but it was something that he had
remembered her at all, and justifying it to herself with the excuse that she
had had no time to do anything better, she sent the boy straight back with
the verse: ‘The faint wind of your favour, that but for a moment blew, with
grief has part befrosted the small sedge of the eaves.’ It was very ill-written,
with all sorts of ornamental but misleading strokes and flourishes; indeed
with a complete lack of style. However, it served to remind him of the face
he had first seen that evening by the lamplight. As for the other who on that
occasion had sat so stiffly facing her, what determination there had been in
her face, what a steady resolution to give no quarter!
The affair with the lady of the sedge was so unintentional and so
insignificant that though he regarded it as rather frivolous and indiscreet, he
saw no great harm in it. But if he did not take himself in hand before it was
too late he would soon again be involved in some entanglement which
might finally ruin his reputation.
On the forty-ninth day after Yūgao’s death a service in her memory was
by his orders secretly held in the Hokedō on Mount Hiyei. The ritual
performed was of the most elaborate kind, everything that was required
being supplied from the Prince’s own store; and even the decoration of the
service books and images was carried out with the utmost attention.
Koremitsu’s brother, a man of great piety, was entrusted with the direction
of the ceremony, and all went well. Next Genji sent for his old writingmaster, a doctor of letters for whom he had a great liking and bade him
write the prayer for the dead.21 ‘Say that I commit to Amida the Buddha
one not named whom I loved, but lost disastrously,’ and he wrote out a
rough draft for the learned man to amend. ‘There is nothing to add or alter,’
said the master, deeply moved. Who could it be, he wondered, at whose
death the prince was so distressed? (For Genji, try as he might, could not
hide his tears.)
When he was secretly looking through his store for largesse to give to
the Hokedō priests, he came upon a certain dress and as he folded it made
the poem: ‘The girdle that to-day with tears I knot, shall we ever in some
new life untie?’
Till now her spirit had wandered in the void.22

But already she must be setting out on her new life-path, and in great
solicitude, he prayed continually for her safety.
He met Tō no Chūjō and his heart beat violently, for he had longed to
tell him about Yūgao’s child and how it was to be reared. But he feared that
the rest of the story would needlessly anger and distress him, and he did not
mention the matter. Meanwhile the servants of Yūgao’s house were
surprised that they had had no news from her nor even from Ukon, and had
begun to be seriously disquieted. They had still no proof that it was Genji
who was her lover, but several of them thought that they had recognized
him and his name was whispered among them. They would have it that
Koremitsu knew the secret, but he pretended to know nothing whatever
about Yūgao’s lover and found a way to put off all their questions; and as
he was still frequenting the house for his own purposes, it was easy for
them to believe that he was not really concerned in their mistress’s affairs.
Perhaps after all it was some blackguard of a Zuryō’s son who, frightened
of Tō no Chūjō’s interference, had carried her off to his province. The real
owner of the house was a daughter of Yūgao’s second wet-nurse, who had
three children of her own. Ukon had been brought up with them, but they
thought that it was perhaps because she was not their own sister that Ukon
sent them no news of their mistress, and they were in great distress.
Ukon who knew that they would assail her with questions which her
promise to Genji forbade her to answer, dared not go to the house, not even
to get news of her lady’s child. It had been put out somewhere to nurse, but
to her great sorrow she had quite lost sight of it.
Longing all the while to see her face once more though only in a
dream, upon the night after the ceremony on Mount Hiyei, he had a vision
very different from that for which he prayed. There appeared to him once
more, just as on that fatal night, the figure of a woman in menacing posture,
and he was dismayed at the thought that some demon which haunted the
desolate spot might on the occasion when it did that terrible thing, also have
entered into him and possessed him.
Iyo no Suke was to start early in the Godless Month and had announced
that his wife would go with him. Genji sent very handsome parting presents
and among them with special intent he put many very exquisite combs and
fans. With them were silk strips to offer to the God of Journeys and, above

all, the scarf which she had dropped, and, tied to it, a poem in which he said
that he had kept it in remembrance of her while there was still hope of their
meeting, but now returned it wet with tears shed in vain. There was a long
letter with the poem, but this was of no particular interest and is here
omitted. She sent no answer by the man who had brought the presents, but
gave her brother the poem: ‘That to the changed cicada you should return
her summer dress shows that you too have changed and fills an insect heart
with woe.’
He thought long about her. Though she had with so strange and
inexplicable a resolution steeled her heart against him to the end, yet each
time he remembered that she had gone forever it filled him with depression.
It was the first day of the tenth month, and as though in sign that winter
had indeed begun heavy rain fell. All day long Genji watched the stormy
sky. Autumn had hideously bereaved him and winter already was taking
from him one whom he dearly loved:
Now like a traveller who has tried two ways in vain
I stand perplexed where these sad seasons meet.

Now at least we must suppose he was convinced that such secret
adventures led only to misery.
I should indeed be very loth to recount in all their detail matters which
he took so much trouble to conceal, did I not know that if you found I had
omitted anything you would at once ask why, just because he was supposed
to be an Emperor’s son, I must needs put a favourable showing on his
conduct by leaving out all his indiscretions; and you would soon be saying
that this was no history but a mere made-up tale designed to influence the
judgment of posterity. As it is I shall be called a scandal-monger; but that I
cannot help.
1

Lady Rokujō. Who she was gradually becomes apparent in the course of the
story.
2

Lady Rokujō’s house.

3

Rokujō.

4

Genji was now seventeen; Rokujō twenty-four.

5

The god of bridges. He built in a single night the stone causeway which joins
Mount Katsuragi and Mount Kombu.

6

Genji’s brother-in-law.

7

His own palace.

8

Foxes, dressed up as men, were believed to be in the habit of seducing and
bewitching human beings.
9

We gather later that she was only nineteen.

10

I.e. covered part of his face with a scarf or the like, a practice usual with
illicit lovers in mediæval Japan.
11

Shin Kokinshū, 1701.

12

Lady Rokujō.

13

To summon a servant.

14

The bringing of a corpse. Temples were used as mortuaries.

15

I.e. pursued illicit amours.

16

Pilgrimages to Kiyomizu Temple are made on the seventeenth day.

17

Chūjō means ‘Captain’; see above, p. 71.

18

From Tō no Chūjō’s wife, who was the daughter of the Minister of the Right.

19

Cicada.

20

‘Sedge upon the eaves ‘is Nokiba no Ogi, and it is by this name that the lady
is generally known.
21
22

Gwammon.

For forty-nine days the spirit of the dead leads the intermediate existence so
strangely described in the Abhidharma Kośa Śāstra; then it begins its new
incarnation.

CHAPTER V
MURASAKI
HE fell sick of an ague, and when numerous charms and spells had been
tried in vain, the illness many times returning, someone said that in a certain
temple on the Northern Hills there lived a wise and holy man who in the
summer of the year before (the ague was then rife and the usual spells were
giving no relief) was able to work many signal cures: ‘Lose no time in
consulting him, for while you try one useless means after another the
disease gains greater hold upon you.’ At once he sent a messenger to fetch
the holy man, who however replied that the infirmities of old age no longer
permitted him to go abroad. ‘What is to be done?’ said Genji; ‘I must go
secretly to visit him’; and taking only four or five trusted servants he set out
long before dawn. The place lay somewhat deep into the hills. It was the
last day of the third month and in the Capital the blossoms had all fallen.
The hill-cherry was not yet out; but as he approached the open country, the
mists began to assume strange and lovely forms, which pleased him the
more because, being one whose movements were tethered by many
proprieties, he had seldom seen such sights before. The temples too
delighted him. The holy man lived in a deep cave hollowed out of a high
wall of rock. Genji did not send in his name and was in close disguise, but
his face was well known and the priest at once recognized him.
‘Forgive me’ he said; ‘it was you, was it not, who sent for me the other
day? Alas, I think no longer of the things of this world and I am afraid I
have forgotten how to work my cures. I am very sorry indeed that you have
come so far,’ and pretending to be very much upset, he looked at Genji,
laughing. But it was soon apparent that he was a man of very great piety
and learning. He wrote out certain talismans and administered them, and
read certain spells. By the time this was over, the sun had risen, and Genji
went a little way outside the cave and looked around him. From the high
ground where he was standing he looked down on a number of scattered

hermitages. A winding track led down to a hut which, though it was hedged
with the same small brushwood as the rest, was more spaciously planned,
having a pleasant roofed alley running out from it, and there were trim
copses set around. He asked whose house it was and was told by one of his
men that a certain abbot had been living there in retirement for two years. ‘I
know him well’ said Genji on hearing the abbot’s name; ‘I should not like
to meet him dressed and attended as I am. I hope he will not hear....’ Just
then a party of nicely dressed children came out of the house and began to
pluck such flowers as are used for the decoration of altars and holy images.
‘There are some girls with them’ said one of Genji’s men. ‘We cannot
suppose that His Reverence keeps them. Who then can they be?’ and to
satisfy his curiosity he went a little way down the hill and watched them.
‘Yes, there are some very pretty girls, some of them grown up and others
quite children,’ he came back and reported.
During a great part of the morning Genji was busy with his cure. When
at last the ceremony was completed his attendants, dreading the hour at
which the fever usually returned, strove to distract his attention by taking
him a little way across the mountain to a point from which the Capital could
be seen. ‘How lovely’ cried Genji ‘are those distances half lost in haze, and
that blur of shimmering woods that stretches out on every side. How could
anyone be unhappy for a single instant who lived in such a place?’ ‘This is
nothing,’ said one of his men. ‘If I could but show you the lakes and
mountains of other provinces, you would soon see how far they excel all
that you here admire’; and he began to tell him first of Mount Fuji and
many another famous peak, and then of the West Country with all its
pleasant bays and shores, till he quite forgot that it was the hour of his fever.
‘Yonder, nearest to us’ the man continued, pointing to the sea ‘is the bay of
Akashi in Harima. Note it well; for though it is not a very out-of-the-way
place, yet the feeling one has there of being shut off from everything save
one huge waste of sea makes it the strangest and most desolate spot I know.
And there it is that the daughter of a lay priest who was once governor of
the province presides over a mansion of quite disproportionate and
unexpected magnificence. He is the descendant of a Prime Minister and was
expected to cut a great figure in the world. But he is a man of very singular
disposition and is averse to all society. For a time he was an officer in the
Palace Guard, but he gave this up and accepted the province of Harima.
However he soon quarrelled with the local people and, announcing that he

had been badly treated and was going back to the Capital, he did nothing of
the sort, but shaved his head and became a lay priest. Then instead of
settling, as is usually done, on some secluded hillside, he built himself a
house on the seashore, which may seem to you a very strange thing to do;
but as a matter of fact, whereas in that province in one place or another a
good many recluses have taken up their abode, the mountain-country is far
more dull and lonely and would sorely have tried the patience of his young
wife and child; and so as a compromise he chose the seashore. Once when I
was travelling in the province of Harima I took occasion to visit his house
and noted that, though at the Capital he had lived in a very modest style,
here he had built on the most magnificent and lavish scale; as though
determined in spite of what had happened (now that he was free from the
bother of governing the province) to spend the rest of his days in the
greatest comfort imaginable. But all the while he was making great
preparations for the life to come and no ordained priest could have led a
more austere and pious life.’
‘But you spoke of his daughter?’ said Genji. ‘She is passably goodlooking,’ he answered, ‘and not by any means stupid. Several governors
and officers of the province have set their hearts upon her and pressed their
suit most urgently; but her father has sent them all away. It seems that
though in his own person so indifferent to worldly glory, he is determined
that this one child, his only object of care, should make amends for his
obscurity, and has sworn that if ever she chooses against his will, and when
he is gone flouts his set purpose and injunction to satisfy some idle fancy of
her own, his ghost will rise and call upon the sea to cover her.’
Genji listened with great attention. ‘Why, she is like the vestal virgin
who may know no husband but the King-Dragon of the Sea,’ and they
laughed at the old ex-Governor’s absurd ambitions. The teller of the story
was a son of the present Governor of Harima, who from being a clerk in the
Treasury had last year been capped an officer of the Fifth Rank. He was
famous for his love-adventures and the others whispered to one another that
it was with every intention of persuading the lady to disobey her father’s
injunctions that he had gone out of his way to visit the shore of Akashi.
‘I fear her breeding must be somewhat countrified,’ said one; ‘it cannot
well be otherwise, seeing that she has grown up with no other company
than that of her old-fashioned parents,—though indeed it appears that her

mother was a person of some consequence.’ ‘Why, yes’ said Yoshikiyo, the
Governor’s son, ‘and for this reason she was able to secure little girls and
boys from all the best houses in the Capital, persuading them to pay visits to
the sea-side and be playmates to her own little girl, who thus acquired the
most polished breeding.’ ‘If an unscrupulous person were to find himself in
that quarter,’ said another, ‘I fear that despite the dead father’s curse he
might not find it easy to resist her.’
The story made a deep impression upon Genji’s imagination. As his
gentlemen well knew, whatever was fantastic or grotesque both in people
and situations at once strongly attracted him. They were therefore not
surprised to see him listen with so much attention. ‘It is now well past
noon,’ said one of them, ‘and I think we may reckon that you will get safely
through the day without a return of your complaint. So let us soon be
starting for home.’ But the priest persuaded him to stay a little longer: ‘The
sinister influences are not yet wholly banished,’ he said; ‘it would be well
that a further ritual should continue quietly during the night. By to-morrow
morning, I think you will be able to proceed.’ His gentlemen all urged him
to stay; nor was he at all unwilling, for the novelty of such a lodging
amused him. ‘Very well then, at dawn’ he said, and having nothing to do till
bed-time which was still a long way off, he went out on to the hill-side, and
under cover of the heavy evening mist loitered near the brushwood hedge.
His attendants had gone back to the hermit’s cave and only Koremitsu was
with him. In the western wing, opposite which he was standing, was a nun
at her devotions. The blind was partly raised. He thought she seemed to be
dedicating flowers to an image. Sitting near the middle pillar, a sutra-book
propped upon a stool by her side, was another nun. She was reading aloud;
there was a look of great unhappiness in her face. She seemed to be about
forty; not a woman of the common people. Her skin was white and very
fine, and though she was much emaciated, there was a certain roundness
and fulness in her cheeks, and her hair, clipped short on a level with her
eyes, hung in so delicate a fringe across her brow that she looked, thought
Genji, more elegant and even fashionable in this convent guise, than if her
hair had been long. Two very well-conditioned maids waited upon her.
Several little girls came running in and out of the room at play. Among
them was one who seemed to be about ten years old. She came running into
the room dressed in a rather worn white frock lined with stuff of a deep
saffron colour. Never had he seen a child like this. What an astonishing

creature she would grow into! Her hair, thick and wavy, stood out fan-wise
about her head. She was very flushed and her lips were trembling. ‘What is
it? Have you quarrelled with one of the other little girls?’ The nun raised
her head as she spoke and Genji fancied that there was some resemblance
between her and the child. No doubt she was its mother. ‘Inu has let out my
sparrow—the little one that I kept in the clothes-basket,’ she said, looking
very unhappy. ‘What a tiresome boy that Inu is!’ said one of the two maids.
‘He deserves a good scolding for playing such a stupid trick. Where can it
have got to? And this after we had taken so much trouble to tame it nicely! I
only hope the crows have not found it,’ and so saying she left the room. She
was a pleasant-looking woman, with very long, wavy hair. The others called
her Nurse Shōnagon, and she seemed to be in charge of the child. ‘Come,’
said the nun to the little girl, ‘you must not be such a baby. You are thinking
all the time of things that do not matter at all. Just fancy! Even now when I
am so ill that any day I may be taken from you, you do not trouble your
head about me, but are grieving about a sparrow. It is very unkind,
particularly as I have told you I don’t know how many times that it is
naughty to shut up live things in cages. Come over here!’ and the child sat
down beside her. Her features were very exquisite; but it was above all the
way her hair grew, in cloudy masses over her temples, but thrust back in
childish fashion from her forehead, that struck him as marvellously
beautiful. As he watched her and wondered what she would be like when
she grew up it suddenly occurred to him that she bore no small resemblance
to one whom he had loved with all his being,1 and at the resemblance he
secretly wept.
The nun, stroking the child’s hair, now said to her: ‘It’s a lovely mop,
though you are so naughty about having it combed. But it worries me very
much that you are still so babyish. Some children of your age are very
different. Your dear mother was only twelve when her father died; yet she
showed herself quite capable of managing her own affairs. But if I were
taken from you now, I do not know what would become of you, I do not
indeed,’ and she began to weep. Even Genji, peeping at the scene from a
distance, found himself becoming quite distressed. The girl, who had been
watching the nun’s face with a strange unchildish intensity, now dropped
her head disconsolately, and as she did so her hair fell forward across her
cheeks in two great waves of black. Looking at her fondly the nun recited
the poem: ‘Not knowing if any will come to nurture the tender leaf whereon

it lies, how loath is the dewdrop to vanish in the sunny air.’ To which the
waiting-woman replied with a sigh: ‘O dewdrop, surely you will linger till
the young budding leaf has shown in what fair form it means to grow.’
At this moment the priest to whom the house belonged entered the
room from the other side: ‘Pray, ladies,’ he said, ‘are you not unduly
exposing yourselves? You have chosen a bad day to take up your stand so
close to the window. I have just heard that Prince Genji has come to the
hermit yonder to be cured of an ague. But he has disguised himself in so
mean a habit that I did not know him, and have been so near all day without
going to pay my respects to him.’ The nun started back in horror; ‘How
distressing! He may even have passed and seen us ...’ and she hastened to
let down the folding blind. ‘I am really very glad that I am to have an
opportunity of visiting this Prince Genji of whom one hears so much. He is
said to be so handsome that even austere old priests like myself forget in his
presence the sins and sorrows of the life they have discarded and take heart
to live a little longer in a world where so much beauty dwells. But you shall
hear all about it....’
Before the old priest had time to leave the house Genji was on his way
back to the hermit’s cave. What an enchanting creature he had discovered!
How right too his friends had been on that rainy night when they told him
that on strange excursions such as this beauty might well be found lurking
in unexpected quarters! How delightful to have strolled out by chance and
at once made so astonishing a find! Whose could this exquisite child be? He
would dearly love to have her always near him, to be able to turn to her at
any moment for comfort and distraction, as once he had turned to the lady
in the Palace.
He was already lying down in the hermit’s cave when (everything
being at very close quarters) he heard the voice of the old priest’s disciple
calling for Koremitsu. ‘My master has just learnt’ said this disciple, ‘that
you were lodged so near at hand; and though it grieves him that you did not
in passing honour him with a visit, he would at once have paid his respects
to the Prince, had he not thought that Lord Genji could not be unaware of
his presence in the neighbourhood of this hermitage, and might perhaps
have refrained from visiting him only because he did not wish to disclose
the motive of his present pilgrimage. But my master would remind you’

continued the man, ‘that we too in our poor hut could provide you with
straw beds to lie on, and should be sorry if you left without honouring us....’
‘For ten days,’ answered Genji from within, ‘I have been suffering
from an ague which returned so constantly that I was in despair, when
someone advised me to consult the hermit of this mountain, whom I
accordingly visited. But thinking that it would be very disagreeable for a
sage of his repute if in such a case as mine it became known that his
treatment had been unsuccessful, I was at greater pains to conceal myself
than I should have been if visiting an ordinary wonder-worker. Pray ask
your master to accept this excuse and bid him enter the cave.’ Thus
encouraged, the priest presented himself. Genji was rather afraid of him, for
though an ecclesiastic he was a man of superior genius, very much
respected in the secular world, and Genji felt that it was not at all proper to
receive him in the shabby old clothes which he had used for his disguise.
After giving some details of his life since he had left the Capital and come
to live in retirement on this mountain, the priest begged Genji to come back
with him and visit the cold spring which flowed in the garden of his hut.
Here was an opportunity to see again the people who had so much
interested him. But the thought of all the stories that the old priest might
have told them about him made him feel rather uncomfortable. What
matter? At all costs he must see that lovely child again and he followed the
old priest back to his hut. In the garden the natural vegetation of the hillside had been turned to skilful use. There was no moon, and torches had
been lit along the sides of the moat, while fairy lanterns hung on the trees.
The front parlour was very nicely arranged. A heavy perfume of costly and
exotic scents stole from hidden incense-burners and filled the room with a
delicious fragrance. These perfumes were quite unfamiliar to Genji and he
supposed that they must have been prepared by the ladies of the inner room,
who would seem to have spent considerable ingenuity in the task.
The priest began to tell stories about the uncertainty of this life and the
retributions of the life to come. Genji was appalled to think how heavy his
own sins had already been. It was bad enough to think that he would have
them on his conscience for the rest of his present life. But then there was
also the life to come. What terrible punishments he had to look forward to!
And all the while the priest was speaking Genji thought of his own
wickedness. What a good idea it would be to turn hermit and live in some

such place.... But immediately his thoughts strayed to the lovely face which
he had seen that afternoon and longing to know more of her ‘Who lives
with you here?’ he asked. ‘It interests me to know, because I once saw this
place in a dream and was astonished to recognize it when I came here today.’ At this the priest laughed: ‘Your dream seems to have come rather
suddenly into the conversation,’ he said, ‘but I fear that if you pursue your
enquiry, your expectations will be sadly disappointed. You have probably
never heard of Azechi no Dainagon, he died so long ago. He married my
sister, who after his death turned her back upon the world. Just at that time I
myself was in certain difficulties and was unable to visit the Capital; so for
company she came to join me here in my retreat.’
‘I have heard that Aseji no Dainagon had a daughter. Is that so?’ said
Genji at a venture; ‘I am sure you will not think I ask the question with any
indiscreet intention....’ ‘He had an only daughter who died about ten years
ago. Her father had always wanted to present her at Court. But she would
not listen, and when he was dead and there was only my sister the nun to
look after her, she allowed some wretched go-between to introduce her to
Prince Hyōbukyō whose mistress she became. His wife, a proud, relentless
woman, from the first pursued her with constant vexations and affronts; day
in and day out this obstinate persecution continued, till at last she died of
heartbreak. They say that unkindness cannot kill; but I shall never say so,
for from this cause alone I saw my kinswoman fall sick and perish.’
‘Then the little girl must be this lady’s child,’ Genji realized at last.
And that accounted for her resemblance to the lady in the Palace.2 He felt
more drawn towards her than ever. She was of good lineage, which is never
amiss; and her rather rustic simplicity would be an actual advantage when
she became his pupil, as he was now determined she should; for it would
make it the easier for him to mould her unformed tastes to the pattern of his
own. ‘And did the lady whose sad story you have told me leave no
remembrance behind her?’ asked Genji, still hoping to turn the conversation
on to the child herself. ‘She died only a short while after her child was born,
and it too was a girl. The charge of it fell to my sister who is in failing
health and feels herself by no means equal to such a responsibility.’ All was
now clear. ‘You will think it a very strange proposal,’ said Genji, ‘but I feel
that I should like to adopt this child. Perhaps you would mention this to
your sister? Though others early involved me in marriage, their choice

proved distasteful to me and having, as it seems, very little relish for
society, I now live entirely alone. She is, I quite realize, a mere child, and I
am not proposing....’ Here he paused and the priest answered: ‘I am very
much obliged to you for this offer; but I am afraid it is clear that you do not
at all realize that the child in question is a mere infant. You would not even
find her amusing as a casual distraction. But it is true that a girl as she
grows up needs the backing of powerful friends if she is to make her way in
the world, and though I cannot promise you that anything will come of it, I
ought certainly to mention the matter to her grandmother.’ His manner had
suddenly become somewhat cool and severe. Genji felt that he had been
indiscreet and preserved an embarrassed silence. ‘There is something which
I ought to be doing in the Hall of Our Lord Amida,’ the priest presently
continued, ‘so I must take leave of you for a while. I must also read my
vespers; but I will rejoin you afterwards,’ and he set out to climb the hill.
Genji felt very disconsolate. It had begun to rain; a cold wind blew across
the hill, carrying with it the sound of a waterfall,—audible till then as a
gentle intermittent plashing, but now a mighty roar; and with it,
somnolently rising and falling, mingled the monotonous chanting of the
scriptures. Even the most unimpressionable nature would have been
plunged into melancholy by such surroundings. How much the more so
Prince Genji, as he lay sleepless on his bed, continually planning and
counter-planning! The priest had spoken of ‘vespers,’ but the hour was
indeed very late. It was clear however that the nun was still awake, for
though she was making as little noise as possible, every now and then her
rosary would knock with a faint click against the praying-stool. There was
something alluring in the sound of this low, delicate tapping. It seemed to
come from quite close. He opened a small space between the screens which
divided the living-room from the inner chamber and rustled his fan. He had
the impression that someone in the inner room after a little hesitation had
come towards the screen as though saying to herself ‘It cannot be so, yet I
could have sworn I heard ...,’ and then retreated a little, as though thinking
‘Well, it was only my fancy after all!’ Now she seemed to be feeling her
way in the dark, and Genji said aloud ‘Follow the Lord Buddha and though
your way lie in darkness yet shall you not go astray.’ Suddenly hearing his
clear young voice in the darkness, the woman had not at first the courage to
reply. But at last she managed to answer: ‘In which direction, please, is He
leading me? I am afraid I do not quite understand.’ ‘I am sorry to have

startled you,’ said Genji. ‘I have only this small request to make: that you
will carry to your mistress the following poem: ‘Since first he saw the green
leaf of the tender bush, never for a moment has the dew of longing dried
from the traveller’s sleeve.’ ‘Surely you must know that there is no one here
who understands messages of that kind,’ said the woman; ‘I wonder whom
you mean?’ ‘I have a particular reason for wishing your mistress to receive
the message,’ said Genji, ‘and I should be obliged if you would contrive to
deliver it.’ The nun at once perceived that the poem referred to her
grandchild and supposed that Genji, having been wrongly informed about
her age, was intending to make love to her. But how had he discovered her
grand-daughter’s existence? For some while she pondered in great
annoyance and perplexity, and at last answered prudently with a poem in
which she said that ‘he who was but spending a night upon a traveller’s
dewy bed could know little of those whose home was forever upon the cold
moss of the hill-side.’ Thus she turned his poem to a harmless meaning.
‘Tell her,’ said Genji when the message was brought back, ‘that I am not
accustomed to carry on conversations in this indirect manner. However shy
she may be, I must ask her on this occasion to dispense with formalities and
discuss this matter with me seriously!’ ‘How can he have been thus
misinformed?’ said the nun, still thinking that Genji imagined her granddaughter to be a grown-up woman. She was terrified at being suddenly
commanded to appear before this illustrious personage and was wondering
what excuse she would make. Her maids, however, were convinced that
Genji would be grievously offended if she did not appear, and at last,
coming out from the women’s chamber, she said to him: ‘Though I am no
longer a young woman, I very much doubt whether I ought to come like
this. But since you sent word that you have serious business to discuss with
me, I could not refuse....’ ‘Perhaps’ said Genji, ‘you will think my proposal
both ill-timed and frivolous. I can only assure you that I mean it very
seriously. Let Buddha judge....’ But here he broke off, intimidated by her
age and gravity. ‘You have certainly chosen a very strange manner of
communicating this proposal to me. But though you have not yet said what
it is, I am sure you are quite in earnest about it.’ Thus encouraged, Genji
continued: ‘I was deeply touched by the story of your long widowhood and
of your daughter’s death. I too, like this poor child, was deprived in earliest
infancy of the one being who tenderly loved me, and in my childhood
suffered long years of loneliness and misery. Thus we are both in like case,

and this has given me so deep a sympathy for the child that I long to make
amends for what she has lost. It was, then, to ask if you would consent to let
me play a mother’s part that at this strange and inconvenient hour I
trespassed so inconsiderately upon your patience.’ ‘I am sure that you are
meaning to be very kind,’ said the nun, ‘but—forgive me—you have
evidently been misinformed. There is indeed a girl living here under my
charge; but she is a mere infant and could not be of the slightest interest to
you in any way, so that I cannot consent to your proposal.’ ‘On the
contrary,’ said Genji, ‘I am perfectly conversant with every detail
concerning this child; but if you think my sympathy for her exaggerated or
misplaced, pray pardon me for having mentioned it.’ It was evident that he
did not in the least realize the absurdity of what he had proposed, and she
saw no use in explaining herself any further. The priest was now returning
and Genji, saying that he had not expected she would at once fall in with his
idea and was confident that she would soon see the matter in a different
light, closed the screen behind her.
The night was almost over. In a chapel near by, the Four Meditations of
the Law Flower were being practised. The voices of the ministrants who
were now chanting the Litany of Atonement came floating on the gusty
mountain-wind, and with this solemn sound was mingled the roar of
hurrying waters. ‘Startled from my dream by a wandering gust of the
mountain gale, I heard the waterfall, and at the beauty of its music wept.’
So Genji greeted the priest; and he in turn replied with the poem ‘At the
noise of a torrent wherein I daily fill my bowl I am scarce likely to start
back in wonder and delight.’ ‘I get so used to it,’ he added apologetically. A
heavy mist covered the morning sky, and even the chirruping of the
mountain-birds sounded muffled and dim. Such a variety of flowers and
blossoming trees (he did not know their names) grew upon the hill-side, that
the rocks seemed to be spread with a many-coloured embroidery. Above all
he marvelled at the exquisite stepping of the deer who moved across the
slope, now treading daintily, now suddenly pausing; and as he watched
them the last remnants of his sickness were dispelled by sheer delight.
Though the hermit had little use of his limbs, he managed by hook or crook
to perform the mystic motions of the Guardian Spell,3 and though his aged
voice was husky and faltering, he read the sacred text with great dignity and
fervour. Several of Genji’s friends now arrived to congratulate him upon his
recovery, among them a messenger from the Palace. The priest from the hut

below brought a present of strange-looking roots for which he had gone
deep into the ravine. He begged to be excused from accompanying Genji on
his way. ‘Till the end of the year,’ he said, ‘I am bound by a vow which
must deprive me of what would have been a great pleasure,’ and he handed
Genji the stirrup-cup. ‘Were I but able to follow my own desires,’ said
Genji taking the cup, ‘I would not leave these hills and streams. But I hear
that my father the Emperor is making anxious enquiry after me. I will come
back before the blossom is over.’ And he recited the verse ‘I will go back to
the men of the City and tell them to come quickly, lest the wild wind
outstripping them should toss these blossoms from the cherry bough.’ The
old priest, flattered by Genji’s politeness and captivated by the charm of his
voice, answered with the poem: ‘Like one who finds the aloe-tree in bloom,
to the flower of the mountain-cherry I no longer turn my gaze.’ ‘I am not
after all quite so great a rarity as the aloe-flower,’ said Genji smiling.
Next the hermit handed him a parting-cup, with the poem ‘Though
seldom I open the pine-tree door of my mountain-cell, yet have I now seen
face to face the flower few live to see,’ and as he looked up at Genji, his
eyes filled with tears. He gave him, to keep him safe in future from all
harm, a magical wand; and seeing this the nun’s brother in his turn
presented a rosary brought back from Korea by Prince Shōtoku. It was
ornamented with jade and was still in the same Chinese-looking box in
which it had been brought from that country. The box was in an open-work
bag, and a five-leafed pine-branch was with it. He also gave him some little
vases of blue crystal to keep his medicines in, with sprays of cherryblossom and wistaria along with them, and such other presents as the place
could supply. Genji had sent to the Capital for gifts with which to repay his
reception in the mountain. First he gave a reward to the hermit, then
distributed alms to the priests who had chanted liturgies on his behalf, and
finally he gave useful presents to the poor villagers of the neighbourhood.
While he was reading a short passage from the scriptures in preparation for
his departure, the old priest went into his house and asked his sister the nun
whether she had any message for the Prince. ‘It is very hard to say anything
at present,’ she said. ‘Perhaps if he still felt the same inclination four, or
five years hence, we might begin to consider it.’ ‘That is just what I think,’
said the priest.

Genji saw to his regret that he had made no progress whatever. In
answer to the nun’s message he sent a small boy who belonged to the
priest’s household with the following poem: ‘Last night indeed, though in
the greyness of twilight only, I saw the lovely flower. But to-day a hateful
mist has hidden it utterly from my sight.’ The nun replied: ‘That I may
know whether indeed it pains you so deeply to leave this flower, I shall
watch intently the motions of this hazy sky.’ It was written in a noteworthy
and very aristocratic hand, but quite without the graces of deliberate artistry.
While his carriage was being got ready, a great company of young lords
arrived from the Great Hall, saying that they had been hard put to it to
discover what had become of him and now desired to give him their escort.
Among them were Tō no Chūjō, Sachū Ben, and other lesser lords, who had
come out of affection for the Prince. ‘We like nothing better than waiting
upon you,’ they said, rather aggrieved, ‘it was not kind of you to leave us
behind.’ ‘But having come so far,’ said another, ‘it would be a pity to go
away without resting for a while under the shadow of these flowering
trees’; whereupon they all sat down in a row upon the moss under a tall
rock and passed a rough earthenware wine-jar from hand to hand. Close by
them the stream leaped over the rocks in a magnificent cascade. Tō no
Chūjō pulled out a flute from the folds of his dress and played a few trills
upon it. Sachū Ben, tapping idly with his fan, began to sing ‘The Temple of
Toyora.’ The young lords who had come to fetch him were all persons of
great distinction; but so striking was Genji’s appearance as he sat leaning
disconsolately against the rock that no eye was likely to be turned in any
other direction. One of his attendants now performed upon the reed-pipe;
someone else turned out to be a skilful shō4 player. Presently the old priest
came out of his house carrying a zithern, and putting it into Genji’s hands
begged him to play something, ‘that the birds of the mountain may rejoice.’
He protested that he was not feeling at all in the mood to play; but yielding
to the priest’s persuasion, he gave what was really not at all a contemptible
performance. After that, they all got up and started for home. Everyone on
the mountain, down to the humblest priest and youngest neophyte, was
bitterly disappointed at the shortness of his stay, and there were many tears
shed; while the old nun within doors was sorry to think that she had had but
that one brief glimpse of him and might never see him again. The priest
declared that for his part he thought the Land of the Rising Sun in her last
degenerate days ill-deserved that such a Prince should be born to her, and

he wiped his eyes. The little girl too was very much pleased with him and
said he was a prettier gentleman than her own father. ‘If you think so, you
had better become his little girl instead,’ said her nurse. At which the child
nodded, thinking that it would be a very good plan indeed; and in future the
best-dressed person in the pictures she painted was called ‘Prince Genji’
and so was her handsomest doll.
On his return to the Capital he went straight to the Palace and described
to his father the experiences of the last two days. The Emperor thought him
looking very haggard and was much concerned. He asked many questions
about the hermit’s magical powers, to all of which Genji replied in great
detail. ‘He ought certainly to have been made Master Magician long ago,’
said His Majesty. ‘His ministrations have repeatedly been attended with
great success, but for some reason his services have escaped public
acknowledgment,’ and he issued a proclamation to this effect. The Minister
of the Left came to meet him on his way from the Presence and apologized
for not having come with his sons to bring him back from the mountain. ‘I
thought,’ he said, ‘that as you had gone there secretly, you would dislike
being fetched; but I very much hope that you will now come and spend a
few days with us quietly; after which I shall esteem it a privilege to escort
you to your palace.’ He did not in the least want to go, but there was no
escape. His father-in-law drove him to the Great Hall in his own carriage,
and when the bullocks had been unyoked dragged it in at the gate with his
own hands. Such treatment was certainly meant to be very friendly; but
Genji found the Minister’s attentions merely irritating.
Aoi’s quarters had, in anticipation of Genji’s coming, just been put
thoroughly to rights. In the long interval since he last visited her many
changes had been made; among other improvements, a handsome terrace
had been built. Not a thing was out of its right place in this supremely wellordered house. Aoi, as usual, was nowhere to be seen. It was only after
repeated entreaties by her father that she at last consented to appear in her
husband’s presence. Posed like a princess in a picture she sat almost
motionless. Beautiful she certainly was. ‘I should like to tell you about my
visit to the mountain, if only I thought that it would interest you at all or
draw an answer from you. I hate to go on always like this. Why are you so
cold and distant and proud? Year after year we fail to reach an
understanding and you cut yourself off from me more completely than

before. Can we not manage for a little while to be on ordinary terms? It
seems rather strange, considering how ill I have been, that you should not
attempt to enquire after my health. Or rather, it is exactly what I should
expect; but nevertheless I find it extremely painful.’ ‘Yes,’ said Aoi, ‘it is
extremely painful when people do not care what becomes of one.’ She
glanced back over her shoulder as she spoke, her face full of scorn and
pride, looking uncommonly handsome as she did so. ‘You hardly ever
speak,’ said Genji, ‘and when you do, it is only to say unkind things and
twist one’s harmless words so that they seem to be insults. And when I try
to find some way of helping you for a while at least to be a little less
disagreeable, you become more hopelessly unapproachable than ever. Shall
I one day succeed in making you understand...?’ and so saying he went into
their bedroom. She did not follow him. He lay for a while in a state of great
annoyance and distress. But, probably because he did not really care about
her very much one way or the other, he soon became drowsy and all sorts of
quite different matters drifted through his head. He wanted as much as ever
to have the little girl in his keeping and watch her grow to womanhood. But
the grandmother was right; the child was too absurdly young, and it would
be very difficult to broach the matter again. Would it not however be
possible to contrive that she should be brought to the Capital? It would be
easy then to find excuses for fetching her and she might, even through some
such arrangement as that, become a source of constant delight to him. The
father, Prince Hyōbukyō, was of course a man of very distinguished
manners; but he was not at all handsome. How was it that the child
resembled one of her aunts and was so unlike all the rest? He had an idea
that Fujitsubo and Prince Hyōbukyō were children of the same mother,
while the others were only half-sisters. The fact that the little girl was
closely related to the lady whom he had loved for so long made him all the
more set upon securing her, and he began again to puzzle his head for some
means of bringing this about.
Next day he wrote his letter of thanks to the priest. No doubt it
contained some allusion to his project. To the nun he wrote: ‘Seeing you so
resolutely averse to what I had proposed, I refrained from justifying my
intentions so fully as I could have wished. But should it prove that, even by
the few words I ventured to speak, I was able to convince you that this is no
mere whim or common fancy, how happy would such news make me.’ On a
slip of paper folded small and tucked into the letter he wrote the poem:

‘Though with all my heart I tried to leave it behind me, never for a moment
has it left me,—the fair face of that mountain-flower!’ Though she had long
passed the zenith of her years the nun could not but be pleased and flattered
by the elegance of the note; for it was not only written in an exquisite hand,
but was folded with a careless dexterity which she greatly admired. She felt
very sorry for him, and would have been glad, had it been in her
conscience, to have sent him a more favourable reply. ‘We were delighted,’
she wrote, ‘that being in the neighbourhood you took occasion to pay us a
visit. But I fear that when (as I very much hope you will) you come here
purposely to visit us, I shall not be able to add anything to what I have said
already. As for the poem which you enclose, do not expect her to answer it,
for she cannot yet write her “Naniwa Zu”5 properly, even letter by letter.
Let me then answer it for her: “For as long as the cherry-blossoms remain
unscattered upon the shore of Onoe where wild storms blow,—so long have
you till now been constant!” For my part, I am very uneasy about the
matter.’
The priest replied to the same effect. Genji was very much disappointed
and after two or three days he sent for Koremitsu and gave him a letter for
the nun, telling him at the same time to find out whatever he could from
Shōnagon, the child’s nurse. ‘What an impressionable character he is,’
thought Koremitsu. He had only had a glimpse of the child; but that had
sufficed to convince him that she was a mere baby, though he remembered
thinking her quite pretty. What trick would his master’s heart be playing
upon him next?
The old priest was deeply impressed by the arrival of a letter in the
hands of so special and confidential a messenger. After delivering it,
Koremitsu sought out the nurse. He repeated all that Genji had told him to
say and added a great deal of general information about his master. Being a
man of many words he talked on and on, continually introducing some new
topic which had suddenly occurred to him as relevant. But at the end of it
all Shōnagon was just as puzzled as everyone else had been to account for
Genji’s interest in a child so ridiculously young. His letter was very
deferential. In it he said that he longed to see a specimen of her childish
writing done letter by letter, as the nun had described. As before, he
enclosed a poem: ‘Was it the shadows in the mountain well that told you my
purpose was but jest?’6 To which she answered ‘Some perhaps that have

drawn in that well now bitterly repent. Can the shadows tell me if again it
will be so?’ and Koremitsu brought a spoken message to the same effect,
together with the assurance that so soon as the nun’s health improved, she
intended to visit the Capital and would then communicate with him again.
The prospect of her visit was very exciting.
About this time Lady Fujitsubo fell ill and retired for a while from the
Palace. The sight of the Emperor’s grief and anxiety moved Genji’s pity.
But he could not help thinking that this was an opportunity which must not
be missed. He spent the whole of that day in a state of great agitation,
unable whether in his own house or at the Palace to think of anything else
or call upon anyone. When at last the day was over, he succeeded in
persuading her maid Ōmyōbu to take a message. The girl, though she
regarded any communication between them as most imprudent, seeing a
strange look in his face like that of one who walks in a dream, took pity on
him and went. The Princess looked back upon their former relationship as
something wicked and horrible and the memory of it was a continual
torment to her. She had determined that such a thing must never happen
again.
She met him with a stern and sorrowful countenance, but this did not
disguise her charm, and as though conscious that he was unduly admiring
her she began to treat him with great coldness and disdain. He longed to
find some blemish in her, to think that he had been mistaken, and be at
peace.
I need not tell all that happened. The night passed only too quickly. He
whispered in her ear the poem: ‘Now that at last we have met, would that
we might vanish forever into the dream we dreamed to-night!’ But she, still
conscience-stricken: ‘Though I were to hide in the darkness of eternal sleep,
yet would my shame run through the world from tongue to tongue.’ And
indeed, as Genji knew, it was not without good cause that she had suddenly
fallen into this fit of apprehension and remorse. As he left, Ōmyōbu came
running after him with his cloak and other belongings which he had left
behind. He lay all day upon his bed in great torment. He sent a letter, but it
was returned unopened. This had happened many times in the past, but now
it filled him with such consternation that for two or three days he was
completely prostrate and kept his room. All this while he was in constant
dread lest his father, full of solicitude, should begin enquiring what new

trouble had overtaken him. Fujitsubo, convinced that her ruin was
accomplished, fell into a profound melancholy and her health grew daily
worse. Messengers arrived constantly from the Court begging her to return
without delay; but she could not bring herself to go. Her disorder had now
taken a turn which filled her with secret foreboding, and she did nothing all
day long but sit distractedly wondering what would become of her. When
the hot weather set in she ceased to leave her bed at all. Three months had
now passed and there was no mistaking her condition. Soon it would be
known and everywhere discussed. She was appalled at the calamity which
had overtaken her. Not knowing that there was any cause for secrecy, her
people were astonished that she had not long ago informed the Emperor of
her condition. Speculations were rife, but the question was one which only
the Princess herself was in a position definitely to solve. Ōmyōbu and her
old nurse’s daughter who waited upon her at her toilet and in the bath-house
had at once noted the change and were somewhat taken aback. But Ōmyōbu
was unwilling to discuss the matter. She had an uncomfortable suspicion
that it was the meeting which she arranged that had now taken effect with
cruel promptness and precision. It was announced in the Palace that other
disorders had misled those about her and prevented them from recognizing
the true nature of her condition. This explanation was accepted by
everyone.
The Emperor himself was full of tender concern, and though
messengers kept him constantly informed, the gloomiest doubts and fancies
passed continually through his mind. Genji was at this time visited by a
most terrifying and extraordinary dream. He sent for interpreters, but they
could make little of it. There were indeed certain passages to which they
could assign no meaning at all; but this much was clear: the dreamer had
made a false step and must be on his guard. ‘It was not my dream’ said
Genji, feeling somewhat alarmed. ‘I am consulting you on behalf of
someone else,’ and he was wondering what this ‘false step’ could have been
when news reached him of the Princess’s condition. This then was the
disaster which his dream had portended! At once he wrote her an immense
letter full of passionate self-reproaches and exhortations. But Ōmyōbu,
thinking that it would only increase her agitation, refused to deliver it, and
he could trust no other messenger. Even the few wretched lines which she
had been in the habit of sending to him now and again had for some while
utterly ceased.

In her seventh month she again appeared at Court. Overjoyed at her
return, the Emperor lavished boundless affection upon her. The added
fulness of her figure, the unwonted pallor and thinness of her face gave her,
he thought, a new and incomparable charm. As before, all his leisure was
spent in her company. During this time several Court festivals took place
and Genji’s presence was constantly required; sometimes he was called
upon to play the koto or flute, sometimes to serve his father in other ways.
On such occasions, strive as he might to show no trace of embarrassment or
agitation, he feared more than once that he had betrayed himself; while to
her such confrontations were one long torment.
The nun had somewhat improved in health and was now living in the
Capital. He had enquired where she was lodging and sent messages from
time to time, receiving (which indeed was all he expected) as little
encouragement as before. In the last months his longing for the child had
increased rather than diminished, but day after day went by without his
finding any means to change the situation. As the autumn drew to its close,
he fell into a state of great despondency. One fine moonlit night when he
had decided, against his own inclination, to pay a certain secret visit,7 a
shower came on. As he had started from the Palace and the place to which
he was going was in the suburbs of the Sixth Ward, it occurred to him that it
would be disagreeable to go so far in the rain. He was considering what he
should do when he noticed a tumbled-down house surrounded by very
ancient trees. He asked whose this gloomy and desolate mansion might be,
and Koremitsu, who, as usual, was with him replied: ‘Why that is the late
Azechi no Dainagon’s house. A day or two ago I took occasion to call there
and was told that my Lady the nun has grown very weak and does not now
know what goes on about her.’ ‘Why did you not tell me this before? ‘said
Genji deeply concerned; ‘I should have called at once to convey my
sympathy to her household. Pray go in at once and ask for news.’
Koremitsu accordingly sent one of the lesser attendants to the house,
instructing him to give the impression that Genji had come on purpose to
enquire. When the man announced that Prince Genji had sent him for news
and was himself waiting outside, great excitement and consternation
prevailed in the house. Their mistress, the servants said, had for several
days been lying in a very parlous condition and could not possibly receive a
visit. But they dared not simply send so distinguished a visitor away, and
hastily tidying the southern parlour, they bustled him into it, saying, ‘You

must forgive us for showing you into this untidy room. We have done our
best to make it presentable. Perhaps, on a surprise visit, you will forgive us
for conducting you to such an out-of-the-way closet....’ It was indeed not at
all the kind of room that he was used to. ‘I have been meaning for a long
while to visit this house,’ said Genji; ‘but time after time the proposals
which I made in writing concerning a certain project of mine were
summarily rejected and this discouraged me. Had I but known that your
mistress’s health had taken this turn for the worse....’ ‘Tell him that at this
moment my mind is clear, though it may soon be darkened again. I am
deeply sensible of the kindness he has shown in thus visiting my death-bed,
and regret that I cannot speak with him face to face. Tell him that if by any
chance he has not altered his mind with regard to the matter that he has
discussed with me before, by all means let him, when the time has come,
number her among the ladies of his household. It is with great anxiety that I
leave her behind me and I fear that such a bond with earth may hinder me
from reaching the life for which I have prayed.’
Her room was so near and the partition so thin that as she gave
Shōnagon her message he could hear now and again the sound of her sad,
quavering voice. Presently he heard her saying to someone ‘How kind, how
very kind of him to come. If only the child were old enough to thank him
nicely!’ ‘It is indeed no question of kindness,’ said Genji to Shōnagon.
‘Surely it is evident that only some very deep feeling would have driven me
to display so zealous a persistency! Since first I saw this child, a feeling of
strange tenderness towards her possessed me, and it has grown to such a
love as cannot be of this world only.8 Though it is but an idle fancy, I have a
longing to hear her voice. Could you not send for her before I go?’ ‘Poor
little thing,’ said Shōnagon. ‘She is fast asleep in her room and knows
nothing of all our troubles.’ But as she spoke there was a sound of someone
moving in the women’s quarters and a voice suddenly was heard saying:
‘Grandmother, Grandmother! Prince Genji who came to see us in the
mountains is here, paying a visit. Why do you not let him come and talk to
you?’ ‘Hush, child, hush!’ cried all the gentlewomen, scandalized. ‘No, no,’
said the child; ‘Grandmother said that when she saw this prince it made her
feel better at once. I was not being silly at all.’ This speech delighted Genji;
but the gentlewomen of the household thought the child’s incursion painful
and unseemly, and pretended not to hear her last remark. Genji gave up the
idea of paying a real visit and drove back to his house, thinking as he went

that her behaviour was indeed still that of a mere infant. Yet how easy and
delightful it would be to teach her!
Next day he paid a proper visit. On his arrival he sent in a poem written
on his usual tiny slip of paper: ‘Since first I heard the voice of the young
crane, my boat shows a strange tendency to stick among the reeds!’ It was
meant for the little girl and was written in a large, childish hand, but very
beautifully, so that the ladies of the house said as soon as they saw it ‘This
will have to go into the child’s copy-book.’
Shōnagon sent him the following note: ‘My mistress, feeling that she
might not live through the day, asked us to have her moved to the temple in
the hills, and she is already on her way. I shall see to it that she learns of
your enquiry, if I can but send word to her before it is too late.’ The letter
touched him deeply.
During these autumn evenings his heart was in a continual ferment. But
though all his thoughts were occupied in a different quarter, yet owing to
the curious relationship in which the child stood to the being who thus
obsessed his mind, the desire to make the girl his own throughout this
stormy time grew daily stronger. He remembered the evening when he had
first seen her and the nun’s poem, ‘Not knowing if any will come to nurture
the tender leaf....’ She would always be delightful; but in some respects she
might not fulfil her early promise. One must take risks. And he made the
poem: ‘When shall I see it lying in my hand, the young grass of the moorside that springs from purple9 roots?’ In the tenth month the Emperor was
to visit the Suzaku-in for the Festival of Red Leaves. The dancers were all
to be sons of the noblest houses. The most accomplished among the princes,
courtiers and other great gentlemen had been chosen for their parts by the
Emperor himself, and from the Royal Princes and State Ministers
downward everyone was busy with continual practices and rehearsals.
Genji suddenly realized that for a long while he had not enquired after his
friends on the mountain. He at once sent a special messenger who brought
back this letter from the priest: ‘The end came on the twentieth day of last
month. It is the common lot of mankind; yet her loss is very grievous to
me!’ This and more he wrote, and Genji, reading the letter was filled with a
bitter sense of life’s briefness and futility. And what of the child concerning
whose future the dead woman had shown such anxiety? He could not
remember his own mother’s death at all distinctly; but some dim

recollection still floated in his mind and gave to his letter of condolence an
added warmth of feeling. It was answered, not without a certain selfimportance, by the nurse Shōnagon.
After the funeral and mourning were over, the child was brought back
to the Capital. Hearing of this he allowed a short while to elapse and then
one fine, still night went to the house of his own accord. This gloomy,
decaying, half-deserted mansion must, he thought, have a most depressing
effect upon the child who lived there. He was shown into the same small
room as before. Here Shōnagon told him between her sobs the whole tale of
their bereavement, at which he too found himself strangely moved. ‘I would
send my little mistress to His Highness her father’s,’ she continued, ‘did I
not remember how cruelly her poor mother was used in that house. And I
would do it still if my little lady were a child in arms who would not know
where she had been taken to nor what the people there were feeling towards
her. But she is now too big a girl to go among a lot of strange children who
might not treat her kindly. So her poor dead grandmother was always saying
down to her last day. You, Sir, have been very good to us, and it would be a
great weight off my mind to know that she was coming to you even if it
were only for a little while; and I would not worry you with asking what
was to become of her afterwards. Only for her sake I am sorry indeed that
she is not some years older, so that you might make a match of it. But the
way she has been brought up has made her young even for her age.’ ‘You
need not so constantly remind me of her childishness,’ said Genji. ‘Though
it is indeed her youth and helplessness which move my compassion, yet I
realize (and why should I hide it from myself or from you?) that a far closer
bond unites our souls. Let me tell her myself what we have just now
decided,’ and he recited a poem in which he asked if ‘like the waves that
lap the shore where young reeds grow he must advance only to recede
again.’ ‘Will she be too much surprised?’ he added. Shōnagon, saying that
the little girl should by all means be fetched, answered his poem with
another in which she warned him that he must not expect her to ‘drift
seaweed-like with the waves,’ before she understood his intention. ‘Now,
what made you think I should send you away without letting her see you?’
she asked, speaking in an off-hand, familiar tone which he found it easy to
pardon. His appearance, which the gentlewomen of the house studied with
great care while he sat waiting for the child and singing to himself a verse

of the song Why so hard to cross the hill? made a deep impression upon
them, and they did not forget that moment for a long while after.
The child was lying on her bed weeping for her grandmother. ‘A
gentleman in a big cloak has come to play with you,’ said one of the women
who were waiting upon her; ‘I wonder if it is your father.’ At this she
jumped up and cried out: ‘Nurse, where is the gentleman in a cloak? Is he
my father?’ and she came running into the room. ‘No,’ said Genji, ‘it is not
your father; but it is someone else who wants you to be very fond of him.
Come....’ She had learnt from the way people talked about him that Prince
Genji was someone very important, and feeling that he must really be very
angry with her for speaking of him as the ‘gentleman in a cloak’ she went
straight to her nurse and whispered ‘Please, I am sleepy.’ ‘You must not be
shy of me any more,’ said Genji. ‘If you are sleepy, come here and lie on
my knee. Will you not even come and talk to me?’ ‘There,’ said Shōnagon,
‘you see what a little savage she is,’ and pushed the child towards him. She
stood listlessly by his side, passing her hand under her hair so that it fell in
waves over her soft dress or clasping a great bunch of it where it stuck out
thick around her shoulders. Presently he took her hand in his; but at once, in
terror of this close contact with someone to whom she was not used, she
cried out ‘I said I wanted to go to bed,’ and snatching her hand away she
ran into the women’s quarters. He followed her crying ‘Dear one, do not run
away from me! Now that your granny is gone, you must love me instead.’
‘Well!’ gasped Shōnagon, deeply shocked. ‘No, that is too much! How can
you bring yourself to say such a wicked thing to the poor child? And it is
not much use telling people to be fond of one, is it?’ ‘For the moment, it
may not be,’ said Genji. ‘But you will see that strange things happen if
one’s heart is set upon a thing as mine is now.’
Hail was falling. It was a wild and terrible night. The thought of
leaving her to pass it in this gloomy and half-deserted mansion
immeasurably depressed him and snatching at this excuse for remaining
near her: ‘Shut the partition-door!’ he cried. ‘I will stay for a while and play
the watchman here on this terrible night. Draw near to me, all of you!’ and
so saying, as though it were the most natural thing in the world, he picked
up the child in his arms and carried her to her bed. The gentlewomen were
far too astonished and confounded to budge from their seats; while
Shōnagon, though his high-handed proceedings greatly agitated and

alarmed her, had to confess to herself that there was no real reason to
interfere, and could only sit moaning in her corner. The little girl was at first
terribly frightened. She did not know what he was going to do with her and
shuddered violently. Even the feel of his delicate, cool skin when he drew
her to him, gave her goose-flesh. He saw this; but none the less he began
gently and carefully to remove her outer garments, and laid her down. Then,
though he knew quite well that she was still frightened of him, he began
talking to her softly and tenderly: ‘How would you like to come with me
one day to a place where there are lots of lovely pictures and dolls and
toys?’ And he went on to speak so feelingly of all the things she was most
interested in that soon she felt almost at home with him. But for a long
while she was restless and did not go properly to sleep. The storm still
raged. ‘Whatever should we have done if this gentleman had not been here,’
whispered one of the women; ‘I know that for my part I should have been in
a terrible fright. If only our little lady were nearer to his age!’ Shōnagon,
still mistrustful, sat quite close to Genji all the while.
At last the wind began to drop. The night was far spent; but his return
at such an hour would cause no surprise! ‘She has become so dear to me,’
said Genji, ‘that, above all at this sad time in her life, I am loath to leave her
even for a few short hours. I think I shall put her somewhere where I can
see her whenever I wish. I wonder that she is not frightened to live in such a
place as this.’ ‘I think her father spoke of coming to fetch her,’ said
Shōnagon; ‘but that is not likely to be till the Forty-nine Days are up.’ ‘It
would of course under ordinary circumstances be natural that her father
should look after her,’ admitted Genji; ‘but as she has been brought up
entirely by someone else she has no more reason to care for him than for
me. And though I have known her so short a time, I am certainly far fonder
of her than her father can possibly be.’ So saying he stroked the child’s hair
and then reluctantly, with many backward glances, left the room. There was
now a heavy white fog, and hoar-frost lay thick on the grass. Suddenly he
found himself wishing that it were a real love-affair, and he became very
depressed. It occurred to him that on his way home he would pass by a
certain house which he had once familiarly frequented. He knocked at the
door, but no one answered. He then ordered one of his servants who had a
strong voice to recite the following lines: ‘By my Sister’s gate though
morning fog makes all the world still dark as night, I could not fail to
pause.’ When this had been sung twice, the lady sent an impertinent

coxcomb of a valet to the door, who having recited the poem ‘If you
disliked the hedge of fog that lies about this place, a gate of crazy wicker
would not keep you standing in the street,’ at once went back again into the
house. He waited; but no one else came to the door, and though he was in
no mood to go dully home since it was now broad daylight, what else could
be done? At his palace he lay for a long while smiling to himself with
pleasure as he recollected the child’s pretty speeches and ways. Towards
noon he rose and began to write a letter to her; but he could not find the
right words, and after many times laying his brush aside he determined at
last to send her some nice pictures instead.
That day Prince Hyōbukyō paid his long-promised visit to the late
nun’s house. The place seemed to him even more ruinous, vast and
antiquated than he remembered it years ago. How depressing it must be for
a handful of persons to live in these decaying halls, and looking about him
he said to the nurse: ‘No child ought to live in a place like this even for a
little while. I must take her away at once; there is plenty of room in my
house. You’ (turning to Shōnagon) ‘shall be found a place as a Lady-inWaiting there. The child will be very well off, for there are several other
young people for her to play with.’ He called the little girl to him and
noticing the rich perfume that clung to her dress since Genji held her in his
arms, the Prince said ‘How nicely your dress is scented. But isn’t it rather
drab?’ No sooner had he said this than he remembered that she was in
mourning, and felt slightly uncomfortable. ‘I used sometimes to tell her
grandmother,’ he continued, ‘that she ought to let her come to see me and
get used to our ways; for indeed it was a strange upbringing for her to live
alone year in year out with one whose health and spirits steadily declined.
But she for some reason was very unfriendly towards me, and there was in
another quarter10 too a reluctance which I fear even at such a time as this
may not be wholly overcome....’ ‘If that is so,’ said Shōnagon, ‘dull as it is
for her here, I do not think she should be moved till she is a little better able
to shift for herself.’
For days on end the child had been in a terrible state of grief, and not
having eaten the least bite of anything she was grown very thin, but was
none the less lovely for that. He looked at her tenderly and said: ‘You must
not cry any more now. When people die, there is no help for it and we must
bear it bravely. But now all is well, for I have come instead....’ But it was

getting late and he could not stay any longer. As he turned to go he saw that
the child, by no means consoled at the prospect of falling under his care,
was again crying bitterly. The Prince, himself shedding a few tears did his
best to comfort her: ‘Do not grieve so,’ he said, ‘to-day or to-morrow I will
send for you to come and live with me,’ and with that he departed. Still the
child wept and no way could be found to distract her thoughts. It was not of
course that she had any anxiety about her own future, for about such
matters she had not yet begun to think at all; but only that she had lost the
companion from whom for years on end she had never for a moment been
separated. Young as she was, she suffered so cruelly that all her usual
games were quite abandoned, and though sometimes during the day her
spirits would a little improve, as night drew on she became so melancholy
that Shōnagon began to wonder how much longer things would go on like
this, and in despair at not being able to comfort her, would herself burst into
tears.
Presently Koremitsu arrived with a message saying that Genji had
intended to visit them, but owing to a sudden command from the Palace
was unable to do so, and being very much perturbed at the little one’s
grievous condition had sent for further news. Having delivered this message
Koremitsu brought in some of Genji’s servants whom he had sent to mount
guard over the house that night. ‘This kindness is indeed ill-placed,’ said
Shōnagon. ‘It may not seem to him of much consequence that his
gentlemen should be installed here; but if the child’s father hears of it, we
servants shall get all the blame for the little lady’s being given away to a
married gentleman. It was you who let it all begin, we shall be told. Now be
careful,’ she said turning to her fellow-servants, ‘do not let her even
mention these watchmen to her father.’ But alas, the child was quite
incapable of understanding such a prohibition, and Shōnagon, after pouring
out many lamentations to Koremitsu, continued: ‘I do not doubt but that in
due time she will somehow become his wife, for so their fate seems to
decree. But now and for a long while there can be no talk of any such thing,
and this, as he has roundly told me, he knows as well as the rest of us. So
what he is after I cannot for the life of me imagine. Only to-day when
Prince Hyōbukyō was here he bade me keep a sharp eye upon her and not
let her be treated with any indiscretion. I confess when he said it I
remembered with vexation certain liberties which I have allowed your
master to take, thinking little enough of them at the time.’ No sooner had

she said this than she began to fear that Koremitsu would put a worse
construction on her words than she intended, and shaking her head very
dolefully she relapsed into silence. Nor was she far wrong, for Koremitsu
was indeed wondering of what sort Genji’s misdemeanours could have
been.
On hearing Koremitsu’s report Genji’s heart was filled with pity for the
child’s state and he would like to have gone to her at once. But he feared
that ignorant people would misunderstand these frequent visits and,
thinking the girl older than she was, spread foolish scandals abroad. It
would be far simpler to fetch her to his Palace and keep her there. All
through the day he sent numerous letters, and at dusk Koremitsu again went
to the house saying that urgent business had once more prevented Genji
from visiting them, for which remissness he tendered his apologies.
Shōnagon answered curtly that the girl’s father had suddenly decided to
fetch her away next day and that they were too busy to receive visits: ‘The
servants are all in a fluster at leaving this shabby old house where they have
lived so long and going to a strange, grand place....’ She answered his
further questions so briefly and seemed so intent upon her sewing, that
Koremitsu went away.
Genji was at the Great Hall, but as usual he had been unable to get a
word out of Aoi and in a gloomy mood he was plucking at his zithern and
singing ‘Why sped you across field and hill So fast upon this rainy night?’11
The words of the song were aimed at Aoi and he sang them with much
feeling. He was thus employed when Koremitsu arrived at the Great Hall.
Genji sent for him at once and bade him tell his story. Koremitsu’s news
was very disquieting. Once she was in her father’s palace it would look very
odd that Genji should fetch her away, even if she came willingly. It would
inevitably be rumoured abroad that he had made off with her like a childsnatcher, a thief. Far better to anticipate his rival and exacting a promise of
silence from the people about her, carry her off to his own palace
immediately. ‘I shall go there at daybreak,’ he said to Koremitsu; ‘Order the
carriage that I came here in, it can be used just as it is, and see to it that one
or two attendants are ready to go with me.’ Koremitsu bowed and retired.
Genji knew that whichever course he chose, there was bound to be a
scandal so soon as the thing became known. Inevitably gossips would

spread the report that, young though she was, the child by this time knew
well enough why she had been invited to live with Prince Genji in his
palace. Let them draw their own conclusions. That did not matter. There
was a much worse possibility. What if Hyōbukyō found out where she was?
His conduct in abducting another man’s child would appear in the highest
degree outrageous and discreditable. He was sorely puzzled, but he knew
that if he let this opportunity slip he would afterwards bitterly repent it, and
long before daybreak he started on his way. Aoi was cold and sullen as ever.
‘I have just remembered something very important which I must see about
at home,’ he said; ‘I shall not be away long,’ and he slipped out so quietly
that the servants of the house did not know that he was gone. His cloak was
brought to him from his own apartments and he drove off attended only by
Koremitsu who followed on horseback. After much knocking they
succeeded in getting the gate opened, but by a servant who was not in the
secret. Koremitsu ordered the man to pull in Genji’s carriage as quietly as
he could and himself went straight to the front door, which he rattled,
coughing as he did so that Shōnagon might know who was there. ‘My lord
is waiting,’ he said when she came to the door. ‘But the young lady is fast
asleep,’ said Shōnagon; ‘his Highness has no business to be up and about at
this time of night.’ She said this thinking that he was returning from some
nocturnal escapade and had only called there in passing. ‘I hear,’ said Genji
now coming forward, ‘that the child is to be moved to her father’s and I
have something of importance which I must say to her before she goes.’
‘Whatever business you have to transact with her, I am sure she will give
the matter her closest attention,’ scoffed Shōnagon. Matters of importance
indeed, with a child of ten! Genji entered the women’s quarters. ‘You
cannot go in there,’ cried Shōnagon in horror; ‘several aged ladies are lying
all undressed....’ ‘They are all fast asleep,’ said Genji. ‘See, I am only
rousing the child,’ and bending over her: ‘The morning mist is rising,’ he
cried, ‘it is time to wake!’ And before Shōnagon had time to utter a sound,
he had taken the child in his arms and begun gently to rouse her. Still halfdreaming, she thought it was the prince her father who had come to fetch
her. ‘Come,’ said Genji while he put her hair to rights, ‘your father has sent
me to bring you back with me to his palace.’ For a moment she was dazed
to find that it was not her father and shrank from him in fright. ‘Never mind
whether it is your father or I,’ he cried; ‘it is all the same,’ and so saying he
picked her up in his arms and carried her out of the inner room. ‘Well!’

cried out Koremitsu and Shōnagon in astonishment. What would he do
next? ‘It seems,’ said Genji, ‘that you were disquieted at my telling you I
could not visit her here as often as I wished and would make arrangements
for her to go to a more convenient place. I hear that you are sending her
where it will be even more difficult for me to see her. Therefore ... make
ready one or the other of you to come with me.’
Shōnagon, who now realized that he was going to make off with the
child, fell into a terrible fluster. ‘O Sir,’ she said, ‘you could not have
chosen a worse time. To-day her father is coming to fetch her, and whatever
shall I say to him? If only you would wait, I am sure it would all come right
in the end. But by acting so hastily you will do yourself no good and leave
the poor servants here in a sad pickle.’ ‘If that is all,’ cried Genji, ‘let them
follow as soon as they choose,’ and to Shōnagon’s despair he had the
carriage brought in. The child stood by weeping and bewildered. There
seemed no way of preventing him from carrying out his purpose and
gathering together the child’s clothes that she had been sewing the night
before, the nurse put on her own best dress and stepped into the carriage.
Genji’s house was not far off and they arrived before daylight. They drew
up in front of the western wing and Genji alighted. Taking the child lightly
in his arms he set her on the ground. Shōnagon, to whom these strange
events seemed like a dream, hesitated as though still uncertain whether she
should enter the house or no. ‘There is no need for you to come in if you do
not want to,’ said Genji. ‘Now that the child herself is safely here I am quite
content. If you had rather go back, you have only to say so and I will escort
you.’

Reluctantly she left the carriage. The suddenness of the move was in
itself enough to have upset her; but she was also worrying about what
Prince Hyōbukyō would think when he found that his child had vanished.
And indeed what was going to become of her? One way or another all her
mistresses seemed to be taken from her and it was only when she became
frightened of having wept for so long on end that she at last dried her eyes
and began to pray.
The western wing had long been uninhabited and was not completely
furnished; but Koremitsu had soon fitted up screens and curtains where they
were required. For Genji makeshift quarters were soon contrived by letting
down the side-wings of his screen-of-honour. He sent to the other part of
the house for his night things and went to sleep. The child, who had been
put to bed not far off, was still very apprehensive and ill at ease in these
new surroundings. Her lips were trembling, but she dared not cry out loud.
‘I want to sleep with Shōnagon,’ she said at last in a tearful, babyish voice.
‘You are getting too big to sleep with a nurse,’ said Genji, who had heard
her. ‘You must try and go to sleep nicely where you are.’ She felt very
lonely and lay weeping for a long while. The nurse was far too much upset
to think of going to bed and sat up for the rest of the night in the servants’
quarters crying so bitterly that she was unconscious of all that went on
around her.
But when it grew light she began to look about her a little. Not only this
great palace with its marvellous pillars and carvings, but the sand in the
courtyard outside which seemed to her like a carpet of jewels made so
dazzling an impression upon her that at first she felt somewhat overawed.
However, the fact that she was now no longer in a household of women
gave her an agreeable sense of security.
It was the hour at which business brought various strangers to the
house. There were several men walking just outside her window and she
heard one of them whisper to another: ‘They say that someone new has
come to live here. Who can it be, I wonder? A lady of note, I’ll warrant
you.’
Bath water was brought from the other wing, and steamed rice for
breakfast. Genji did not rise till far on into the morning. ‘It is not good for
the child to be alone,’ he said to Shōnagon, ‘so last night before I came to

you I arranged for some little people to come and stay here,’ and so saying
he sent a servant to ‘fetch the little girls from the eastern wing.’ He had
given special orders that they were to be as small as possible and now four
of the tiniest and prettiest creatures imaginable arrived upon the scene.
Murasaki was still asleep, lying wrapped in Genji’s own coat. It was
with difficulty that he roused her. ‘You must not be sad any more,’ he said;
‘If I were not very fond of you, should I be looking after you like this?
Little girls ought to be very gentle and obedient in their ways.’ And thus her
education was begun.
She seemed to him, now that he could study her at leisure, even more
lovely than he had realized and they were soon engaged in an affectionate
conversation. He sent for delightful pictures and toys to show her and set to
work to amuse her in every way he could. Gradually he persuaded her to get
up and look about her. In her shabby dress made of some dark grey material
she looked so charming now that she was laughing and playing, with all her
woes forgotten, that Genji too laughed with pleasure as he watched her.
When at last he retired to the eastern wing, she went out of doors to look at
the garden. As she picked her way among the trees and along the side of the
lake, and gazed with delight upon the frosty flower-beds that glittered gay
as a picture, while a many-coloured throng of unknown people passed
constantly in and out of the house, she began to think that this was a very
nice place indeed. Then she looked at the wonderful pictures that were
painted on all the panels and screens and quite lost her heart to them.
For two or three days Genji did not go to the Palace, but spent all his
time amusing the little girl. Finally he drew all sorts of pictures for her to
put into her copy-book, showing them to her one by one as he did so. She
thought them the loveliest set of pictures she had ever seen. Then he wrote
part of the Musashi-no poem.12 She was delighted by the way it was written
in bold ink-strokes on a background stained with purple. In a smaller hand
was the poem: ‘Though the parent-root13 I cannot see, yet tenderly I love its
off-shoot,14—the dewy plant that grows upon Musashi Moor.’ ‘Come’ said
Genji while she was admiring it, ‘you must write something too.’ ‘I cannot
write properly yet’ she answered, looking up at him with a witchery so
wholly unconscious that Genji laughed. ‘Even if you cannot write properly
it will never do for us to let you off altogether. Let me give you a lesson.’

With many timid glances towards him she began to write. Even the childish
manner in which she grasped the brush gave him a thrill of delight which he
was at a loss to explain. ‘Oh, I have spoiled it’ she suddenly cried out and
blushing hid from him what she had written. But he forced her to let him
see it and found the poem: ‘I do not know what put Musashi into your head
and am very puzzled. What plant is it that you say is a relative of mine?’ It
was written in a large childish hand which was indeed very undeveloped,
but was nevertheless full of promise. It showed a strong resemblance to the
late nun’s writing. He felt certain that if she were given up-to-date copybooks she would soon write very nicely.
Next they built houses for the dolls and played so long at this game
together that Genji forgot for a while the great anxiety15 which was at that
time preying upon his mind.
The servants who had been left behind at Murasaki’s house were
extremely embarrassed when Prince Hyōbukyō came to fetch her. Genji had
made them promise for a time at any rate to tell no one of what had
happened and Shōnagon had seemed to agree that this was best.
Accordingly he could get nothing out of them save that Shōnagon had taken
the child away with her without saying anything about where she was
going. The Prince felt completely baffled. Perhaps the grandmother had
instilled into the nurse’s mind the idea that things would not go smoothly
for the child at his palace. In that case the nurse with an excess of craftiness
might, instead of openly saying that she feared the child would not be well
treated under his roof, have thought it wiser to make off with her when
opportunity offered. He went home very depressed, asking them to let him
know instantly if they had any news, a request which again embarrassed
them. He also made enquiries of the priest at the temple in the hills, but
could learn nothing. She had seemed to him to be a most lovable and
delightful child; it was very disappointing to lose sight of her in this
manner. The princess his wife had long ago got over her dislike of the
child’s mother and was indignant at the idea that she was not to be trusted to
do her duty by the child properly.
Gradually the servants from Murasaki’s house assembled at her new
home. The little girls who had been brought to play with her were delighted
with their new companion and they were soon all playing together very
happily.

When her prince was away or busy, on dreary evenings she would still
sometimes long for her grandmother the nun and cry a little. But she never
thought about her father whom she had never been used to see except at
rare intervals. Now indeed she had ‘a new father’ of whom she was
growing every day more fond. When he came back from anywhere she was
the first to meet him and then wonderful games and conversations began,
she sitting all the while on his lap without the least shyness or restraint. A
more charming companion could not have been imagined. It might be that
when she grew older, she would not always be so trustful. New aspects of
her character might come into play. If she suspected, for example, that he
cared for someone else, she might resent it, and in such a case all sorts of
unexpected things are apt to happen; but for the present she was a delightful
plaything. Had she really been his daughter, convention would not have
allowed him to go on much longer living with her on terms of such
complete intimacy; but in a case like this he felt that such scruples were not
applicable.
1

Fujitsubo, who was indeed the child’s aunt.

2

Fujitsubo, who was Hyōbukyō’s sister.

3

The Guardian Spell (goshin) is practised as follows:

The ministrant holds the palms of his hands together with middle fingers
touching and extended, first fingers separated and bent, tips of thumbs and little
fingers bunched together, and third fingers in line with middle fingers so as to
be invisible from in front. With hands in this sacred pose (mudrā) he touches
the worshipper on forehead, left and right shoulder, heart and throat. At each
contact he utters the spell
ON · BASARA GONJI HARAJŪBATA · SOHAKA
which is corrupt Sanskrit and means ‘I invoke thee, thou diamond-fiery very
majestic Star.’ The deity here invoked is Vairocana, favourite Buddha of the
Mystic Sect.
4

A Chinese instrument; often translated ‘mouth-organ.’

5

A song the words of which were used as a first writing lesson.

6

There is here a pun, and a reference to poem 3807 in the Manyōshū.

7

To Lady Rokujō.

8

Arises out of some connection in a previous existence.

9

Purple is murasaki in Japanese. From this poem the child is known as
Murasaki; and hence the authoress derived the nickname by which she too is

known.
10

His wife.

11

The song is addressed by a girl to a suspicious lover; Genji reverses the
sense.
12

‘Though I know not the place, yet when they told me this was the moor of
Musashi, the thought flashed through my mind: “What else indeed could it be,
since all its grass is purple-dyed?”’
13

Fujitsubo. The fuji flower is also purple (murasaki) in colour.

14

The child Murasaki, who was Fujitsubo’s niece. Musashi was famous for the
purple dye extracted from the roots of a grass that grew there.
15

The pregnancy of Fujitsubo.

CHAPTER VI
THE SAFFRON-FLOWER
TRY as he might he could not dispel the melancholy into which Yūgao’s
sudden death1 had cast him, and though many months had gone by he
longed for her passionately as ever. In other quarters where he had looked
for affection, coldness vied with coldness and pride with pride. He longed
to escape once more from the claims of these passionate and exacting
natures, and renew the life of tender intimacy which for a while had given
him so great a happiness. But alas, no second Yūgao would he ever find.
Despite his bitter experience he still fancied that one day he might at least
discover some beautiful girl of humble origin whom he could meet without
concealment, and he listened eagerly to any hint that was likely to put him
upon a promising track. If the prospects seemed favourable he would follow
up his enquiries by writing a discreet letter which, as he knew from
experience, would seldom indeed meet with a wholly discouraging reply.
Even those who seemed bent on showing by the prim stiffness of their
answers that they placed virtue high above sensibility, and who at first
appeared hardly conversant with the usages of polite society, would
suddenly collapse into the wildest intimacy which would continue until
their marriage with some commonplace husband cut short the
correspondence.
There were vacant moments when he thought of Utsusemi with regret.
And there was her companion too; some time or other there would surely be
an opportunity of sending her a surprise message. If only he could see her
again as he had seen her that night sitting by the chess-board in the dim
lamplight. It was not indeed in his nature ever to forget anyone of whom he
had once been fond.
Among his old nurses there was one called Sayemon to whom, next
after Koremitsu’s mother, he was most deeply attached. She had a daughter

called Taifu no Myōbu who was in service at the Palace. This girl was an
illegitimate child of a certain member of the Imperial family who was then
Vice-minister of the Board of War. She was a young person of very lively
disposition and Genji often made use of her services. Her mother, Genji’s
nurse, had afterwards married the governor of Echizen and had gone with
him to his province, so the girl when she was not at the Palace lived chiefly
at her father’s.
She happened one day when she was talking with Genji to mention a
certain princess, daughter of the late Prince Hitachi. This lady, she said, was
born to the Prince when he was quite an old man and every care had been
lavished upon her upbringing. Since his death she had lived alone and was
very unhappy. Genji’s sympathy was aroused and he began to question
Myōbu about this unfortunate lady. ‘I do not really know much either about
her character or her appearance’ said Myōbu; ‘she is extremely seclusive in
her habits. Sometimes I have talked to her a little in the evening, but always
with a curtain between us. I believe her zithern is the only companion in
whom she is willing to confide.’ ‘Of the Three Friends2 one at least would
in her case be unsuitable’ said Genji. ‘But I should like to hear her play; her
father was a great performer on this instrument and it is unlikely that she
has not inherited some of his skill.’ ‘Oh, I am afraid she is not worth your
coming to hear,’ said Myōbu. ‘You are very discouraging,’ he answered,
‘but all the same I shall hide there one of these nights when the full moon is
behind the clouds and listen to her playing; and you shall come with me.’
She was not best pleased; but just then even upon the busy Palace a
springtime quiet seemed to have settled, and being quite at leisure she
consented to accompany him. Her father’s house was at some distance from
the town and for convenience he sometimes lodged in Prince Hitachi’s
palace. Myōbo got on badly with her step-mother, and taking a fancy to the
lonely princess’s quarters she kept a room there.
It was indeed on the night after the full moon, in just such a veiled light
as Genji had spoken of, that they visited the Hitachi palace. ‘I am afraid,’
said Myōbu, ‘that it is not a very good night for listening to music; sounds
do not seem to carry very well.’ But he would not be thus put off. ‘Go to
her room’ he said, ‘and persuade her to play a few notes; it would be a pity
if I went away without hearing her at all.’ Myōbu felt somewhat shy of
leaving him like this in her own little private room. She found the princess

sitting by the window, her shutters not yet closed for the night; she was
enjoying the scent of a blossoming plum-tree which stood in the garden just
outside. It did indeed seem just the right moment. ‘I thought how lovely
your zithern would sound on such a night as this,’ she said, ‘and could not
resist coming to see you. I am always in such a hurry, going to and from the
Palace, that do you know I have never had time to hear you play. It is such a
pity.’ ‘Music of this sort,’ she replied, ‘gives no pleasure to those who have
not studied it. What do they care for such matters who all day long run
hither and thither in the City of a Hundred Towers?’3 She sent for her
zithern; but her heart beat fast. What impression would her playing make
upon this girl? Timidly she sounded a few notes. The effect was very
agreeable. True, she was not a great performer; but the instrument was a
particularly fine one and Genji found her playing by no means unpleasant to
listen to.
Living in this lonely and half-ruined palace after such an upbringing
(full no doubt of antiquated formalities and restrictions) as her father was
likely to have given her it would be strange indeed if her life did not for the
most part consist of memories and regrets. This was just the sort of place
which in an old tale would be chosen as the scene for the most romantic
happenings. His imagination thus stirred, he thought of sending her a
message. But perhaps she would think this rather sudden. For some reason
he felt shy, and hesitated.
‘It seems to be clouding over,’ said the astute Myōbu, who knew that
Genji would carry away a far deeper impression if he heard no more for the
present. ‘Someone was coming to see me’ she continued; ‘I must not keep
him waiting. Perhaps some other time when I am not in such a hurry.... Let
me close your window for you,’ and with that she rejoined Genji, giving the
princess no encouragement to play any more. ‘She stopped so soon,’ he
complained, ‘that it was hardly worth getting her to play at all. One had not
time to catch the drift of what she was playing. Really it was a pity!’ That
the princess was beautiful he made no doubt at all. ‘I should be very much
obliged if you would arrange for me to hear her at closer quarters.’ But
Myōbu, thinking that this would lead to disappointment, told him that the
princess who led so hermit-like an existence and seemed always so
depressed and subdued would hardly welcome the suggestion that she
should perform before a stranger. ‘Of course,’ said Genji, ‘a thing of that

kind could only be suggested between people who were on familiar terms
or to someone of very different rank. This lady’s rank, as I am perfectly
well aware, entitles her to be treated with every consideration, and I would
not ask you to do more than hint at my desire.’ He had promised to meet
someone else that night and carefully disguising himself he was preparing
to depart when Myōbu said laughing ‘It amuses me sometimes to think how
the Emperor deplores the too strict and domesticated life which he suffers
you to lead. What would he think if he could see you disguising yourself
like this?’ Genji laughed. ‘I am afraid,’ he said as he left the room, ‘that you
are not quite the right person to denounce me. Those who think such
conduct reprehensible in a man must find it even less excusable in a girl.’
She remembered that Genji had often been obliged to reproach her for her
reckless flirtations, and blushing made no reply.
Still hoping to catch a glimpse of the zithern-player he crept softly
towards her window. He was about to hide at a point where the bamboofence was somewhat broken down when he perceived that a man was
already ensconced there. Who could it be? No doubt it was one of the
princess’s lovers and he stepped back to conceal himself in the darkness.
The stranger followed him and turned out to be no other than Tō no Chūjō.
That evening they had left the Palace together, but when they parted Genji
(Chūjō had noticed) did not either go in the direction of the Great Hall nor
back to his own palace. This aroused Chūjō’s curiosity and, despite the fact
that he too had a secret appointment that night, he decided first to follow
Genji and discover what was afoot. So riding upon a strange horse and
wearing a hunting-cloak, he had got himself up altogether so villainously
that he was able to follow Genji without being recognized upon the road.
Seeing him enter so unexpected a place, Chūjō was trying to imagine what
business his friend could possibly have in such a quarter when the music
began and he secreted himself with a vague idea of waylaying Genji when
he came out. But the prince, not knowing who the stranger was and
frightened of being recognized, stole on tip-toe into the shadow. Chūjō
suddenly accosted him: ‘Though you shook me off so uncivilly, I thought it
my duty to keep an eye on you’ he said, and recited the poem: ‘Though
together we left the great Palace hill, your setting-place you would not show
me, Moon of the sixteenth night!’ Thus he remonstrated; and Genji, though
at first he had been somewhat put out by finding that he was not alone,
when he recognized Tō no Chūjō could not help being rather amused. ‘This

is indeed an unexpected attention on your part’ he said, and expressed his
slight annoyance in the answering verse: ‘Though wheresoever it shines
men marvel at its light, who has before thought fit to follow the full moon
to the hill whereon it sets?’
‘It is most unsafe for you to go about like this,’ said Chūjō. ‘I really
mean it. You ought always to have a bodyguard; then you are all right
whatever happens. I wish you would always let me come with you. I am
afraid that these clandestine expeditions may one day get you into trouble,’
and he solemnly repeated the warning. What chiefly worried Genji was the
thought that this might not be the first occasion upon which Chūjō had
followed him; but if it had been his habit to do so it was certainly very
tactful of him never to have questioned Genji about Yūgao’s child.4
Though each of them had an appointment elsewhere, they agreed not to
part. Both of them got into Genji’s carriage and the moon having vanished
behind a cloud, beguiled the way to the Great Hall by playing a duet upon
their flutes. They did not send for torch-bearers to see them in at the gates,
but creeping in very quietly stole to a portico where they could not be seen
and had their ordinary clothes brought to them there. Having changed, they
entered the house merrily blowing their flutes as though they had just come
back from the Palace.
Chūjō’s father, who usually pretended not to hear them when they
returned late at night, on this occasion brought out his flageolet, which was
his favourite instrument, and began to play very agreeably. Aoi sent for her
zithern and made all her ladies play on the instruments at which they
excelled. Only Nakatsukasa, though she was known for her lute-playing,
having thrown over Tō no Chūjō who had been her lover because of her
infatuation for Genji with whom her sole intercourse was that she
sometimes saw him casually when he visited the Great Hall,—only
Nakatsukasa sat drooping listlessly; for her passion had become known to
Aoi’s mother and the rest, and they were being very unpleasant about it. She
was thinking in her despair that perhaps it would be better if she went and
lived in some place where she would never see Genji at all; but the step was
hard to take and she was very unhappy.
The young princes were thinking of the music they had heard earlier in
the evening, of those romantic surroundings tinged with a peculiar and

inexplicable beauty. Merely because it pleased him so to imagine her, Tō no
Chūjō had already endowed the occupant of the lonely mansion with every
charm. He had quite decided that Genji had been courting her for months or
even years, and thought impatiently that he for his part, if like Genji he
were violently in love with a lady of this kind, would have been willing to
risk a few reproaches or even the loss of a little reputation. He could not
however believe that his friend intended to let the matter rest as it was much
longer and determined to amuse himself by a little rivalry. From that time
onwards both of them sent letters to the lady, but neither ever received any
answer. This both vexed and puzzled them. What could be the reason?
Thinking that such images were suitable to a lady brought up in these rustic
surroundings, in most of the poems which they sent her they alluded to
delicate trees and flowers or other aspects of nature, hoping sooner or later
to hit on some topic which would arouse her interest in their suit. Though
she was of good birth and education, perhaps through being so long buried
away in her vast mansion she had not any longer the wits to write a reply.
And what indeed did it matter whether she answered or not, thought Tō no
Chūjō, who none the less was somewhat piqued. With his usual frankness
he said to Genji: ‘I wonder whether you have had any answer. I must
confess that as an experiment I too sent a mild hint, but without any
success, so I have not repeated it.’ ‘So he too has been trying his hand,’
thought Genji smiling to himself. ‘No,’ he answered aloud, ‘my letter did
not need an answer, which was perhaps the reason that I did not receive
one.’ From this enigmatic reply Chūjō deduced that Genji had been in
communication of some kind with the lady and he was slightly piqued by
the fact that she had shown a preference between them. Genji’s deeper
feelings were in no way involved, and though his vanity was a little
wounded he would not have pursued the matter farther had he not known
the persuasive power of Chūjō’s style, and feared that even now she might
overcome her scruples and send him a reply. Chūjō would become
insufferably cock-a-hoop if he got into his head the idea that the princess
had transferred her affections from Genji to himself. He must see what
Myōbu could be persuaded to do. ‘I cannot understand,’ he said to her,
‘why the princess should refuse to take any notice of my letters. It is really
very uncivil of her. I suppose she thinks I am a frivolous person who
intends to amuse himself a little in her company and then disappear. It is a
strangely false conception of my character. As you know, my affections

never alter, and if I have ever seemed to the world to be unfaithful it has
always been because in reality my suit had met with some unexpected
discouragement. But this lady is so placed that no opposition from parents
or brothers can interrupt our friendship, and if she will but trust me she will
find that her being alone in the world, so far from exposing her to callous
treatment, makes her the more attractive.’ ‘Come,’ answered Myōbu, ‘it
will never do for you to run away with the idea that you can treat this great
lady as a pleasant wayside distraction; on the contrary she is extremely
difficult of access and her rank has accustomed her to be treated with
deference and ceremony.’ So spoke Myōbu, in accordance indeed with her
own experience of the princess. ‘She has evidently no desire to be thought
clever or dashing’ said Genji; ‘for some reason I imagine her as very gentle
and forgiving.’ He was thinking of Yūgao when he said this.
Soon after this he fell sick of his fever and after that was occupied by a
matter of great secrecy; so that spring and summer had both passed away
before he could again turn his attention to the lonely lady. But in the autumn
came a time of quiet meditation and reflexion. Again the sound of the clothbeaters’ mallets reached his ears, tormenting him with memories and
longings. He wrote many letters to the zithern-player, but with no more
success than before. Her churlishness exasperated him. More than ever he
was determined not to give in, and sending for Myōbu he scolded her for
having been of so little assistance to him. ‘What can be going on in the
princess’s mind?’ he said; ‘such strange behaviour I have never met with
before.’ If he was piqued and surprised, Myōbu for her part was vexed that
the affair had gone so badly. ‘No one can say that you have done anything
so very eccentric or indiscreet, and I do not think she feels so. If she does
not answer your letters it is only part of her general unwillingness to face
the outer world.’ ‘But such a way of behaving is positively barbarous,’ said
Genji; ‘if she were a girl in her ’teens and under the care of parents or
guardians, such timidity might be pardoned; but in an independent woman
it is inconceivable. I would never have written had I not taken it for granted
that she had some experience of the world. I was merely hoping that I had
found someone who in moments of idleness or depression would respond to
me sympathetically. I did not address her in the language of gallantry, but
only begged for permission sometimes to converse with her in that strange
and lonely dwelling-place. But since she seems unable to understand what it
is I am asking of her, we must see what can be done without waiting for her

permission. If you will help me, you may be sure I shall not disgrace you in
any way.’
Myōbu had once been in the habit of describing to him the appearance
of people whom she had chanced to meet and he always listened to such
accounts with insatiable interest and curiosity; but for a long while he had
paid no attention to her reports. Now for no reason at all the mere mention
of the princess’s existence had aroused in him a fever of excitement and
activity. It was all very unaccountable. Probably he would find the poor
lady extremely unattractive when he saw her and she would be doing her a
very poor service in effecting the introduction; but to give Genji no help in
a matter to which he evidently attached so much importance, would seem
very ill-natured.
Even in Prince Hitachi’s life-time visitors to this stiff, old-fashioned
establishment had been very rare, and now no foot at all ever made its way
through the thickets which were closing in around the house. It may be
imagined then what the visit of so celebrated a person as Genji would have
meant to the ladies-in-waiting and lesser persons of the household and with
what urgency they begged their mistress to send a favourable reply. But the
same desperate shyness still possessed her and Genji’s letters she would not
even read. Hearing this Myōbu determined to submit Genji’s request to her
at some suitable moment when she and the princess were carrying on one of
their usual uneasy conversations, with the princess’s screen-of-honour
planted between them. ‘If she seems displeased,’ thought Myōbu, ‘I will
positively have nothing more to do with the matter; but if she receives him
and some sort of an affair starts between them, there is fortunately no one
connected with her to scold me or get me into trouble.’ As the result of
these and other reflections, being quite at home in matters of this kind, she
sensibly decided to say nothing about the business to anybody, not even to
her father.
Late one night, soon after the twentieth day of the eighth month, the
princess sat waiting for the moon to rise. Though the star-light shone clear
and lovely the moaning of the wind in the pine-tree branches oppressed her
with its melancholy, and growing weary of waiting she was with many tears
and sighs recounting to Myōbu stories of bygone men and days.

Now was the time to convey Genji’s message, thought Myōbu. She sent
for him, and secretly as before he crept up to the palace. The moon was just
rising. He stood where the neglected bamboo-hedge grew somewhat
sparsely and watched. Persuaded by Myōbu the princess was already at her
zithern. So far as he could hear it at this distance, he did not find the music
displeasing; but Myōbu in her anxiety and confusion thought the tune very
dull and wished it would occur to the princess to play something rather
more up-to-date. The place where Genji was waiting was well screened
from view and he had no difficulty in creeping unobserved into the house.
Here he called for Myōbu, who pretending that the visit was a complete
surprise to her said to the princess: ‘I am so sorry, here is Prince Genji come
to see me. I am always getting into trouble with him for failing to secure
him your favour. I have really done my best, but you do not make it
possible for me to give him any encouragement, so now I imagine he has
come to deal with the matter for himself. What am I to say to him? I can
answer for it that he will do nothing violent or rash. I think that considering
all the trouble he has taken you might at least tell him that you will speak to
him through a screen or curtain.’ The idea filled the princess with
consternation. ‘I should not know what to say to him,’ she wailed and as
she said the words bolted towards the far side of the room with a
bashfulness so infantile that Myōbu could not help laughing. ‘Indeed,
Madam,’ she said, ‘it is childish of you to take the matter to heart in this
way. If you were an ordinary young lady under the eye of stern parents and
brothers, one could understand it; but for a person in your position to go on
for ever being afraid to face the world is fantastic.’ So Myōbu admonished
her and the princess, who could never think of any argument against doing
what she was told to do, said at last: ‘If I have only to listen and need not
say anything he may speak to me from behind the lattice-door, so long as it
is well locked.’ ‘I cannot ask him to sit on the servant’s bench,’ said
Myōbu. ‘You really need not be afraid that he will do anything violent or
sudden.’ Thus persuaded, the princess went to a hatch which communicated
between the women’s quarters and the strangers’ dais and firmly locking it
with her own hand stuffed a mattress against it to make sure that no chink
was left unstopped. She was in such a terrible state of confusion that she
had not the least idea what she should say to her visitor, if she had to speak
to him, and had agreed to listen to him only because Myōbu told her that
she ought to.

Several elderly serving-women of the wet-nurse type had been lying
half-asleep in the inner room since dusk. There were however one or two
younger maids who had heard a great deal about this Prince Genji and were
ready to fall in love with him at a moment’s notice. They now brought out
their lady’s handsomest dress and persuaded her to let them put her a little
to rights; but she displayed no interest in these preparations. Myōbu
meanwhile was thinking how well Genji looked in the picturesque disguise
which he had elaborated for use on these night excursions and wished it
were being employed in some quarter where it was more likely to be
appreciated. Her only consolation was that so mild a lady was not likely to
make inordinate demands upon him or pester him with jealousies and
exactions. On the other hand, she was rather worried about the princess.
‘What’ thought Myōbu, ‘if she should fall in love with him and her heart be
broken merely because I was frightened of getting scolded?’
Remembering her rank and upbringing, he was far from expecting her
to behave with the lively pertness of an up-to-date miss. She would be
langorous; yes, langorous and passionate. When, half-pushed by Myōbu,
the princess at last took her stand near the partition where she was to
converse with her visitor, a delicious scent of sandal-wood5 invaded his
nostrils, and this piece of coquetry at once raised his hopes. He began to tell
her with great earnestness and eloquence how for almost a year she had
continually occupied his thoughts. But not a word did she answer; talking to
her was no better than writing! Irritated beyond measure he recited the
verse: ‘If with a Vow of Silence thus ten times and again my combat I
renew, ’tis that against me at least no sentence of muteness has been
passed.’ ‘Speak at least one word of dismissal,’ he continued; ‘do not leave
me in this bewilderment.’ There was among her ladies one called Jijū, the
daughter of her old nurse. Being a girl of great liveliness and intelligence
she could not bear to see her mistress cutting such a figure as this and
stepping to her side she answered with the poem: ‘The bell6 had sounded
and for a moment silence was imposed upon my lips. To have kept you
waiting grieves me, and there let the matter rest.’ She said the words in such
a way that Genji was completely taken in and thought it was the princess
who had thus readily answered his poem. He had not expected such
smartness from an aristocratic lady of the old school; but the surprise was
agreeable and he answered: ‘Madam, you have won the day,’ adding the

verse: ‘Though well I know that thoughts unspoken count more than
thoughts expressed, yet dumb-crambo is not a cheering game to play.’
He went on to speak of one trifle or another as it occurred to him, doing
his very best to entertain her; but it was no use. Thinking at last that silence
might after all in this strange creature be merely a sign of deep emotion he
could no longer restrain his curiosity and, easily pushing back the bolted
door, entered the room. Myōbu, seeing with consternation that he had
falsified all her assurances, thought it better to know nothing of what
followed and without turning her head rushed away to her own apartments.
Jijū and the other ladies-in-waiting had heard so much about Genji and
were so anxious to catch sight of him that they were more than ready to
forgive his uncivil intrusion. Their only fear was that their mistress would
be at a loss how to deal with so unexpected a situation. He did indeed find
her in the last extremity of bashfulness and embarrassment, but under the
circumstances that, thought Genji, was natural. Much was to be explained
by the strict seclusion in which she had been brought up. He must be patient
with her....
As his eyes grew used to the dim light he began to see that she was not
at all beautiful. Had she then not one quality at all to justify all these hopes
and schemes? Apparently not one. It was late. What was the use of staying?
Bitterly disappointed he left the house. Myōbu, intensely curious to know
what would happen, had lain awake listening. She wanted however to keep
up the pretence that she had not witnessed Genji’s intrusion and though she
plainly heard him leaving the house she did not go to see him off or utter a
sound of any kind. Stealing away as quietly as possible he returned to the
Nijō-in and lay down upon his bed. This time at least he thought he was on
the right path. What a disillusionment! And the worst of it was that she was
a princess, a great lady. What a mess he was in! So he lay thinking, when
Tō no Chūjō entered the room. ‘How late you are!’ he cried; ‘I can easily
guess the reason.’ Genji rose: ‘I was so comfortable sleeping here all alone
that I overslept myself,’ he said. ‘Have you come here from the Palace?’
‘Yes,’ said Chūjō, ‘I was on my way home. I heard yesterday that to-day
they are choosing the dancers and musicians for the celebrations of the
Emperor’s visit to the Suzaku-in and I am going home to tell my father of
this. I will look in here on my way back.’ Seeing that Chūjō was in a hurry
Genji said that he would go with him to the Great Hall. He sent at once for

his breakfast, bidding them also serve the guest. Two carriages were drawn
up waiting for them, but they both got into the same one. ‘You still seem
very sleepy,’ said Chūjō in an aggrieved tone; ‘I am sure you have been
doing something interesting that you do not want to tell me about.’
That day he had a number of important duties to perform and was hard
at work in the Palace till nightfall. It did not occur to him till a very late
hour that he ought at least to send the customary letter. It was raining.
Myōbu had only the day before reproached him for using the princess’s
palace as a ‘wayside refuge.’ To-day however he had no inclination
whatever to halt there.
When hour after hour went by and still no letter came Myōbu began to
feel very sorry for the princess whom she imagined to be suffering acutely
from Genji’s incivility. But in reality the poor lady was still far too occupied
with shame and horror at what had happened the night before to think of
anything else, and when late in the evening Genji’s note at last arrived she
could not understand in the least what it meant. It began with the poem:
‘Scarce had the evening mist lifted and revealed the prospect to my sight
when the night rain closed gloomily about me.’ ‘I shall watch with
impatience for a sign that the clouds are breaking,’ the letter continued. The
ladies of the household at once saw with consternation the meaning of this
note: Genji did not intend ever to come again. But they were all agreed that
an answer must be sent, and their mistress was for the time being in far too
overwrought a condition to put brush to paper; so Jijū (pointing out that it
was late and there was no time to be lost) again came to the rescue: ‘Give a
thought to the country folk who wait for moonlight on this cloudy night,
though, while they gaze, so different their thoughts from yours!’ This she
dictated to her mistress who, under the joint direction of all her ladies,
wrote it upon a piece of paper which had once been purple but was now
faded and shabby. Her writing was coarse and stiff, very mediocre in style,
the upward and downward strokes being of the same thickness. Genji laid it
aside scarcely glancing at it; but he was very much worried by the situation.
How should he avoid hurting her feelings? Such an affair was certain to get
him into trouble of some kind. What was he to do? He made up his mind
that at all costs he must go on seeing her. Meanwhile, knowing nothing of
this decision, the poor lady was very unhappy.

That night his father-in-law called for him on the way back from the
Palace and carried him off to the Great Hall.
Here in preparation for the coming festival all the young princes were
gathered together, and during the days which followed everyone was busy
practising the songs or dances which had been assigned to him. Never had
the Great Hall resounded with such a continual flow of music. The recorder
and the big flute were all the while in full blast; and even the big drum was
rolled out on to the verandah, the younger princes amusing themselves by
experimenting upon it. Genji was so busy that he had barely time to pay an
occasional surreptitious visit even to his dearest friends, and the autumn
passed without his returning to the Hitachi Palace. The princess could not
make it out.
Just at the time when the music-practices were at their height Myōbu
came to see him. Her account of the princess’s condition was very
distressing. ‘It is sad to witness day by day as I do how the poor lady suffers
from your unkind treatment,’ she said and almost wept as she told him
about it. He was doubly embarrassed. What must Myōbu be thinking of him
since she found out that he had so recklessly falsified all the assurances of
good behaviour that she had made on his account? And then the princess
herself.... He could imagine what a pathetic figure she must be, dumbly
buried in her own despondent thoughts and questionings. ‘Please make it
clear to her’ he said, ‘that I have been extremely busy; that is really the sole
reason that I have not visited her.’ But he added with a sigh ‘I hope soon to
have a chance of teaching her not to be quite so stiff and shy.’ He smiled as
he said it, and because he was so young and charming Myōbu somehow felt
that despite her indignation she must smile too. At his age it was inevitable
that he should cause a certain amount of suffering. Suddenly it seemed to
her perfectly right that he should do as he felt inclined without thinking
much about the consequences. When the busy festival time was over he did
indeed pay several visits to the Hitachi Palace, but then followed his
adoption of little Murasaki whose ways so entranced him that he became
very irregular even in his visits to the Sixth Ward;7 still less had he any
inclination, though he felt as sorry for the princess as ever, to visit that
desolate palace. For a long while he had no desire to probe the secret of her
bashfulness, to drive her into the light of day. But at last the idea occurred
to him that he had perhaps all the while been mistaken. It was only a vague

impression gathered in a room so dark that one could hardly see one’s hand
in front of one’s face. If only he could persuade her to let him see her
properly? But she seemed frightened to submit herself to the ordeal of
daylight. Accordingly one night when he knew that he should catch her
household quite at its ease he crept in unobserved and peeped through a gap
in the door of the women’s apartments. The princess herself was not visible.
There was a very dilapidated screen-of-honour at the end of the room, but it
looked as if it had not been moved from where it stood for years and years.
Four or five elderly gentlewomen were in the room. They were preparing
their mistress’s supper in Chinese vessels which looked like the famous
‘royal blue’ ware,8 but they were much damaged and the food which had
been provided seemed quite unworthy of these precious dishes. The old
ladies soon retired, presumably to have their own supper. In a closet
opening out of the main road he could see a very chilly-looking lady in an
incredibly smoke-stained white dress and dirty apron tied at the waist.
Despite this shabbiness, her hair was done over a comb in the manner of
Court servants in ancient days when they waited at their master’s table,
though it hung down untidily. He had sometimes seen figures such as this
haunting the housekeeper’s rooms in the Palace, but he had no idea that
they could still actually be seen waiting upon a living person! ‘O dear, O
dear,’ cried the lady in the apron, ‘what a cold winter we are having! It was
not worth living so long only to meet times like these,’ and she shed a tear.
‘If only things had but gone on as they were in the old Prince’s time!’ she
moaned. ‘What a change! No discipline, no authority. To think that I should
have lived to see such days!’ and she quivered with horror like one who
‘were he a bird would take wing and fly away.’9 She went on to pour out
such a pitiful tale of things gone awry that Genji could bear it no longer,
and pretending that he had just arrived tapped at the partition-door. With
many exclamations of surprise the old lady brought a candle and let him in.
Unfortunately Jijū had been chosen with other young persons to wait upon
the Vestal Virgin and was not at home. Her absence made the house seem
more rustic and old-fashioned than ever, and its oddity struck him even
more forcibly than before.
The melancholy snow was now falling faster and faster. Dark clouds
hung in the sky, the wind blew fierce and wild. The big lamp had burnt out
and it seemed to be no one’s business to light it. He remembered the terrible

night upon which Yūgao had been bewitched. The house indeed was almost
as dilapidated. But it was not quite so large and was (to Genji’s comfort) at
least to some small degree inhabited. Nevertheless it was a depressing place
to spend the night at in such weather as this. Yet the snow-storm had a
beauty and fascination of its own and it was tiresome that the lady whom he
had come to visit was far too stiff and awkward to join him in appreciating
its wildness. The dawn was just breaking and lifting one of the shutters with
his own hand, he looked out at the snow-covered flower-beds. Beyond them
stretched great fields of snow untrodden by any foot. The sight was very
strange and lovely, and moved by the thought that he must soon leave it:
‘Come and look how beautiful it is out of doors,’ he cried to the princess
who was in an inner room. ‘It is unkind of you always to treat me as though
I were a stranger.’ Although it was still dark the light of the snow enabled
the ancient gentlewomen who had now returned to the room to see the
freshness and beauty of Genji’s face. Gazing at him with undisguised
wonder and delight, they cried out to their mistress: ‘Yes, madam, indeed
you must come. You are not behaving as you should. A young lady should
be all kindness and pretty ways.’ Thus admonished, the princess who when
told what to do could never think of any reasons for not doing it, giving her
costume a touch here and there reluctantly crept into the front room. Genji
pretended to be still looking out of the window, but presently he managed to
glance back into the room. His first impression was that her manner, had it
been a little less diffident, would have been extremely pleasing. What an
absurd mistake he had made. She was certainly very tall as was shown by
the length of her back when she took her seat; he could hardly believe that
such a back could belong to a woman. A moment afterwards he suddenly
became aware of her main defect. It was her nose. He could not help
looking at it. It reminded him of the trunk of Samantabhadra’s10 steed! Not
only was it amazingly prominent, but (strangest of all) the tip which
drooped downwards a little was tinged with pink, contrasting in the oddest
manner with the rest of her complexion which was of a whiteness that
would have put snow to shame. Her forehead was unusually high, so that
altogether (though this was partly concealed by the forward tilt of her head)
her face must be hugely long. She was very thin, her bones showing in the
most painful manner, particularly her shoulder-bones which jutted out
pitiably above her dress. He was sorry now that he had exacted from her
this distressing exhibition, but so extraordinary a spectacle did she provide

that he could not help continuing to gaze upon her. In one point at least she
yielded nothing to the greatest beauties of the Capital. Her hair was
magnificent; she was wearing it loose and it hung a foot or more below the
skirt of her gown. A complete description of people’s costumes is apt to be
tedious, but as in stories the first thing that is said about the characters is
invariably what they wore, I shall once in a way attempt such a description.
Over a terribly faded bodice of imperial purple she wore a gown of which
the purple had turned definitely black with age. Her mantle was of sableskins heavily perfumed with scent. Such a garment as this mantle was
considered very smart several generations ago, but it struck him as the most
extraordinary costume for a comparatively young girl. However as a matter
of fact she looked as though without this monstrous wrapping she would
perish with cold and he could not help feeling sorry for her. As usual she
seemed quite devoid of conversation and her silence ended by depriving
Genji also of the power of speech. He felt however that he must try again to
conquer her religious muteness and began making a string of casual
remarks. Overcome with embarrassment she hid her face with her sleeve.
This attitude, together with her costume, reminded him so forcibly of queer
pompous old officials whom he had sometimes seen walking at funeral pace
in state processions, hugging their emblems of office to their breasts, that he
could not help laughing. This he felt to be very rude. Really he was very
sorry for her and longing to put a quick end to her embarrassment he rose to
go. ‘Till I began to look after you there was no one in whom you could
possibly have confided. But henceforward I think you must make up your
mind to be frank with me and tell me all your secrets. Your stern aloofness
is very painful to me,’ and he recited the verse: ‘Already the icicle that
hangs from the eaves is melting in the rays of the morning sun. How comes
it that these drippings to new ice should turn?’ At this she tittered slightly.
Finding her inability to express herself quite unendurable he left the house.
Even in the dim light of early morning he noticed that the courtyard gate at
which his carriage awaited him was shaky on its posts and much askew;
daylight, he was sure, would have revealed many other signs of dilapidation
and neglect. In all the desolate landscape which stretched monotonously
before him under the bleak light of dawn only the thick mantle of snow
which covered the pine-trees gave a note of comfort and almost of warmth.
Surely it was such a place as this, sombre as a little village in the hills,
that his friends had thought of on that rainy night when they had spoken of

the gate ‘deep buried in green thickets.’ If only there were really hidden
behind these walls some such exquisite creature as they had imagined. How
patiently, how tenderly he would court her! He longed for some experience
which would bring him respite from the anguish with which a certain
hopeless and illicit passion was at that time tormenting him. Alas, no one
could have been less likely to bring him the longed-for distraction than the
owner of this romantic mansion. Yet the very fact that she had nothing to
recommend her made it impossible for him to give her up, for it was certain
that no one else would ever take the trouble to visit her. But why, why had it
fallen to him of all people to become her intimate? Had the spirit of the
departed Prince Hitachi, unhappy at the girl’s friendless plight, chosen him
out and led him to her?
At the side of the road he noticed a little orange-tree almost buried in
snow. He ordered one of his attendants to uncover it. As though jealous of
the attention that the man was paying to its neighbour a pine-tree near by
shook its heavily laden branches, pouring great billows of snow over his
sleeve. Delighted with the scene Genji suddenly longed for some
companion with whom he might share this pleasure; not necessarily
someone who loved such things as he did, but one who at least responded to
them in an ordinary way.
The gate through which his carriage had to pass in order to leave the
grounds was still locked. When at last the man who kept the key had been
discovered he turned out to be immensely old and feeble. With him was a
big, awkward girl who seemed to be his daughter or grand-daughter. Her
dress looked very grimy in contrast with the new snow amid which she was
standing. She seemed to be suffering very much from the cold, for she was
hugging a little brazier of some kind with a stick or two of charcoal burning
none too brightly in it. The old man had not the strength to push back the
door, and the girl was dragging at it as well. Taking pity on them one of
Genji’s servants went to their assistance and quickly opened it. Genji
remembered the poem in which Po Chü-i describes the sufferings of
villagers in wintry weather and he murmured the lines ‘The little children
run naked in the cold; the aged shiver for lack of winter clothes.’ All at
once he remembered the chilly appearance which that unhappy bloom had
given to the princess’s face and he could not help smiling. If ever he were
able to show her to Tō no Chūjō, what strange comparison, he wondered,

would Chūjō use concerning it? He remembered how Chūjō had followed
him on the first occasion. Had he continued to do so? Perhaps even at this
minute he was under observation. The thought irritated him.
Had her defects been less striking he could not possibly have continued
these distressing visits. But since he had actually seen her in all her tragic
uncouthness pity gained the upper hand, and henceforward he kept in
constant touch with her and showed her every kindness. In the hope that she
would abandon her sables he sent her presents of silk, satin and quilted
stuffs. He also sent thick cloth such as old people wear, that the old man at
the gate might be more comfortably dressed. Indeed he sent presents to
everyone on the estate from the highest to the lowest. She did not seem to
have any objection to receiving these donations, which under the
circumstances was very convenient as it enabled him for the most part to
limit their very singular friendship to good offices of this kind.
Utsusemi too, he remembered, had seemed to him far from handsome
when he had peeped at her on the evening of her sudden flight. But she at
least knew how to behave and that saved her plainness from being
obtrusive. It was hard to believe that the princess belonged to a class so far
above that of Utsusemi. It only showed how little these things have to do
with birth or station. For in idle moments he still regretted the loss of
Utsusemi and it rankled in him yet that he had in the end allowed her
unyielding persistency to win the day.
And so the year drew to its close. One day when he was at his
apartments in the Emperor’s Palace, Myōbu came to see him. He liked to
have her to do his hair and do small commissions for him. He was not in the
least in love with her; but they got on very well together and he found her
conversation so amusing that even when she had no duty to perform at the
Palace he encouraged her to come and see him whenever she had any news.
‘Something so absurd has happened’ she said, ‘that I can hardly bring
myself to tell you about it ...,’ and she paused smiling. ‘I can hardly think,’
answered Genji, ‘that there can be anything which you are frightened of
telling to me.’ ‘If it were connected with my own affairs,’ she said, ‘you
know quite well that I should tell you at once. But this is something quite
different. I really find it very hard to talk about.’ For a long while he could
get nothing out of her, and only after he had scolded her for making so
unnecessary a fuss she at last handed him a letter. It was from the princess.

‘But this,’ said Genji taking it, ‘is the last thing in the world that you could
have any reason to hide from me.’ She watched with interest while he read
it. It was written on thick paper drenched with a strong perfume; the
characters were bold and firm. With it was a poem: ‘Because of your hard
heart, your hard heart only, the sleeves of this my Chinese dress are
drenched with tears.’ The poem must, he thought, refer to something not
contained in the letter.
He was considering what this could be, when his eye fell on a clumsy,
old-fashioned clothes-box wrapped in a painted canvas cover. ‘Now’ said
Myōbu, ‘perhaps you understand why I was feeling rather uncomfortable.
You may not believe it, but the princess means you to wear this jacket on
New Year’s Day. I am afraid I cannot take it back to her; that would be too
unkind. But if you like I will keep it for you and no one else shall see it.
Only please, since it was to you that she sent, just have one look at it before
it goes away.’ ‘But I should hate it to go away,’ said Genji; ‘I think it was so
kind of her to send it.’ It was difficult to know what to say. Her poem was
indeed the most unpleasant jangle of syllables that he had ever encountered.
He now realized that the other poems must have been dictated to her,
perhaps by Jijū or one of the other ladies. And Jijū too it must surely be
who held the princess’s brush and acted as writing-master. When he
considered what her utmost poetic endeavour would be likely to produce he
realized that these absurd verses were probably her masterpiece and should
be prized accordingly. He began to examine the parcel; Myōbu blushed
while she watched him. It was a plain, old-fashioned, buff-coloured jacket
of finely woven material, but apparently not particularly well cut or
stitched. It was indeed a strange present, and spreading out her letter he
wrote something carelessly in the margin. When Myōbu looked over his
shoulder she saw that he had written the verse: ‘How comes it that with my
sleeve I brushed this saffron-flower11 that has no loveliness either of shape
or hue?’
What, wondered Myōbu, could be the meaning of this outburst against
a flower? At last turning over in her mind the various occasions when Genji
had visited the princess she remembered something12 which she had herself
noticed one moonlit night, and though she felt the joke was rather unkind,
she could not help being amused. With practised ease she threw out a verse
in which she warned him that in the eyes of a censorious world even this

half-whimsical courtship might fatally damage his good name. Her
impromptu poem was certainly faulty; but Genji reflected that if the poor
princess had even Myōbu’s very ordinary degree of alertness it would make
things much easier; and it was quite true that to tamper with a lady of such
high rank was not very safe.
At this point visitors began to arrive. ‘Please put this somewhere out of
sight,’ said Genji pointing to the jacket; ‘could one have believed that it was
possible to be presented with such an object?’ and he groaned. ‘Oh why
ever did I show it to him?’ thought Myōbu. ‘The only result is that now he
will be angry with me as well as with the princess,’ and in very low spirits
she slipped out of his apartments.
Next day she was in attendance upon the Emperor and while she was
waiting with other gentlewomen in the ladies’ common-room Genji came
up saying: ‘Here you are. The answer to yesterday’s letter. I am afraid it is
rather far-fetched,’ and he flung a note to her. The curiosity of the other
gentlewomen was violently aroused. Genji left the room humming ‘The
Lady of Mikasa Hill,’13 which naturally amused Myōbu very much. The
other ladies wanted to know why the prince was laughing to himself. Was
there some joke...? ‘Oh, no,’ said Myōbu; ‘I think it was only that he had
noticed someone whose nose was a little red with the morning cold. The
song he hummed was surely very appropriate.’ ‘I think it was very silly,’
said one of the ladies. ‘There is no one here to-day with a red nose. He must
be thinking of Lady Sakon or Higo no Uneme.’ They were completely
mystified. When Myōbu presented Genji’s reply, the ladies of the Hitachi
Palace gathered round her to admire it. It was written negligently on plain
white paper but was none the less very elegant. ‘Does your gift of a garment
mean that you wish a greater distance than ever to be kept between us?’14
On the evening of the last day of the year he sent back the box which
had contained his jacket, putting into it a court dress which had formerly
been presented to him, a dress of woven stuff dyed grape-colour and
various stuffs of yellow-rose colour and the like. The box was brought by
Myōbu. The princess’s ancient gentlewomen realized that Genji did not
approve of their mistress’s taste in colours and wished to give her a lesson.
‘Yes,’ they said grudgingly, ‘that’s a fine deep red while its new, but just
think how it will fade. And in Madam’s poem too, I am sure, there was
much more good sense. In his answer he only tries to be smart.’ The

princess shared their good opinion of her poem. It had cost her a great deal
of effort and before she sent it she had been careful to copy it into her notebook.
Then came the New Year’s Day celebrations; and this year there was
also to be the New Year’s mumming, a band of young noblemen going
round dancing and singing in various parts of the Palace. After the festival
of the White Horse on the seventh day Genji left the Emperor’s presence at
nightfall and went to his own apartments in the Palace as though intending
to stay the night there. But later he adjourned to the Hitachi Palace which
had on this occasion a less forbidding appearance than usual. Even the
princess was rather more ordinary and amenable. He was hoping that like
the season she too had begun anew, when he saw that sunlight was coming
into the room. After hesitating for a while, he got up and went out into the
front room. The double doors at the end of the eastern wing were wide
open, and the roof of the verandah having fallen in, the sunshine poured
straight into the house. A little snow was still falling and its brightness
made the morning light yet more exquisitely brilliant and sparkling. She
watched a servant helping him into his cloak. She was lying half out of the
bed, her head hanging a little downwards and her hair falling in great waves
to the floor. Pleased with the sight he began to wonder whether she would
not one day outgrow her plainness. He began to close the door of the
women’s apartments, but suddenly feeling that he owed her amends for the
harsh opinion of her appearance which he had formed before, he did not
quite shut the door, but bringing a low stool towards it sat there putting his
disordered head-dress to rights. One of the maids brought him an incredibly
battered mirror-stand, Chinese combs, a box of toilet articles and other
things. It amused him to discover that in this household of women a little
male gear still survived, even in so decrepit a state.
He noticed that the princess, who was now up and dressed, was looking
quite fashionable. She was in fact wearing the clothes which he had sent her
before the New Year, but he did not at first recognize them. He began
however to have a vague idea that her mantle, with its rather conspicuous
pattern, was very like one of the things he had given her. ‘I do hope,’ he
said presently, ‘that this year you will be a little more conversational. I
await the day when you will unbend a little towards me more eagerly than
the poet longs for the first nightingale. If only like the year that has changed

you too would begin anew!’ Her face brightened. She had thought of a
remark and trembling from head to foot with a tremendous effort she
brought out the quotation ‘When plovers chirp and all things grow anew.’
‘Splendid,’ said Genji, ‘This is a sign that the new year has indeed begun’
and smiling encouragingly at her he left the house, she following him with
her eyes from the couch on which she lay. Her face as usual was half
covered by her arm; but the unfortunate flower still bloomed conspicuously.
‘Poor thing, she really is very ugly,’ thought Genji in despair.
When he returned to the Nijō-in he found Murasaki waiting for him.
She was growing up as handsome a girl as one could wish, and promised
well for the future. She was wearing a plain close-fitting dress of cherry
colour; above all, the unstudied grace and ease of her movements charmed
and delighted him as he watched her come to meet him. In accordance with
the wishes of her old-fashioned grandmother her teeth were not blackened,
but her eyebrows were delicately touched with stain. ‘Why, when I might
be playing with a beautiful child, do I spend my time with an ugly woman?
‘Genji kept on asking himself in bewilderment while they sat together
playing with her dolls. Next she began to draw pictures and colour them.
After she had painted all sorts of queer and amusing things, ‘Now I am
going to do a picture for you,’ said Genji and drawing a lady with very long
hair he put a dab of red on her nose. Even in a picture, he thought pausing
to look at the effect, it gave one a most uncomfortable feeling. He went and
looked at himself in the mirror and as though dissatisfied with his own fresh
complexion he suddenly put on his own nose a dab of red such as he had
given to the lady in the picture. He looked at himself in the mirror. His
handsome face had in an instant become ridiculous and repulsive. At first
the child laughed. ‘Should you go on liking me if I were always as ugly as
this?’ he asked. Suddenly she began to be afraid that the paint would not
come off. ‘Oh why did you do it?’ she cried. ‘How horrible!’ He pretended
to rub it without effect. ‘No,’ he said ruefully, ‘it will not come off. What a
sad end to our game! I wonder what the Emperor will say when I go back to
the Palace?’ He said it so seriously that she became very unhappy, and
longing to cure him dipped a piece of thick soft paper in the water-jug
which stood by his writing-things, and began scrubbing at his nose. ‘Take
care,’ he cried laughing, ‘that you do not serve me as Heichū15 was treated
by his lady. I would rather have a red nose than a black one.’ So they passed
their time, making the prettiest couple.

In the gentle spring sunshine the trees were already shimmering with a
haze of new-grown buds. Among them it was the plum-trees that gave the
surest promise, for already their blossoms were uncurling, like lips parted in
a faint smile. Earliest of them all was a red plum that grew beside the
covered steps. It was in full colour. ‘Though fair the tree on which it
blooms, this red flower fills me with a strange misgiving,’16 sang Genji
with a deep sigh.
We shall see in the next chapter what happened in the end to all these
people.

1

The events of this chapter are synchronous with those of the last.

2

Wine, zithern and song—in allusion to a poem by Po Chü-i.

3

Evidently a quotation.

4

Chūjō’s child by Yūgao.

5

Used to scent clothes with.

6

The bell which the Zen-master strikes when it is time for his pupils to fall into
silent meditation.
7

To Lady Rokujō.

8

Pi-sē. See Hetherington, Early Ceramic Wares of China, pp. 71–73.

9

Manyōshū, 893.

10

The Bodhisattva Samantabhadra rides on a white elephant with a red trunk.

11

Suyetsumuhana, by which name, the princess is subsequently alluded to in
the story.
12

I.e. the redness of the princess’s nose.

13

A popular song about a lady who suffered from the same defect as the
princess.
14

Genji’s poem is an allusion to a well-known uta which runs: ‘Must we who
once would not allow even the thickness of a garment to part us be now far
from each other for whole nights on end?’
15

He used to splash his cheeks with water from a little bottle in order that she
might think he was weeping at her unkindness. She exposed this device by
mixing ink with the water.
16

The reference of course is to the princess. ‘Though fair the tree’ refers to her
high birth.

CHAPTER VII
THE FESTIVAL OF RED LEAVES
THE imperial visit to the Red Sparrow Court was to take place on the tenth
day of the Godless Month. It was to be a more magnificent sight this year
than it had ever been before and the ladies of the Palace were very
disappointed that they could not be present.1 The Emperor too could not
bear that Fujitsubo should miss the spectacle, and he decided to hold a
grand rehearsal in the Palace. Prince Genji danced the ‘Waves of the Blue
Sea.’ Tō no Chūjō was his partner; but though both in skill and beauty he
far surpassed the common run of performers, yet beside Genji he seemed
like a mountain fir growing beside a cherry-tree in bloom. There was a
wonderful moment when the rays of the setting sun fell upon him and the
music grew suddenly louder. Never had the onlookers seen feet tread so
delicately nor head so exquisitely poised; and in the song which follows the
first movement of the dance his voice was sweet as that of Kalavinka2
whose music is Buddha’s Law. So moving and beautiful was this dance that
at the end of it the Emperor’s eyes were wet, and all the princes and great
gentlemen wept aloud. When the song was over and, straightening his long
dancer’s sleeves, he stood waiting for the music to begin again and at last
the more lively tune of the second movement struck up,—then indeed, with
his flushed and eager face, he merited more than ever his name of Genji the
Shining One. The Princess Kōkiden3 did not at all like to see her step-son’s
beauty arousing so much enthusiasm and she said sarcastically ‘He is
altogether too beautiful. Presently we shall have a god coming down from
the sky to fetch him away.’4 Her young waiting-ladies noticed the spiteful
tone in which the remark was made and felt somewhat embarrassed. As for
Fujitsubo, she kept on telling herself that were it not for the guilty secret
which was shared between them the dance she was now witnessing would
be filling her with wonder and delight. As it was, she sat as though in a
dream, hardly knowing what went on around her.

Now she was back in her own room. The Emperor was with her. ‘At today’s rehearsal’ he said, ‘The “Waves of the Blue Sea” went perfectly.’
Then, noticing that she made no response, ‘What did you think of it?’ ‘Yes,
it was very good,’ she managed to say at last. ‘The partner did not seem to
me bad either,’ he went on; ‘there is always something about the way a
gentleman moves and uses his hands which distinguishes his dancing from
that of professionals. Some of our crack dancing-masters have certainly
made very clever performers of their own children; but they never have the
same freshness, the same charm as the young people of our class. They
expended so much effort on the rehearsal that I am afraid the festival itself
may seem a very poor affair. No doubt they took all this trouble because
they knew that you were here at the rehearsal and would not see the real
performance.’
Next morning she received a letter from Genji: ‘What of the rehearsal?
How little the people who watched me knew of the turmoil that all the
while was seething in my brain!’ And to this he added the poem: ‘When
sick with love I yet sprang to my feet and capered with the rest, knew you
what meant the fevered waving of my long dancing-sleeve?’ Next he
enjoined secrecy and prudence upon her, and so his letter ended. Her
answer showed that despite her agitation she had not been wholly insensible
to what had fascinated all other eyes: ‘Though from far off a man of China
waved his long dancing-sleeves, yet did his every motion fill my heart with
wonder and delight.’
To receive such a letter from her was indeed a surprise. It charmed him
that her knowledge should extend even to the Court customs of a land
beyond the sea. Already there was a regal note in her words. Yes, that was
the end to which she was destined. Smiling to himself with pleasure he
spread the letter out before him, grasping it tightly in both hands as a priest
holds the holy book, and gazed at it for a long while.
On the day of the festival the royal princes and all the great gentlemen
of the Court were in attendance. Even the Heir Apparent went with the
procession. After the music-boats had rowed round the lake dance upon
dance was performed, both Korean and of the land beyond the sea. The
whole valley resounded with the noise of music and drums. The Emperor
insisted upon treating Genji’s performance at the rehearsal as a kind of
miracle or religious portent, and ordered special services to be read in every

temple. Most people thought this step quite reasonable; but Princess
Kōkiden said crossly that she saw no necessity for it. The Ring5 was by the
Emperor’s order composed indifferently of commoners and noblemen
chosen out of the whole realm for their skill and grace. The two Masters of
Ceremony, Sayemon no Kami and Uyemon no Kami, were in charge of the
left and right wings of the orchestra. Dancing-masters and others were
entrusted with the task of seeking out performers of unusual merit and
training them for the festival in their own houses. When at last under the red
leafage of tall autumn trees forty men stood circle-wise with their flutes and
to the music that they made a strong wind from the hills sweeping the pinewoods added its fierce harmonies, while from amid a wreckage of whirling
and scattered leaves the Dance of the Blue Waves suddenly broke out in all
its glittering splendour,—a rapture seized the onlookers that was akin to
fear.
The maple-wreath that Genji wore had suffered in the wind and
thinking that the few red leaves which clung to it had a desolate air the
Minister of the Left6 plucked a bunch of chrysanthemums from among
those that grew before the Emperor’s seat and twined them in the dancer’s
wreath.
At sunset the sky clouded over and it looked like rain. But even the
weather seemed conscious that such sights as this would not for a long
while be seen again, and till all was over not a drop fell. His Exit Dance,
crowned as he was with this unspeakably beautiful wreath of many
coloured flowers, was even more astonishing than that wonderful moment
on the day of the rehearsal and seemed to the thrilled onlookers like the
vision of another world. Humble and ignorant folk sitting afar on tree-roots
or beneath some rock, or half-buried in deep banks of fallen leaves—few
were so hardened that they did not shed a tear. Next came the ‘Autumn
Wind’ danced by Lady Jōkyōden’s son7 who was still a mere child. The
remaining performances attracted little attention, for the audience had had
its fill of wonders and felt that whatever followed could but spoil the
recollection of what had gone before.
That night Genji was promoted to the First Class of the Third Rank and
Tō no Chūjō was promoted to intermediate standing between the First and
Second Classes of the Fourth Rank. The gentlemen of the court were all

promoted one rank. But though they celebrated their good fortune with the
usual rejoicings they were well aware that they had only been dragged in
Genji’s wake and wondered how it was that their destinies had come to be
linked in this curious way with those of the prince who had brought them
this unexpected piece of good fortune.
Fujitsubo now retired to her own house and Genji, waiting about for a
chance of visiting her, was seldom at the Great Hall and was consequently
in very ill odour there. It was soon after this that he brought the child
Murasaki to live with him. Aoi heard a rumour of this, but it reached her
merely in the form that someone was living with him at his palace and she
did not know that it was a child. Under these circumstances it was quite
natural that she should feel much aggrieved. But if only she had flown into
an honest passion and abused him for it as most people would have done, he
would have told her everything and put matters right. As it was, she only
redoubled her icy aloofness and thus led him to seek those very distractions
of which it was intended as a rebuke. Not only was her beauty so flawless
that it could not fail to win his admiration, but also the mere fact that he had
known her since so long ago, before all the rest, made him feel towards her
a tenderness of which she seemed quite unaware. He was convinced
however that her nature was not at bottom narrow and vindictive, and this
gave him some hope that she would one day relent.
Meanwhile as he got to know little Murasaki better he became the more
content both with her appearance and her character. She at least gave him
her whole heart. For the present he did not intend to reveal her identity even
to the servants in his own palace. She continued to use the somewhat
outlying western wing which had now been put into excellent order, and
here Genji constantly came to see her. He gave her all kinds of lessons,
writing exercises for her to copy and treating her in every way as though
she were a little daughter who had been brought up by foster-parents, but
had now come to live with him. He chose her servants with great care and
gave orders that they should do everything in their power to make her
comfortable; but no one except Koremitsu knew who the child was or how
she came to be living there. Nor had her father discovered what had become
of her.
The little girl still sometimes thought of the past and then she would
feel for a while very lonely without her grandmother. When Genji was there

she forgot her sorrow; but in the evening he was very seldom at home. She
was sorry that he was so busy and when he hurried every evening to some
strange place or other she missed him terribly; but she was never angry with
him. Sometimes for two or three days on end he would be at the Palace or
the Great Hall and when he returned he would find her very tearful and
depressed. Then he felt just as though he were neglecting some child of his
own, whose mother had died and left it in his keeping, and for a while he
grew uneasy about his night excursions.
The priest was puzzled when he heard that Genji had taken Murasaki to
live with him, but saw no harm in it and was delighted that she should be so
well cared for. He was gratified too when Genji begged that the services in
the dead nun’s memory should be celebrated with special pomp and
magnificence.
When he went to Fujitsubo’s palace, anxious to see for himself whether
she was keeping her health, he was met by a posse of waiting-women
(Myōbus, Chūnagons, Nakatsukasas and the like) and Fujitsubo herself
showed, to his great disappointment, no sign of appearing. They gave a
good account of her, which somewhat allayed his anxiety, and had passed
on to general gossip when it was announced that Prince Hyōbukyō8 had
arrived. Genji at once went out to speak to him. This time Genji thought
him extremely handsome and there was a softness, a caressing quality in his
manner (Genji was watching him more closely than he knew) which was
feminine enough to make his connection with Fujitsubo and Murasaki at
once uppermost in the mind of his observer. It was, then, as the brother of
the one and the father of the other that the new-comer at once created a
feeling of intimacy, and they had a long conversation. Hyōbukyō could not
fail to notice that Genji was suddenly treating him with an affection which
he had never displayed before. He was naturally very much gratified, not
realizing that Genji had now, in a sense, become his son-in-law. It was
getting late and Hyōbukyō was about to join his sister in another room. It
was with bitterness that Genji remembered how long ago the Emperor had
brought her to play with him. In those days he ran in and out of her room
just as he chose; now he could not address her save in precarious messages.
She was as inaccessible, as remote as one person conceivably could be from
another, and finding the situation intolerable, he said politely to Prince
Hyōbukyō: ‘I wish I saw you more often; unless there is some special

reason for seeing people, I am lazy about it. But if you ever felt inclined to
send for me, I should be delighted ...’ and he hurried away.
Ōmyōbu, the gentlewoman who had contrived Genji’s meeting with
Fujitsubo, seeing her mistress relapse into a steady gloom and vexed at her
belated caution was all the time doing her best to bring the lovers together
again; but days and months went by and still all her efforts were in vain;
while they, poor souls, strove desperately to put away from them this love
that was a perpetual disaster.
At Genji’s palace Shōnagon, the little girl’s nurse, finding herself in a
world of unimagined luxuries and amenities, could only attribute this good
fortune to the success of the late nun’s prayers. The Lord Buddha to whose
protection the dying lady had so fervently recommended her grand-daughter
had indeed made handsome provision for her. There were of course certain
disadvantages. The haughtiness of Aoi was not only in itself to be feared,
but it seemed to have the consequence of driving Prince Genji to seek
distractions right and left, which would be very unpleasant for the little
princess so soon as she was old enough to realize it. Yet so strong a
preference did he show for the child’s company that Shōnagon did not
altogether lose heart.
It being then three months since her grandmother died Murasaki came
out of mourning at the end of the Godless Month. But it was thought proper
since she was to be brought up as an orphan that she should still avoid
patterned stuffs, and she wore a little tunic of plain red, brown or yellow, in
which she nevertheless looked very smart and gay.
He came to have a look at her before going off to the New Year’s Day
reception at Court. ‘From to-day onwards you are a grown-up lady,’ he said,
and as he stood smiling at her he looked so charming and friendly that she
could not bear him to go, and hoping that he would stay and play with her a
little while longer she got out her toys. There was a doll’s kitchen only three
feet high but fitted out with all the proper utensils, and a whole collection of
little houses which Genji had made for her. Now she had got them all
spread out over the floor so that it was difficult to move without treading on
them. ‘Little Inu broke them yesterday,’ she explained ‘when he was
pretending to drive out the Old Year’s demons, and I am mending them.’
She was evidently in great trouble. ‘What a tiresome child he is,’ said

Genji. ‘I will get them mended for you. Come, you must not cry on New
Year’s Day,’ and he went out. Many of the servants had collected at the end
of the corridor to see him starting out for the Court in all his splendour.
Murasaki too went out and watched him. When she came back she put a
grand dress on one of her dolls and did a performance with it which she
called ‘Prince Genji visiting the Emperor.’ ‘This year,’ said Shōnagon,
looking on with disapproval, ‘you must really try not to be such a baby. It is
time little girls stopped playing with dolls when they are ten years old, and
now that you have got a kind gentleman wanting to be your husband you
ought to try and show him that you can behave like a nice little grown-up
lady or he will get tired of waiting.’ She said this because she thought that it
must be painful for Genji to see the child still so intent upon her games and
be thus reminded that she was a mere baby. Her admonishment had the
effect of making Murasaki for the first time aware that Genji was to be her
husband. She knew all about husbands. Many of the maid-servants had
them, but such ugly ones! She was very glad that hers was so much younger
and handsomer. Nevertheless the mere fact that she thought about the
matter at all showed that she was beginning to grow up a little. Her childish
ways and appearance were by no means so great a misfortune as Shōnagon
supposed, for they went a long way towards allaying the suspicions which
the child’s presence might otherwise have aroused in Genji’s somewhat
puzzled household.
When he returned from Court he went straight to the Great Hall. Aoi
was as perfect as ever, and just as unfriendly. This never failed to wound
Genji. ‘If only you had changed with the New Year, had become a little less
cold and forbidding, how happy I should be!’ he exclaimed. But she had
heard that someone was living with him and had at once made up her mind
that she herself had been utterly supplanted and put aside. Hence she was
more sullen than ever; but he pretended not to notice it and by his gaiety
and gentleness at last induced her to answer when he spoke. Was it her
being four years older than him that made her seem so unapproachable, so
exasperatingly well-regulated? But that was not fair. What fault could he
possibly find in her? She was perfect in every respect and he realized that if
she was sometimes out of humour this was solely the result of his own
irregularities. She was after all the daughter of a Minister, and of the
Minister who above all others enjoyed the greatest influence and esteem.
She was the only child of the Emperor’s sister and had been brought up

with a full sense of her own dignity and importance. The least slight, the
merest hint of disrespect came to her as a complete surprise. To Genji all
these pretensions naturally seemed somewhat exaggerated and his failure to
make allowances for them increased her hostility.
Aoi’s father was vexed by Genji’s seeming fickleness, but so soon as he
was with him he forgot all his grievances and was always extremely nice to
him. When Genji was leaving next day his father-in-law came to his room
and helped him to dress, bringing in his own hands a belt which was an
heirloom famous far and wide. He pulled straight the back of Genji’s robe
which had become a little crumpled, and indeed short of bringing him his
shoes performed in the friendliest way every possible small service. ‘This,’
said Genji handing back the belt, ‘is for Imperial banquets or other great
occasions of that kind.’ ‘I have others much more valuable,’ said the
Minister, ‘which I will give you for the Imperial banquets. This one is not
of much account save that the workmanship of it is rather unusual,’ and
despite Genji’s protests he insisted upon buckling it round him. The
performance of such services was his principal interest in life. What did it
matter if Genji was rather irregular in his visits? To have so agreeable a
young man going in and out of one’s house at all was the greatest pleasure
he could imagine.
Genji did not pay many New Year’s visits. First he went to the
Emperor, then the Heir Apparent and the Ex-Emperor, and after that to
Princess Fujitsubo’s house in the Third Ward. As they saw him enter the
servants of the house noticed how much he had grown and altered in the
last year. ‘Look how he has filled out,’ they said, ‘even since his last visit!’
Of the Princess herself he was only allowed a distant glimpse. It gave him
many forebodings. Her child had been expected in the twelfth month and
her condition was now causing some anxiety. That it would at any rate be
born some time during the first weeks of the New Year was confidently
assumed by her own people and had been stated at Court. But the first
month went by and still nothing happened. It began to be rumoured that she
was suffering from some kind of possession or delusion. She herself grew
very depressed; she felt certain that when the event at last happened she
would not survive it and she worried so much about herself that she became
seriously ill. The delay made Genji more certain than ever of his own
responsibility and he arranged secretly for prayers on her behalf to be said

in all the great temples. He had already become firmly convinced that
whatever might happen concerning the child Fujitsubo was herself utterly
doomed when he heard that about the tenth day of the second month she
had successfully given birth to a boy. The news brought great satisfaction
both to the Emperor and the whole court.
The Emperor’s fervent prayers for her life and for that of a child which
she knew was not his, distressed and embarrassed her; whereas, when the
maliciously gloomy prognostications of Kōkiden and the rest were brought
to her notice, she was at once filled with a perverse desire to disappoint
their hopes and make them look ridiculous in the eyes of those to whom
they had confided their forebodings. By a great effort of will she threw off
the despair which had been weighing down upon her and began little by
little to recover her usual vigour.
The Emperor was impatient to see Fujitsubo’s child and so too (though
he was forced to conceal his interest in the matter) was Genji himself.
Accordingly he went to her palace when there were not many people about
and sent in a note offering as the Emperor was in such a state of impatience
to see the child and etiquette forbade him to do so for several weeks, to look
at the child himself and report upon its appearance to the Emperor. She
replied that she would rather he saw it on a day when it was less peevish;
but in reality her refusal had nothing to do with the state of the child’s
temper; she could not bear the idea of his seeing it at all. Already it bore an
astonishing resemblance to him; of that she was convinced. Always there
lurked in her heart the torturing demon of fear. Soon others would see the
child and instantly know with absolute certainty the secret of her swift
transgression. What charity towards such a crime as this would a world
have that gossips if a single hair is awry? Such thoughts continually
tormented her and she again became weary of her life.
From time to time he saw Ōmyōbu, but though he still implored her to
arrange a meeting none of his many arguments availed him. He also
pestered her with so many questions about the child that she exclaimed at
last: ‘Why do you go on plaguing me like this? You will be seeing him for
yourself soon, when he is shown at Court.’ But though she spoke
impatiently she knew quite well what he was suffering and felt for him
deeply. The matter was not one which he could discuss except with
Fujitsubo herself, and it was impossible to see her. Would he indeed ever

again see her alone or communicate with her save through notes and
messengers? And half-weeping with despair he recited the verse: ‘What
guilty intercourse must ours have been in some life long ago, that now so
cruel a barrier should be set between us?’ Ōmyōbu seeing that it cost her
mistress a great struggle to do without him was at pains not to dismiss him
too unkindly and answered with the verse: ‘Should you see the child my
lady would be in torment; and because you have not seen it you are full of
lamentations. Truly have children been called a black darkness that leads
the parents’ heart astray!’ And coming closer she whispered to him ‘Poor
souls, it is a hard fate that has overtaken you both.’ Thus many times and
again he returned to his house desperate. Fujitsubo meanwhile, fearing lest
Genji’s continual visits should attract notice, began to suspect that Ōmyōbu
was secretly encouraging him and no longer felt the same affection for her.
She did not want this to be noticed and tried to treat her just as usual; but
her irritation was bound sometimes to betray itself and Ōmyōbu, feeling
that her mistress was estranged from her and at a loss to find any reason for
it, was very miserable.
It was not till its fourth month that the child was brought to the Palace.
It was large for its age and had already begun to take a great interest in what
went on around it. Its extraordinary resemblance to Genji was not remarked
upon by the Emperor who had an idea that handsome children were all very
much alike at that age. He became intensely devoted to the child and
lavished every kind of care and attention upon it. For Genji himself he had
always had so great a partiality that, had it not been for popular opposition,
he would certainly have installed him as Heir Apparent. That he had not
been able to do so constantly distressed him. To have produced so
magnificent a son and be obliged to watch him growing up a mere
nobleman had always been galling to him. Now in his old age a son had
been born to him who promised to be equally handsome and had not the
tiresome disadvantage of a plebeian mother, and upon this flawless pearl he
expended his whole affection. The mother saw little chance of this rapture
continuing and was all this while in a state of agonized apprehension.
One day, when as he had been wont to do before, Genji was making
music for her at the Emperor’s command, His Majesty took the child in his
arms saying to Genji: ‘I have had many children, but you were the only
other one that I ever behaved about in this fashion. It may be my fancy, but

it seems to me this child is exactly like what you were at the same age.
However, I suppose all babies are very much alike while they are as small
as this,’ and he looked at the fine child with admiration. A succession of
violent emotions—terror, shame, pride and love—passed through Genji’s
breast while these words were being spoken, and were reflected in his
rapidly changing colour. He was almost in tears. The child looked so
exquisitely beautiful as it lay crowing to itself and smiling that, hideous as
the situation was, Genji could not help feeling glad it was thought to be like
him. Fujitsubo meanwhile was in a state of embarrassment and agitation so
painful that a cold sweat broke out upon her while she sat by. For Genji this
jarring of opposite emotions was too much to be borne and he went home.
Here he lay tossing on his bed and, unable to distract himself, he
determined after a while to go to the Great Hall. As he passed by the
flower-beds in front of his house he noticed that a faint tinge of green was
already filming the bushes and under them the tokonatsu9 were already in
bloom. He plucked one and sent it to Ōmyōbu with a long letter and an
acrostic poem in which he said that he was touched by the likeness of this
flower to the child, but also hinted that he was perturbed by the child’s
likeness to himself. ‘In this flower,’ he continued despondently, ‘I had
hoped to see your beauty enshrined. But now I know that being mine yet
not mine it can bring me no comfort to look upon it.’ After waiting a little
while till a favourable moment should arise Ōmyōbu showed her mistress
the letter, saying with a sigh ‘I fear that your answer will be but dust to the
petals of this thirsting flower.’ But Fujitsubo, in whose heart also the new
spring was awakening a host of tender thoughts, wrote in answer the poem:
‘Though it alone be the cause that these poor sleeves are wet with dew, yet
goes my heart still with it, this child-flower of Yamato Land.’ This was all
and it was roughly scribbled in a faint hand, but it was a comfort to
Ōmyōbu to have even such a message as this to bring back. Genji knew
quite well that it could lead to nothing. How many times had she sent him
such messages before! Yet as he lay dejectedly gazing at the note, the mere
sight of her handwriting soon stirred in him a frenzy of unreasoning
excitement and delight. For a while he lay restlessly tossing on his bed. At
last unable to remain any longer inactive he sprang up and went, as he had
so often done before, to the western wing to seek distraction from the
agitated thoughts which pursued him. He came towards the women’s
apartments with his hair loose upon his shoulders, wearing a queer

dressing-gown and, in order to amuse Murasaki, playing a tune on his flute
as he walked. He peeped in at the door. She looked as she lay there for all
the world like the fresh dewy flower that he had so recently plucked. She
was growing a little bit spoilt and having heard some while ago that he had
returned from Court she was rather cross with him for not coming to see her
at once. She did not run to meet him as she usually did, but lay with her
head turned away. He called to her from the far side of the room to get up
and come to him, but she did not stir. Suddenly he heard that she was
murmuring to herself the lines ‘Like a sea-flower that the waters have
covered when a great tide mounts the shore.’ They were from an old
poem10 that he had taught her, in which a lady complains that she is
neglected by her lover. She looked bewitching as she lay with her face halfsullenly, half-coquettishly buried in her sleeve. ‘How naughty,’ he cried.
‘Really you are becoming too witty. But if you saw me more often perhaps
you would grow tired of me.’ Then he sent for his zithern and asked her to
play to him. But it was a big Chinese instrument11 with thirteen strings; the
five slender strings in the middle embarrassed her and she could not get the
full sound out of them. Taking it from her he shifted the bridge, and tuning
it to a lower pitch played a few chords upon it and bade her try again. Her
sullen mood was over. She began to play very prettily; sometimes, when
there was a gap too long for one small hand to stretch, helping herself out
so adroitly with the other hand that Genji was completely captivated and
taking up his flute taught her a number of new tunes. She was very quick
and grasped the most complicated rhythms at a single hearing. She had
indeed in music as in all else just those talents with which it most delighted
him that she should be endowed. When he played the Hosoroguseri (which
in spite of its absurd name is an excellent tune) she accompanied him
though with a childish touch, yet in perfect time.
The great lamp was brought in and they began looking at pictures
together. But Genji was going out that night. Already his attendants were
assembled in the courtyard outside. One of them was saying that a storm
was coming on. He ought not to wait any longer. Again Murasaki was
unhappy. She was not looking at the pictures, but sat with her head on her
hands staring despondently at the floor. Stroking the lovely hair that had
fallen forward across her lap Genji asked her if she missed him when he
was away. She nodded. ‘I am just the same,’ he said. ‘If I miss seeing you

for a single day I am terribly unhappy. But you are only a little girl and I
know that whatever I do you will not think harsh thoughts about me; while
the lady that I go to see is very jealous and angry so that it would break her
heart if I were to stay with you too long. But I do not at all like being there
and that is why I just go for a little while like this. When you are grown up
of course I shall never go away at all. I only go now because if I did not she
would be so terribly angry with me that I might very likely die12 and then
there would be no one to love you and take care of you at all.’ He had told
her all he could, but still she was offended and would not answer a word. At
last he took her on his knee and here to his great embarrassment she fell
asleep. ‘It is too late to go out now,’ he said after a while, turning to the
gentlewomen who were in attendance. They rose and went to fetch his
supper. He roused the child. ‘Look,’ he said, ‘I did not go out after all.’ She
was happy once more and they went to supper together. She liked the queer,
irregular meal, but when it was over she began again to watch him uneasily.
‘If you are really not going out,’ she said, ‘why do you not go to sleep at
once?’ Leaving her at such a moment to go back to his room he felt all the
reluctance of one who is setting out upon a long and perilous journey.
It constantly happened that at the last minute he thus decided to stay
with her. It was natural that some report of his new pre-occupation should
leak out into the world and be passed on to the Great Hall. ‘Who can it be?’
said one of Aoi’s ladies. ‘It is really the most inexplicable business. How
can he have suddenly become entirely wrapped up in someone whom we
had never heard the existence of before? It cannot in any case be a person of
much breeding or self-respect. It is probably some girl employed at the
Palace whom he has taken to live with him in order that the affair may be
hushed up. No doubt he is circulating the story that she is a child merely in
order to put us off the scent.’ And this opinion was shared by the rest.
The Emperor too had heard that there was someone living with Genji
and thought it a great pity. ‘You are treating the Minister very badly,’ he
said. ‘He has shown the greatest possible devotion to you ever since you
were a mere baby and now that you are old enough to know better you
behave like this towards him and his family! It is really most ungrateful.’
Genji listened respectfully, but made no reply. The Emperor began to
fear that his marriage with Aoi had proved a very unhappy one and was
sorry that he had arranged it. ‘I do not understand you,’ he said. ‘You seem

to have no taste for gallantry and do not, so far as I can see, take the
slightest interest in any of the ladies-in-waiting whom one might expect you
to find attractive, nor do you bother yourself about the various beauties who
in one part of the town or another are now in request; but instead you must
needs pick up some creature from no one knows where and wound the
feelings of others by keeping her as your mistress!’
Though he was now getting on in years the Emperor had himself by no
means ceased to be interested in such matters. He had always seen to it that
his ladies-in-waiting and palace-servants should be remarkable both for
their looks and their intelligence, and it was a time when the Court was full
of interesting women. There were few among them whom Genji could not
by the slightest word or gesture have made his own. But, perhaps because
he saw too much of them, he did not find them in the least attractive.
Suspecting this, they would occasionally experiment upon him with some
frivolous remark. He answered so staidly that they saw a flirtation would be
impossible and some of them came to the conclusion that he was rather a
dull, prudish young man.
There was an elderly lady-of-the-bedchamber who, though she was an
excellent creature in every other way and was very much liked and
respected, was an outrageous flirt. It astonished Genji that despite her
advancing years she showed no sign of reforming her reckless and fantastic
behaviour. Curious to see how she would take it he one day came up and
began joking with her. She appeared to be quite unconscious of the disparity
between their ages and at once counted him as an admirer. Slightly alarmed,
he nevertheless found her company rather agreeable and often talked with
her. But, chiefly because he was frightened of being laughed at if anyone
found out, he refused to become her lover, and this she very much resented.
One day she was dressing the Emperor’s hair. When this was over his
Majesty sent for his valets and went with them into another room. Genji and
the elderly lady were left alone together. She was fuller than ever of
languishing airs and poses, and her costume was to the last degree stylish
and elaborate. ‘Poor creature,’ he thought, ‘How little difference it all
makes!’ and he was passing her on his way out of the room when suddenly
the temptation to give a tug at her dress became irresistible. She glanced
swiftly round, eyeing him above the rim of a marvellously painted summerfan. The eyelids beneath which she ogled at him were blackened and

sunken; wisps of hair projected untidily around her forehead. There was
something singularly inappropriate about this gawdy, coquettish fan.
Handing her his own instead, he took it from her and examined it. On paper
coated with a red so thick and lustrous that you could see yourself reflected
in it a forest of tall trees was painted in gold. At the side of this design, in a
hand which though out-of-date was not lacking in distinction was written
the poem about the Forest of Oaraki.13 He made no doubt that the owner of
the fan had written it in allusion to her own advancing years and was
expecting him to make a gallant reply. Turning over in his mind how best to
divert the extravagant ardour of this strange creature he could, to his own
amusement, think only of another poem14 about the same forest; but to this
it would have been ill-bred to allude. He was feeling very uncomfortable
lest someone should come in and see them together. She however was quite
at her ease and seeing that he remained silent she recited with many arch
looks the poem: ‘Come to me in the forest and I will cut pasture for your
horse, though it be but of the under leaf whose season is past.’ ‘Should I
seek your woodland,’ he answered, ‘my fair name would be gone, for down
its glades at all times the pattering of hoofs is heard,’ and he tried to get
away; but she held him back saying: ‘How odious you are! That is not what
I mean at all. No one has ever insulted me like this before,’ and she burst
into tears. ‘Let us talk about it some other time,’ said Genji; ‘I did not mean
...’ and freeing himself from her grasp he rushed out of the room, leaving
her in great dudgeon. She felt indeed after his repulse prodigiously old and
tottering. All this was seen by His Majesty who, his toilet long ago
completed, had watched the ill-assorted pair with great amusement from
behind his Imperial screen. ‘I am always being told,’ he said, ‘that the boy
takes no interest in the members of my household. But I cannot say that he
seems to me unduly shy,’ and he laughed. For a moment she was slightly
embarrassed; but she felt that any relationship with Genji, even if it
consisted of being rebuffed by him in public, was distinctly a feather in her
cap, and she made no attempt to defend herself against the Emperor’s
raillery. The story soon went the round of the Court. It astonished no one
more than Tō no Chūjō who, though he knew that Genji was given to odd
experiments, could not believe that his friend was really launched upon the
fantastic courtship which rumour was attributing to him. There seemed no
better way of discovering whether it was conceivably possible to regard the
lady in such a light than to make love to her himself.

The attentions of so distinguished a suitor went a long way towards
consoling her for her late discomfiture. Her new intrigue was of course
carried on with absolute secrecy and Genji knew nothing about it. When he
next met her she seemed to be very cross with him, and feeling sorry for her
because she was so old he made up his mind that he must try to console her.
But for a long while he was completely occupied by tiresome business of
one kind and another. At last one very dismal rainy evening when he was
strolling in the neighbourhood of the Ummeiden15 he heard this lady
playing most agreeably on her lute. She was so good a performer that she
was often called upon to play with the professional male musicians in the
Imperial orchestra. It happened that at this moment she was somewhat
downcast and discontented, and in such a mood she played with even
greater feeling and verve. She was singing the ‘Melon-grower’s Song’16;
admirably, he thought, despite its inappropriateness to her age. So must the
voice of the mysterious lady at O-chou have sounded in Po Chü-i’s ears
when he heard her singing on her boat at night17; and he stood listening. At
the end of the song the player sighed heavily as though quite worn out by
the passionate vehemence of her serenade. Genji approached softly
humming the ‘Azumaya’: ‘Here in the portico of the eastern house rain
splashes on me while I wait. Come, my beloved, open the door and let me
in.’ Immediately, indeed with an unseemly haste, she answered as does the
lady in the song ‘Open the door and come in,’18 adding the verse: ‘In the
wide shelter of that portico no man yet was ever splashed with rain,’ and
again she sighed so portentously that although he did not at all suppose that
he alone was the cause of this demonstration he felt it in any case to be
somewhat exaggerated and answered with the poem: ‘Your sighs show
clearly that, despite the song, you are another’s bride, and I for my part
have no mind to haunt the loggias of your eastern house.’ He would gladly
have passed on, but he felt that this would be too unkind, and seeing that
someone else was coming towards her room he stepped inside and began
talking lightly of indifferent subjects, in a style which though it was in
reality somewhat forced she found very entertaining.
It was intolerable, thought Tō no Chūjō, that Genji should be praised as
a quiet and serious young man and should constantly rebuke him for his
frivolity, while all the time he was carrying on a multiplicity of interesting
intrigues which out of mere churlishness he kept entirely hidden from all

his friends. For a long while Chūjō had been waiting for an opportunity to
expose this sanctimonious imposture, and when he saw Genji enter the
gentlewoman’s apartment you may be sure he was delighted. To scare him a
little at such a moment would be an excellent way to punish him for his
unfriendliness. He slackened his pace and watched. The wind sighed in the
trees. It was getting very late. Surely Genji would soon begin to doze? And
indeed he did now look as though he had fallen asleep. Chūjō stole on tiptoe into the room; but Genji who was only half dreaming instantly heard
him, and not knowing that Chūjō had followed him got it into his head that
it was a certain Commissioner of Works who years ago had been supposed
to be an admirer of the lady. The idea of being discovered in such a
situation by this important old gentleman filled him with horror. Furious
with his companion for having exposed him to the chance of such a
predicament: ‘This is too bad,’ he whispered ‘I am going home. What
possessed you to let me in on a night when you knew that someone else was
coming?’ He had only time to snatch up his cloak and hide behind a long
folding screen before Chūjō entered the room and going straight up to the
screen began in a business-like manner to fold it up. Though she was no
longer young the lady did not lose her head in this alarming crisis. Being a
woman of fashion she had on more than one occasion found herself in an
equally agitating position, and now despite her astonishment, after
considering for a moment what had best be done with the intruder, she
seized him by the back of his coat and with a practised though trembling
hand pulled him away from the screen. Genji had still no idea that it was
Chūjō. He had half a mind to show himself, but quickly remembered that he
was oddly and inadequately clad, with his head-dress all awry. He felt that
if he ran for it he would cut much too strange a figure as he left the room,
and for a moment he hesitated. Wondering how much longer Genji would
take to recognize him Chūjō did not say a word but putting on the most
ferocious air imaginable drew his sword from the scabbard. Whereupon the
lady crying ‘Gentlemen! Gentlemen!’ flung herself between them in an
attitude of romantic supplication. They could hardly refrain from bursting
into laughter. It was only by day when very carefully painted and bedizened
that she still retained a certain superficial air of youth and charm. But now
this woman of fifty-seven or eight, disturbed by a sudden brawl in the midst
of her amours, created the most astonishing spectacle as she knelt at the feet
of two young men in their ’teens beseeching them not to die for her. Chūjō

however refrained from showing the slightest sign of amusement and
continued to look as alarming and ferocious as he could. But he was now in
full view and Genji realized in a moment that Chūjō had all the while
known who he was and had been amusing himself at his expense. Much
relieved at this discovery he grabbed at the scabbard from which Chūjō had
drawn the sword and held it fast lest his friend should attempt to escape and
then, despite his annoyance at having been followed, burst into an
uncontrollable fit of laughter. ‘Are you in your right mind?’ said Genji at
last. ‘This is really a very poor sort of joke. Do you mind letting me get into
my cloak?’ Whereupon Chūjō snatched the cloak from him and would not
give it back. ‘Very well then,’ said Genji; ‘if you are to have my cloak I
must have yours,’ and so saying he pulled open the clasp of Chūjō’s belt
and began tugging his cloak from his shoulders. Chūjō resisted and a long
tussle followed in which the cloak was torn to shreds. ‘Should you now get
it in exchange for yours, this tattered cloak will but reveal the secrets it is
meant to hide,’ recited Tō no Chūjō; to which Genji replied with an acrostic
poem in which he complained that Chūjō with whom he shared so many
secrets should have thought it necessary to spy upon him in this fashion.
But neither was really angry with the other and setting their disordered
costumes to rights they both took their departure. Genji discovered when he
was alone that it had indeed upset him very much to find his movements
had been watched, and he could not sleep. The lady felt utterly bewildered.
On the floor she found a belt and a buckle which she sent to Genji next day
with a complicated acrostic poem in which she compared these stranded
properties to the weeds which after their straining and tugging the waves
leave upon the shore. She added an allusion to the crystal river of her tears.
He was irritated by her persistency but distressed at the shock to which she
had been subjected by Chūjō’s foolish joke, and he answered with the
poem: ‘At the antics of the prancing wave you have good cause to be angry;
but blameless indeed is the shore on whose sands it lashed.’ The belt was
Chūjō’s; that was plain for it was darker in colour than his own cloak. And
as he examined his cloak he noticed that the lower half of one sleeve was
torn away. What a mess everything was in! He told himself with disgust
that he was becoming a rowdy, a vulgar night-brawler. Such people, he
knew, were always tearing their clothes and making themselves ridiculous.
It was time to reform.

The missing sleeve soon arrived from Chūjō’s apartments with the
message: ‘Had you not better have this sewn on before you wear your
cloak?’ How had he managed to get hold of it? Such tricks were very
tiresome and silly. But he supposed he must now give back the belt, and
wrapping it in paper of the same colour he sent it with a riddling poem in
which he said that he would not keep it lest he should make trouble between
Chūjō and the lady. ‘You have dragged her away from me as in the scuffle
you snatched from me this belt,’ said Chūjō in his answering poem, and
added ‘Have I not good reason to be angry with you?’
Later in the morning they met in the Presence Room. Genji wore a
solemn and abstracted air. Chūjō could not help recollecting the absurd
scene of their last meeting, but it was a day upon which there was a great
deal of public business to dispatch and he was soon absorbed in his duties.
But from time to time each would catch sight of the other’s serious face and
heavy official bearing, and then they could not help smiling. In an interval
Chūjō came up to Genji and asked him in a low voice whether he had
decided in future to be a little more communicative about his affairs. ‘No,
indeed,’ said Genji; ‘but I feel I owe you an apology for preventing you
from spending a happy hour with the lady whom you had come to visit.
Everything in life seems to go wrong.’ So they whispered and at the end
each solemnly promised the other not to speak of the matter to anybody.
But to the two of them it furnished a constant supply of jokes for a long
while to come, though Genji took the matter to heart more than he showed
and was determined never to get mixed up with such a tiresome creature
again. He heard however that the lady was still much ruffled, and fearing
that there might be no one at hand to comfort her he had not the heart quite
to discontinue his visits.
Chūjō, faithful to his promise, did not mention the affair to anyone, not
even to his sister, but kept it as a weapon of self-defence should Genji ever
preach high morality to him again.
Such marked preference did the Emperor show in his treatment of
Genji that even the other princes of the Blood Royal stood somewhat in awe
of him. But Tō no Chūjō was ready to dispute with him on any subject, and
was by no means inclined always to let him have his own way. He and Aoi
were the only children of the Emperor’s sister. Genji, it is true, was the
Emperor’s son; but though Chūjō’s father was only a Minister his influence

was far greater than that of his colleagues, and as the son of such a man by
his marriage with a royal princess he was used to being treated with the
greatest deference. It had never so much as occurred to him that he was in
any way Genji’s inferior; for he knew that as regards his person at least he
had no reason to be dissatisfied; and with most other qualities, whether of
character or intelligence, he believed himself to be very adequately
endowed. Thus a friendly rivalry grew up between the two of them and led
to many diverting incidents which it would take too long to describe.
In the seventh month two events of importance took place. An empress
was appointed19 and Genji was raised to the rank of Counsellor. The
Emperor was intending very soon to resign the Throne. He would have
liked to proclaim his new-born child as Heir Apparent in place of Kōkiden’s
son. This was difficult, for there was no political function which would
have supported such a choice. Fujitsubo’s relations were all members of the
Imperial family20 and Genji, to whom he might have looked for help owing
to his affiliation with the Minamoto clan, unfortunately showed no aptitude
for political intrigue. The best he could do was at any rate to strengthen
Fujitsubo’s position and hope that later on she would be able to exert her
influence. Kōkiden heard of his intentions, and small wonder if she was
distressed and astounded. The Emperor tried to quiet her by pointing out
that in a short time her son would succeed to the Throne and that she would
then hold the equally important rank of Empress Mother. But it was indeed
hard that the mother of the Heir Apparent should be passed over in favour
of a concubine aged little more than twenty. The public tended to take
Kōkiden’s side and there was a good deal of discontent. On the night when
the new Empress was installed Genji, as a Counsellor, was among those
who accompanied her to the Middle Palace. As daughter of a previous
Empress and mother of an exquisite prince she enjoyed a consideration at
Court beyond that which her new rank would have alone procured for her.
But if it was with admiring devotion that the other great lords of her train
attended her that day, it may be imagined with what fond yet agonized
thoughts Prince Genji followed the litter in which she rode. She seemed at
last to have been raised so far beyond his reach that scarce knowing what he
did he murmured to himself the lines: ‘Now upon love’s dark path has the
last shadow closed; for I have seen you carried to a cloud-land whither none
may climb.’

As the days and months went by the child grew more and more like
Genji. The new Empress was greatly distressed, but no one else seemed to
notice the resemblance. He was not of course so handsome; how indeed
should he have been? But both were beautiful, and the world was content to
accept their beauty without troubling to compare them, just as it accepts
both moon and sun as lovely occupants of the sky.

1

They were not allowed to leave the palace.

2

The bird that sings in Paradise.

3

See above p. 19.

4

In allusion to a boy-prince of seven years old whom the jealous gods carried
off to the sky. See the Ōkagami.
5

Those who stand in a circle round the dancers while the latter change their
clothes.
6

Reading ‘Sadaijin,’ not ‘Sadaishō.’

7

Another illegitimate son of the Emperor; Genji’s step-brother.

8

Fujitsubo’s brother; Murasaki’s father.

9

Another name for the nadeshiko, ‘Child-of-my-heart,’ see p. 58.

10

Shū-i Shū 967.

11

A sō no koto.

12

That hate kills is a fundamental thesis of the book.

13

‘So withered is the grass beneath its trees that the young colt will not graze
there and the reapers do not come.’
14

‘So sweet is its shade that all the summer through its leafy avenues are
thronged,’ alluding to the lady’s many lovers.
15

The headquarters of the Ladies of the Bedchamber.

16

An old folk-song the refrain of which is ‘At the melon-hoeing he said he
loved me and what am I to do, what am I to do?’
17

The poem referred to is not the famous Lute Girl’s Song, but a much shorter
one (Works x. 8) on a similar theme. O-chou is the modern Wu-ch‘ang in
Hupeh.
18

In the song the lady says: ‘The door is not bolted or barred. Come quickly
and talk to me. Am I another’s bride, that you should be so careful and shy?’
19

The rank of Empress was often not conferred till quite late in a reign. It was
of course Fujitsubo whom the Emperor chose in this case.
20

And therefore debarred from taking part in political life.

CHAPTER VIII
THE FLOWER FEAST
ABOUT the twentieth day of the second month the Emperor gave a Chinese
banquet under the great cherry-tree of the Southern Court. Both Fujitsubo
and the Heir Apparent were to be there. Kōkiden, although she knew that
the mere presence of the Empress was sufficient to spoil her pleasure, could
not bring herself to forego so delightful an entertainment. After some
promise of rain the day turned out magnificent; and in full sunshine, with
the birds singing in every tree, the guests (royal princes, noblemen and
professional poets alike) were handed the rhyme words which the Emperor
had drawn by lot, and set to work to compose their poems. It was with a
clear and ringing voice that Genji read out the word ‘Spring’ which he had
received as the rhyme-sound of his poem. Next came Tō no Chūjō who,
feeling that all eyes were upon him and determined to impress himself
favourably on his audience, moved with the greatest possible elegance and
grace; and when on receiving his rhyme he announced his name, rank, and
titles, he took great pains to speak pleasantly as well as audibly. Many of
the other gentlemen were rather nervous and looked quite pale as they came
forward, yet they acquitted themselves well enough. But the professional
poets, particularly owing to the high standard of accomplishment which the
Emperor’s and Heir Apparent’s lively interest in Chinese poetry had at that
time diffused through the Court, were very ill at ease; as they crossed the
long space of the garden on their way to receive their rhymes they felt
utterly helpless. A simple Chinese verse is surely not much to ask of a
professional poet; but they all wore an expression of the deepest gloom.
One expects elderly scholars to be somewhat odd in their movements and
behaviour, and it was amusing to see the lively concern with which the
Emperor watched their various but always uncouth and erratic methods of
approaching the Throne. Needless to say a great deal of music had been
arranged for. Towards dusk the delightful dance known as the Warbling of

Spring Nightingales was performed, and when it was over the Heir
Apparent, remembering the Festival of Red Leaves, placed a wreath on
Genji’s head and pressed him so urgently that it was impossible for him to
refuse. Rising to his feet he danced very quietly a fragment of the sleeveturning passage in the Wave Dance. In a few moments he was seated again,
but even into this brief extract from a long dance he managed to import an
unrivalled charm and grace. Even his father-in-law who was not in the best
of humour with him was deeply moved and found himself wiping away a
tear.
‘And why have we not seen Tō no Chūjō?’ said the Heir Apparent.
Whereupon Chūjō danced the Park of Willow Flowers, giving a far more
complete performance than Genji, for no doubt he knew that he would be
called upon and had taken trouble to prepare his dance. It was a great
success and the Emperor presented him with a cloak, which everyone said
was a most unusual honour. After this the other young noblemen who were
present danced in no particular order, but it was now so dark that it was
impossible to discriminate between their performances.
Then the poems were opened and read aloud. The reading of Genji’s
verses was continually interrupted by loud murmurs of applause. Even the
professional poets were deeply impressed, and it may well be imagined
what pride the Emperor, to whom at times Genji was a source of
consolation and delight, watched him upon such an occasion as this.
Fujitsubo, when she allowed herself to glance in his direction, marvelled
that even Kōkiden could find it in her heart to hate him. ‘It is because he is
fond of me; there can be no other reason,’ she decided at last and the verse
‘Were I but a common mortal who now am gazing at the beauty of this
flower, from its sweet petals not long should I withhold the dew of love,’
framed itself on her lips, though she dared not utter it aloud.
It was now very late and the banquet was over. The guests had
scattered. The Empress and the Heir Apparent had both returned to the
Palace—all was still. The moon had risen very bright and clear, and Genji,
heated with wine, could not bear to quit so lovely a scene. The people at the
Palace were probably all plunged in a heavy sleep. On such a night it was
not impossible that some careless person might have left some door
unfastened, some shutter unbarred. Cautiously and stealthily he crept
towards Fujitsubo’s apartments and inspected them. Every bolt was fast. He

sighed; here there was evidently nothing to be done. He was passing the
loggia of Kōkiden’s palace when he noticed that the shutters of the third
arch were not drawn. After the banquet Kōkiden herself had gone straight to
the Emperor’s rooms. There did not seem to be anyone about. A door
leading from the loggia into the house was standing open, but he could hear
no sound within. ‘It is under just such circumstances as this that one is apt
to drift into compromising situations,’ thought Genji. Nevertheless he
climbed quietly on to the balustrade and peeped. Every one must be asleep.
But no; a very agreeable young voice with an intonation which was
certainly not that of any waiting-woman or common person was softly
humming the last two lines of the Oborozuki-yo.1 Was not the voice coming
towards him? It seemed so, and stretching out his hand he suddenly found
that he was grasping a lady’s sleeve. ‘Oh, how you frightened me,’ she
cried. ‘Who is it?’ ‘Do not be alarmed,’ he whispered. ‘That both of us were
not content to miss the beauty of this departing night is proof more clear
than the half-clouded moon that we were meant to meet,’ and as he recited
the words he took her gently by the hand and led her into the house, closing
the door behind them. Her surprised and puzzled air fascinated him. ‘There
is someone there,’ she whispered tremulously, pointing to the inner room.
‘Child’ he answered, ‘I am allowed to go wherever I please and if you send
for your friends they will only tell you that I have every right to be here.
But if you will stay quietly here....’ It was Genji. She knew his voice and
the discovery somewhat reassured her. She thought his conduct rather
strange, but she was determined that he should not think her prudish or stiff.
And so because he on his side was still somewhat excited after the doings
of the evening, while she was far too young and pliant to offer any serious
resistance, he soon got his own way with her.
Suddenly they saw to their discomfiture that dawn was creeping into
the sky. She looked, thought Genji, as though many disquieting reflections
were crowding into her mind. ‘Tell me your name’ he said. ‘How can I
write to you unless you do? Surely this is not going to be our only
meeting?’ She answered with a poem in which she said that names are of
this world only and he would not care to know hers if he were resolved that
their love should last till worlds to come. It was a mere quip and Genji,
amused at her quickness, answered ‘You are quite right. It was a mistake on
my part to ask.’ And he recited the poem ‘While still I seek to find on
which blade dwells the dew, a great wind shakes the grasses of the level

land.’ ‘If you did not repent of this meeting,’ he continued, ‘you would
surely tell me who you are. I do not believe that you want....’ But here he
was interrupted by the noise of people stirring in the next room. There was
a great bustle and it was clear that they would soon be starting out to fetch
Princess Kōkiden back from the Palace. There was just time to exchange
fans in token of their new friendship before Genji was forced to fly
precipitately from the room. In his own apartments he found many of his
gentlemen waiting for him. Some were awake, and these nudged one
another when he entered the room as though to say ‘Will he never cease
these disreputable excursions?’ But discretion forbade them to show that
they had seen him and they all pretended to be fast asleep. Genji too lay
down, but he could not rest. He tried to recall the features of the lady with
whom he had just spent so agreeable a time. Certainly she must be one of
Kōkiden’s sisters. Perhaps the fifth or sixth daughter, both of whom were
still unmarried. The handsomest of them (or so he had always heard) were
Prince Sochi’s wife and the fourth daughter, the one with whom Tō no
Chūjō got on so badly. It would really be rather amusing if it did turn out to
be Chūjō’s wife. The sixth was shortly to be married to the Heir Apparent.
How tiresome if it were she! But at present he could think of no way to
make sure. She had not behaved at all as though she did not want to see him
again. Why then had she refused to give him any chance of communicating
with her? In fact he worried about the matter so much and turned it over in
his mind with such endless persistency that it soon became evident he had
fallen deeply in love with her. Nevertheless no sooner did the recollection
of Fujitsubo’s serious and reticent demeanour come back to his mind than
he realized how incomparably more she meant to him than this light-hearted
lady.
That day the after-banquet kept him occupied till late at night. At the
Emperor’s command he performed on the thirteen-stringed zithern and had
an even greater success than with his dancing on the day before. At dawn
Fujitsubo retired to the Emperor’s rooms. Disappointed in his hope that the
lady of last night would somewhere or somehow make her appearance on
the scene, he sent for Yoshikiyo and Koremitsu with whom all his secrets
were shared and bade them keep watch upon the lady’s family. When he
returned next day from duty at the Palace they reported that they had just
witnessed the departure of several coaches which had been drawn up under
shelter in the Courtyard of the Watch. ‘Among a group of persons who

seemed to be the domestic attendants of those for whom the coaches were
waiting two gentlemen came threading their way in a great hurry. These we
recognized as Shii no Shōshō and Uchūben,2 so there is little doubt that the
carriages belonged to Princess Kōkiden. For the rest we noted that the
ladies were by no means ill looking and that the whole party drove away in
three carriages.’ Genji’s heart beat fast. But he was no nearer than before to
finding out which of the sisters it had been. Supposing her father, the
Minister of the Right, should hear anything of this, what a to-do there
would be! It would indeed mean his absolute ruin. It was a pity that while
he was about it he did not stay with her till it was a little lighter. But there it
was! He did not know her face, but yet he was determined to recognize her.
How? He lay on his bed devising and rejecting endless schemes. Murasaki
too must be growing impatient. Days had passed since he had visited her
and he remembered with tenderness how low-spirited she became when he
was not able to be with her. But in a moment his thoughts had returned to
the unknown lady. He still had her fan. It was a folding fan with ribs of
hinoki-wood and tassels tied in a splice-knot. One side was covered with
silverleaf on which was painted a dim moon, giving the impression of a
moon reflected in water. It was a device which he had seen many times
before, but it had agreeable associations for him, and continuing the
metaphor of the ‘grass on the moor’ which she had used in her poem he
wrote on the fan—‘Has mortal man ever puzzled his head with such a
question before as to ask where the moon goes to when she leaves the sky at
dawn?’ And he put the fan safely away. It was on his conscience that he had
not for a long while been to the Great Hall; but fearing that Murasaki too
might be feeling very unhappy he first went home to give her her lessons.
Every day she was improving not only in looks, but also in amiability of
character. The beauty of her disposition was indeed quite out of the
common. The idea that so perfect a nature was in his hands, to train and
cultivate as he thought best, was very attractive to Genji. It might however
have been objected that to receive all her education from a young man is
likely to make a girl somewhat forward in her manner.
First there was a great deal to tell her about what had happened at the
Court entertainments of the last few days. Then followed her music lesson,
and already it was time to go. ‘Oh why must he always go away so soon?’
she wondered sadly, but by now she was so used to it that she no longer
fretted as she had done a little while ago.

At the Great Hall he could, as usual, scarcely get a word out of Aoi.
The moment that he sat idle a thousand doubts and puzzles began to revolve
in his mind. He took up his zithern and began to sing:
Not softlier pillowed is my head
That rests by thine, unloving bride,
Than were those jagged stones my bed
Through which the falls of Nuki stride.

At this moment Aoi’s father came by and began to discuss the unusual
success of the recent festivities. ‘Old as I am,’ he said—‘and I may say that
I have lived to see four illustrious sovereigns occupy the Throne, I have
never taken part in a banquet which produced verses so spirited or dancing
and music so admirably performed. Talent of every description seems at
present to exist in abundance; but it is creditable to those in authority that
they knew how to make good use of it. For my part I enjoyed myself so
much that had I but been a few years younger I would positively have
joined in the dancing!’ ‘No special steps were taken to discover the
musicians,’ answered Genji. ‘We merely used those who were known to the
government in one part of the country and another as capable performers. If
I may say so, it was Chūjō’s Willow Dance that made the deepest
impression and is likely always to be remembered as a remarkable
performance. But if you, Sir, had indeed honoured us a new lustre would
have been added to my Father’s reign.’ Aoi’s brothers now arrived and
leaning against the balustrade gave a little concert, their various instruments
blending delightfully.
Fugitive as their meeting had been it had sufficed to plunge the lady
whose identity Prince Genji was now seeking to establish into the depths of
despair; for in the fourth month she was to become the Heir Apparent’s
wife. Turmoil filled her brain. Why had not Genji visited her again? He
must surely know whose daughter she was. But how should he know which
daughter? Besides, her sister Kōkiden’s house was not a place where, save
under very strange circumstances, he was likely to feel at all at his ease.
And so she waited in great impatience and distress; but of Genji there was
no news.
About the twentieth day of the third month her father, the Minister of
the Right, held an archery meeting at which most of the young noblemen
and princes were present. It was followed by a wistaria feast. The cherry

blossom was for the most part over, but two trees, which the Minister
seemed somehow to have persuaded to flower later than all the rest, were
still an enchanting sight. He had had his house rebuilt only a short time ago
when celebrating the initiation of his grand-daughters, the children of
Kōkiden. It was now a magnificent building and not a thing in it but was of
the very latest fashion. He had invited Genji when he had met him at the
Palace only a few days before and was extremely annoyed when he did not
appear. Feeling that the party would be a failure if Genji did not come, he
sent his son Shii no Shōshō to fetch him, with the poem: ‘Were my flowers
as those of other gardens never should I have ventured to summon you.’
Genji was in attendance upon the Emperor and at once showed him the
message. ‘He seems very pleased with himself and his flowers,’ said his
Majesty with a smile; adding ‘as he has sent for you like this, I think you
had better go. After all your half-sisters are being brought up at his house,
and you ought not to treat him quite as a stranger.’ He went to his
apartments and dressed. It was very late indeed when at last he made his
appearance at the party. He was dressed in a cloak of thin Chinese fabric,
white outside but lined with yellow. His robe was of a deep wine-red colour
with a very long train. The dignity and grace with which he carried this
fancifully regal3 attire in a company where all were dressed in plain official
robes were indeed remarkable, and in the end his presence perhaps
contributed more to the success of the party than did the fragrance of the
Minister’s boasted flowers. His entry was followed by some very agreeable
music. It was already fairly late when Genji, on the plea that the wine had
given him a head-ache, left his seat and went for a walk. He knew that his
two step-sisters, the daughters of Kōkiden, were in the inner apartments of
the palace. He went to the eastern portico and rested there. It was on this
side of the house that the wistaria grew. The wooden blinds were raised and
a number of ladies were leaning out of the window to enjoy the blossoms.
They had hung bright-coloured robes and shawls over the window-sill just
as is done at the time of the New Year dancing and other gala days and were
behaving with a freedom of allure which contrasted very oddly with the
sober decorum of Fujitsubo’s household. ‘I am feeling rather overpowered
by all the noise and bustle of the flower-party’ Genji explained. ‘I am very
sorry to disturb my sisters, but I can think of nowhere else to seek refuge ...’
and advancing towards the main door of the women’s apartments he pushed
back the curtain with his shoulder. ‘Refuge indeed!’ cried one of the ladies

laughing at him. ‘You ought to know by now that it is only poor relations
who come to seek refuge with the more successful members of their family.
What pray have you come to bother us for?’ ‘Impertinent creatures!’ he
thought but nevertheless there was something in their manner which
convinced him they were persons of some consequence in the house and
not, as he at first supposed, mere waiting-women. A scent of costly
perfumes pervaded the room; silken skirts rustled in the darkness. There
could be little doubt that these were Kōkiden’s sisters and their friends.
Deeply absorbed, as indeed was the whole of this family, in the fashionable
gaieties of the moment, they had flouted decorum and posted themselves at
the window that they might see what little they could of the banquet which
was proceeding outside. Little thinking that his plan could succeed, yet led
on by delightful recollections of his previous encounter he advanced
towards them chanting in a careless undertone the song:
At Ishikawa, Ishikawa
A man from Koma4 took my belt away....

But for ‘belt’ he substituted ‘fan’ and by this means he sought to
discover which of the ladies was his friend. ‘Why, you have got it wrong! I
never heard of that Korean’ one of them cried. Certainly it was not she. But
there was another who though she remained silent seemed to him to be
sighing softly to herself. He stole towards the curtain-of-state behind which
she was sitting and taking her hand in his at a venture he whispered the
poem: ‘If on this day of shooting my arrow went astray, ’twas that in dim
morning twilight only the mark had glimmered in my view.’ And she,
unable any longer to hide that she knew him, answered with the verse: ‘Had
it been with the arrows of the heart that you had shot, though from the
moon’s slim bow no brightness came would you have missed your mark?’
Yes, it was her voice. He was delighted, and yet....
1

A famous poem by Ōye no Chisato (ninth century): ‘What so lovely as a night
when the moon though dimly clouded is never wholly lost to sight.’
2

Kōkiden’s brothers.

3

He had no right to such a costume; for though a son of the Emperor, he had
been affiliated to the Minamoto clan and no longer counted as a member of the
Imperial family.
4

Korea.

CHAPTER IX
AOI
THE accession of the new Emperor was in many ways unfavourable to
Genji’s position. His recent promotion1 too brought with it heavy
responsibilities which sadly interrupted the course of his hidden friendships,
so that complaints of desertion or neglect were soon heaped upon him from
more than one quarter; while, as though Fate wished to turn the tables upon
him, the one being on earth for whose love he longed in vain had now
utterly abandoned him. Now that the Emperor was free to live as he chose
she was more constantly than ever at his side, nor was her peace any longer
disturbed by the presence of a rival, for Kōkiden resenting the old
Emperor’s neglect now seldom left her son’s Palace. A constant succession
of banquets and entertainments, the magnificence of which became the talk
of the whole country, helped to enliven the ex-Emperor’s retirement and he
was on the whole very well content with his new condition. His only regret
concerned the Heir Apparent2 whose position, unsupported by any powerful
influence outside the Palace, he regarded as extremely insecure. He
constantly discussed the matter with Genji, begging him to enlist the
support of the Minamoto clan. Such conversations tended to be somewhat
embarrassing, but they gave Genji pleasure in so far as they enabled him to
take measures for the boy’s welfare.
An unexpected event now occurred. Lady Rokujō’s daughter by her
late husband Prince Zembō was chosen to be the new Vestal Virgin at Ise.3
Her mother, who at the time when the appointment was first announced
happened to be particularly aggrieved at Genji’s treatment of her, at once
determined to make her daughter’s extreme youth a pretext for leaving the
Capital and settling permanently at Ise. Being at the moment, as I have said,
very much out of humour, she discussed the matter openly, making no
secret of her real reasons for wishing to leave the City. The story soon

reached the ex-Emperor’s ears, and sending for Genji he said to him ‘The
late Prince my brother was, as you probably know, regarded with the utmost
affection and esteem and I am profoundly grieved to hear that your reckless
and inconsiderate conduct has cast a slur upon his family. For his daughter
indeed I feel as much responsible as if she were of my own children. I must
trouble you in future to safeguard to the utmost of your power the
reputation of these unfortunate ladies. If you do not learn to keep better
control over your frivolous inclinations you will soon find yourself
becoming extremely unpopular.’ Why should his father be so much upset
over the matter? And Genji, smarting under the rebuke, was about to defend
himself when it occurred to him that the warning was not at all ill-merited
and he maintained a respectful silence.
‘Affairs of this kind,’ the ex-Emperor continued, ‘must be managed so
that the woman, no matter who she is, need not feel that she has been
brought into a humiliating position or treated in a cynical and off-hand way.
Forget this rule, and she will soon make you feel the unpleasant
consequences of her resentment.’ ‘Wicked as he thinks me already,’ said
Genji to himself while this lecture was going on, ‘there is a much worse
enormity of which he as yet knows nothing.’ And stupefied with horror at
the thought of what would ensue should his father ever discover this
hideous secret, he bowed and left the room.
What the ex-Emperor had said about ruining other people’s reputations
cut him to the quick. He realized that Rokujō’s rank and widowed position
entitled her to the utmost consideration. But after all it was not he who had
made public property of the affair; on the contrary he had done everything
in his power to prevent its becoming known. There had always been a
certain condescension in her treatment of him, arising perhaps from the
inequality of their ages,4 and his estrangement from her was solely due to
the coldness with which she had for a long time received him. That their
private affairs were now known not only to the ex-Emperor but also
presumably to the whole Court showed a lack of reticence which seemed to
him deplorable.
Among others who heard of the business was Princess Asagao.5
Determined that she at least would not submit herself to such treatment she
ceased to answer his letters even with the short and guarded replies that she
had been in the habit of sending to him. Nevertheless he found it hard to

believe that so gentle-mannered a creature was thinking unkindly of him
and continued to regard her with devoted admiration.
Princess Aoi when the story reached her ears was of course distressed
by this new instance of his fickleness; but she felt that it was useless, now
that his infidelity was open and unabashed, to protest against one particular
injury, and to his surprise she seemed to take the matter rather lightly. She
was suffering much inconvenience from her condition and her spirits were
very low. Her parents were delighted and at the same time surprised to hear
of what was to come. But their pleasure and that of all her friends was
marred by grave forebodings, and it was arranged that prayers for her health
and special services of intercession should be recited in all the temples. At
such a time it was impossible for Genji to leave her and there were many
who though his feelings had not in reality cooled towards them felt that they
were being neglected.
The Vestal Virgin of Kamo still remained to be selected. The choice fell
upon Kōkiden’s daughter, San no Miya. She was a great favourite both with
her brother the new Emperor and with the Empress Mother. Her retirement
from the world was a bitter blow to them; but there was no help for it since
she alone of all the royal princesses fulfilled the prescribed conditions.
The actual ritual of investiture could not be altered, but the Emperor
saw to it that the proceedings should be attended with the utmost Pomp and
splendour; while to the customary ritual of the Kamo Festival he added so
many touches that it became a spectacle of unparalleled magnificence. All
this was due to his partiality for the Virgin Elect.
On the day of her purification the Virgin is attended by a fixed number
of noblemen and princes. For this retinue the Emperor was at pains to
choose the best built and handsomest of the young men at Court; he settled
what coloured gowns they were to wear, what pattern was to be on their
breeches, and even on what saddles they should ride. By a special decree he
ordered that Prince Genji should join this retinue, and so great was
everyone’s desire to get a good view of the procession that long beforehand
people were getting ready special carriages with which to line the route.
The scene along the highroad of the First Ward was one of indescribable
excitement. Dense crowds surged along the narrow space allotted to them,
while the stands which with a wealth of ingenious fancy had been

constructed all along the route of the procession, with gay cloaks and
shawls hung over the balustrades, were in themselves a spectacle of
astonishing beauty.
It had never been Aoi’s practice to be present at such occasions as this
and in her present state of health she would not have dreamt of doing so had
not her gentlewomen pressed round her saying ‘Come Madam! It will be no
fun for us to go by ourselves and be hidden away in some corner. It is to see
Prince Genji that all these people have come to-day. Why, all sorts of queer
wild men from the mountains are here, and people have brought their wives
and children from provinces ever so far away. If all these people who are
nothing to do with him have taken the trouble to come so far, it will be too
bad if you, his own lady, are not there!’ Overhearing this Aoi’s mother
joined in. ‘You are feeling much better just now,’ she said; ‘I think you
ought to make the effort. It will be so disappointing for your
gentlewomen....’ At the last minute Aoi changed her mind and announced
that she was going. It was now so late that there was no time to put on gala
clothes. The whole of the enclosure allotted for this purpose was already
lined with coaches which were packed so close that it was quite impossible
to find space for the large and numerous carriages of Aoi and her train. A
number of grand ladies began to make room for her, backing their coaches
away from a suitable space in the reserved enclosure. Conspicuous among
the rest were two basket-work carriages of a rather old-fashioned pattern
but with curtains such as are used by persons of quality, very discreetly
decked with draperies that barely showed beneath the curtains, yet these
draperies (whether sleeve-favour, skirt or scarf) all of the handsomest
colours. They seemed to belong to some exalted personage who did not
wish to be recognized. When it was their turn to move, the coachmen in
charge of them would not lift a finger. ‘It is not for such as we to make way’
they said stiffly and did not stir. Among the attendants on both sides there
was a number of young grooms who were already the worse for liquor.
They were longing for a scuffle and it was impossible to keep them in hand.
The staid and elderly outriders tried to call them back, but they took no
notice.
The two carriages belonged to Princess Rokujō who had come secretly
to the festival hoping for a while to find distraction from her troubles.
Despite the steps which she had taken to conceal her identity, it was at once

suspected by some of Aoi’s gentlemen and they cried to the grooms that this
was not an equipage which could be dealt with so high-handedly or it would
be said that their lady was abusing her position as wife of the Lord
Commander. But at this moment a number of Genji’s servants mingled in
the fray. They knew Rokujō’s men by sight, but after a moment’s
embarrassment they decided not to give assistance to the enemy by
betraying his identity.
Thus reinforced Aoi’s side won the day and at length her coach and
those of all her ladies were drawn up along the front row, while Rokujō’s
was pushed back among a miscellaneous collection of carts and gigs where
she could see nothing at all. She was vexed beyond measure not only at
missing what she had come to see but also that despite all her precautions
she had been recognized and (as she was convinced) deliberately insulted.
Her shaft-rest and other parts of her coach as well were damaged and she
was obliged to prop it up against some common person’s carriage wheels.
Why, she vainly asked herself, had she come among these hateful crowds?
She would go home at once. What sense was there in waiting for the
procession to come? But when she tried to go, she found that it was
impossible to force a way through the dense crowds. She was still
struggling to escape when the cry went up that the procession was in sight.
Her resolution weakened. She would wait till Genji had passed by. He did
not see her. How should he, for the crowds flashed by him like the hurrying
images that a stream catches and breaks. She realized this, yet her
disappointment was none the less.
The carriages that lined the route, decked and garlanded for this great
day, were crammed to overflowing with excited ladies who though there
was no room for them would not consent to be left behind. Peeping out
under the blinds of their coaches they smiled at the great personages who
were passing quite regardless of whether their greetings were
acknowledged. But every now and then a smile would be rewarded by a
quick glance or the backward turn of a head. Aoi’s party was large and
conspicuous. He wheeled round as he passed and saluted its members
attentively. Rider after rider again as the procession went by would pause in
front of Aoi’s coach and salute her with the deepest respect. The
humiliation of witnessing all this from an obscure corner was more than
Rokujō could bear, and murmuring the lines ‘Though I saw him but as a

shadow that falls on hurrying waters yet knew I that at last my hour of
utmost misery was come’ she burst into tears. It was hideous that her
servants should see her in this state. Yet even while she struggled with her
tears she could not find it in her heart to regret that she had seen him in all
his glory.
The riders in the procession were indeed all magnificently apparelled,
each according to his own rank; in particular the young noblemen chosen
by the Emperor cut so brilliant a figure that only the lustre of Genji’s beauty
could have eclipsed their splendour. The Commander of this Bodyguard is
not generally allotted a Palace-Officer as his special attendant, but as the
occasion was of such importance the Imperial Treasurer6 rode at Genji’s
side. It seemed to those who saw so many public honours showered upon
him that no flower of fortune could resist the favouring gale which blew
towards his side. There were among the crowd women of quite good birth
who had dressed in walking-skirts and come a long way on foot. There
were nuns and other female recluses who, though in order to see anything
of the procession they were obliged to endure being constantly pushed off
their feet, and though they commonly regarded all such spectacles with
contempt and aversion, were to-day declaring that they would not have
missed it for anything. There were old men grinning through toothless
gums, strange-looking girls with their hair poked away under ragged hoods
and stolid peasant boys standing with hands raised as though in prayer,
whose uncouth faces were suddenly transfigured with wonder and joy as the
procession burst into sight. Even the daughters of remote provincial
magistrates and governors who had no acquaintances whatever in the City
had expended as much coquetry upon the decoration of their persons and
coaches as if they were about to submit themselves to a lover’s inspection,
and their equipages made a bright and varied show. If even these strangers
were in such a taking, it may be imagined with what excitement, scattered
here and there among the crowd, those with whom Genji was in secret
communication watched the procession go by and with how many hidden
sighs their bosoms heaved.
Prince Momozono7 had a seat in one of the stands. He was amazed to
see his nephew grown up into such a prodigiously handsome young man
and was alarmed lest soon the gods should cast an envious eye upon him.
Princess Asagao could not but be touched by the rare persistency with

which year after year Genji had pressed his suit. Even had he been
positively ugly she would have found it hard to resist such importunity; so
small wonder if seeing him ride by in all his splendour she marvelled that
she had held out so long. But she was determined to know him much better
before she committed herself. The young waiting-women who were with
her were careful to belaud him in extravagant terms. To the festival itself8
Aoi did not go. The affray between her servants and those of Rokujō was
soon reported to Genji. It vexed him beyond measure that such a thing
should have occurred. That the exquisitely well-bred Aoi should have been
in any way responsible for this outburst of insolent ruffianism he did not for
a moment believe; it must be the work of rough under-servants who, though
they had no actual instructions, had imbibed the notion that all was not well
between the two houses and imagined that they would get credit for
espousing their mistress’s cause. He knew well enough the unusual vanity
and susceptibility of the affronted lady. Distressed to think of the pain
which this incident must have caused her he hastened to her house. But her
daughter, the Virgin Elect of Ise, was still in the house, and she made this a
plea for turning him away after the exchange of a few formal words. He had
the greatest possible sympathy for her; but he was feeling rather tired of
coping with injured susceptibilities.
He could not face the idea of going straight back to the Great Hall. It
was the day of the Kamo festival and going to his own palace he ordered
Koremitsu to get his coach ready. ‘Look at her!’ he cried smiling fondly at
Murasaki when she appeared in all her finery surrounded by the little
children whom he had given her for playmates, ‘She must needs bring her
dames to wait upon her!’ and stroking her lovely hair which to-day
Shōnagon had dressed with more than usual care. ‘It is getting rather long’
he said; ‘to-day would not be a bad9 time to have it cut’ and sending for his
astrologer he bade him consult his books. ‘The maids-of-honour first!’ he
cried, nodding at the pretty troupe of babes, and their dainty tresses were
trimmed so as to hang neatly over their diapered holiday gowns. ‘I am
going to cut yours myself’ he said to Murasaki. ‘What a lot of it there is! I
wonder how much longer it would have grown.’ Really it was quite hard
work. ‘People with very long hair ought to wear it cut rather short over the
temples’ he said at last; ‘but I have not the heart to crop you any closer’ and
he laid the knife down. Shōnagon’s gratification knew no bounds when she

heard him reciting the prayer with which the ceremony of hair-cutting
should conclude. There is a sea-weed called miru which is used in the
dressing of ladies’ hair and playing upon this word (which also means ‘to
see’) he recited a poem in which he said that the miru-weed which had been
used in the washing of her hair was a token that he would forever fondly
watch it grow. She answered that like the sea-tides which visit the miru in
its cleft he came but went away, and often her tresses unwatched by him
would like the hidden sea-weed grow. This she wrote very prettily on a slip
of paper and though the verse had no merit in it but the charm of a childish
mind it gave him great delight. To-day the crowds were as thick as ever.
With great difficulty he managed to wedge in his carriage close to the Royal
Stables. But here they were surrounded by somewhat turbulent young
noblemen and he was looking for a quieter place when a smart carriage
crammed full of ladies drew up near by and some one in it beckoned with a
fan to Genji’s servants. ‘Will you not come over where we are?’ said one of
the ladies. ‘We will gladly make room for you.’ Such an offer was perhaps
somewhat forward, but the place she had indicated was such a good one
that Genji at once accepted the invitation. ‘I am afraid it is very unfair that
we should take your place like this ...’ Genji was beginning to say politely,
when one of the ladies handed him a fan with the corner bent down. Here
he found the poem: ‘This flower-decked day of meeting when the great god
unfolds his portents in vain have I waited, for alas another is at thy side.’
Surely the handwriting was familiar. Yes, it was that of the ancient lady-ofthe-bedchamber. He felt that it was time she should give up such pranks as
this and answered discouragingly: ‘Not ours this day of tryst when
garlanded and passionate the Eighty Tribes converge.’ This put the lady out
of countenance and she replied: ‘Now bitterly do I repent that for this
cheating day my head is decked with flowers; for in name only is it a day of
meeting.’
Their carriages remained side by side, but Genji did not even draw up
the side-curtains, which was a disappointment to more persons than one.
The magnificence of his public appearance a few days ago was contrasted
by everyone with the unobtrusive manner in which he now mingled with
the crowd. It was agreed that his companion, whoever she might be, must
certainly be some very great lady. Genji was afraid that his neighbour was
going to prove troublesome. But fortunately some of her companions had
more discretion than their mistress, and out of consideration for the

unknown sharer of Genji’s coach persuaded the voluble lady to restrain
herself.
Lady Rokujō’s sufferings were now far worse than in previous years.
Though she could no longer endure to be treated as Genji was treating her,
yet the thought of separating from him altogether and going so far away
agitated her so much that she constantly deferred her journey. She felt too
that she would become a laughingstock if it was thought that she had been
spurred to flight by Genji’s scorn; yet if at the last moment she changed her
plans and stayed behind everyone would think her conduct extremely illbalanced and unaccountable. Thus her days and nights were spent in an
agony of indecision and often she repeated to herself the lines ‘My heart
like the fishers’ float on Ise shore is danced from wave to wave.’10 She felt
herself indeed swirled this way and that by paroxysms that sickened her but
were utterly beyond her control.
Genji, though it pained him that she should feel it necessary to go so far
away did not attempt to dissuade her from the journey. ‘It is quite natural’
he wrote, ‘that tiresome creature as I am you should want to put me
altogether out of your head. I only beg that even though you see no use in it,
you will let me see you once more before you go. Were we to meet, you
would soon realize that I care for your happiness far more than you
suppose.’ But she could not forget how when at the River of cleansing she
sought a respite from the torture of her own doubt and indecision, rough
waves had dashed her against the rocks,11 and she brooded more and more
upon this wrong till there was room for no other thought in all her heart.
Meanwhile Princess Aoi became strangely distraught, and it seemed at
times as though some hostile spirit had entered into her. The whole
household was plunged into such a state of anxiety and gloom that Genji
had not the heart to absent himself for more than a few hours. It was only
very occasionally that he got even as far as his own palace. After all, she
was his wife; moreover, despite all the difficulties that had risen between
them he cared for her very much indeed. He could no longer disguise from
himself that there was something wrong with her in addition to the
discomfort which naturally accompanied her condition, and he was in a
state of great distress. Constant rituals of exorcism and divination were
performed under his direction, and it was generally agreed that all the signs
indicated possession by the spirit of some living person. Many names were

tried but to none of them did the spirit respond, and it seemed as though it
would be impossible to shift it. Aoi herself felt that some alien thing had
entered into her, and though she was not conscious of any one definite pain
or dread the sense that the thing was there never for a moment left her. The
greatest healers of the day were powerless to eject it and it became apparent
that this was no ordinary case of ‘possession’: some tremendous
accumulation of malice was discharging itself upon her. It was natural that
her friends should turn over in their minds the names of those whom Genji
had most favoured. It was whispered that only with Lady Rokujō and the
girl at the Nijō-in was he on terms of such intimacy that their jealousy
would be at all likely to produce a fatal effect. But when the doctors
attempted to conjure the spirit by the use of these names, there was no
visible response. She had not in all the world any enemy who might be
practising conscious12 witchcraft against her. Such indispositions were
sometimes attributed to possession by the spirit of some dead retainer or old
family-nurse; or again the malice of someone whom the Minister, Aoi’s
father, had offended might, owing to her delicate condition, have fastened
upon her instead of him. Conjecture after conjecture was accepted and then
falsified. Meanwhile she lay perpetually weeping. Constantly, indeed, she
would break out into fits of sobbing so violent that her breath was stopped,
while those about her, in great alarm for her safety, stood by in misery not
knowing what to do.
The ex-Emperor enquired after her continually. He even ordered special
services to be said on her behalf, and these attentions served to remind her
parents in what high estimation she was held at the Court. Not among her
friends only but throughout the whole country the news of her illness
caused great distress. Rokujō heard of her sufferings with deep concern. For
years they had been in open rivalry for Genji’s favours, but even after that
wretched affair of the coaches (though it must be admitted that this had
greatly incensed her) she had never gone so far as to wish evil against the
Princess. She herself was very unwell. She began to feel that the violent and
distracting emotions which continually assailed her had in some subtle way
unhinged her mind and she determined to seek spiritual assistance at a place
some miles distant from her home. Genji heard of this and in great anxiety
concerning her at once set out for the house where she was reported to be
staying. It lay beyond the City precincts and he was obliged to go with the

greatest secrecy.13 He begged her to forgive him for not having come to see
her for so long. ‘I have not been having a very cheerful time’ he said and
gave her some account of Aoi’s condition. He wanted to make her feel that
if he had stayed away it had been from a melancholy necessity and not
because he had found more amusing company elsewhere. ‘It is not so much
my own anxiety that unnerves me as the spectacle of the appalling
helplessness and misery into which her illness has plunged her wretched
parents, and it was in the hope of forgetting for a little while all these
sickroom horrors that I came to see you here to-day. If only just for this
once you could overlook all my offences and be kind to me....’
His pleading had no effect. Her attitude was more hostile than before.
He was not angry with her, nor indeed was he surprised. Day was already
breaking when, unsolaced, he set out for home. But as she watched him go
his beauty suddenly made havoc of all her resolutions and again she felt that
it was madness to leave him. Yet what had she to stay for? Aoi was with
child and this could only be a sign that he had made his peace with her.
Henceforward he could lead a life of irreproachable rectitude and if once in
a way he came to make his excuse as he had come to-day, what purpose
would that serve, save to keep ever fresh the torment of her desires? Thus
when his letter came next day it found her more distraught than before:
‘The sick woman who for a few days past had shown some improvement is
again suffering acutely and it is at present impossible for me to leave her.’
Certain that this was a mere excuse she sent in reply the poem ‘The fault is
mine and the regret, if careless as the peasant girl who stoops too low amid
the sprouting rice I soiled my sleeve in love’s dark road.’ At the end of her
letter she reminded him of the old song: ‘Now bitterly do I repent that ever I
brought my pitcher to the mountain well where waters were but deep
enough to soil my sleeve.’ He looked at the delicate handwriting. Who was
there, even among women of her high lineage and breeding, that could rival
the ineffable grace and elegance with which this small note was penned?
That one whose mind and person alike so strongly attracted him must now
by his own act be lost to him forever, was a bitter thought. Though it was
almost dark, he sat down and wrote to her: ‘Do not say that the waters have
but wetted your sleeve. For the shallowness is in your comparison only; not
in my affections!’ And to this he added the poem: ‘’Tis you, you only who
have loitered among the shallow pools: while I till all my limbs were
drenched have battled through the thickets of love’s dark track.’ And he

ended with the words: ‘Had but a ray of comfort lighted the troubles of this
house, I should myself have been the bearer of this note.’
Meanwhile Aoi’s possession had returned in full force; she was in a
state of pitiable torment. It reached Lady Rokujō’s ears that the illness had
been attributed by some to the operation of her ‘living spirit.’ Others, she
was told, believed that her father’s ghost was avenging the betrayal of his
daughter. She brooded constantly upon the nature of her own feelings
towards Aoi, but could discover in herself nothing but intense unhappiness.
Of hostility towards Aoi she could find no trace at all. Yet she could not be
sure whether somewhere in the depths of a soul consumed by anguish some
spark of malice had not lurked. Through all the long years during which she
had loved and suffered, though it had often seemed to her that greater
torment could not anywhere in the world exist, her whole being had never
once been so utterly bruised and shattered as in these last days. It had begun
with that hateful episode of the coaches. She had been scorned, treated as
though she had no right to exist. Yes, it was true that since the Festival of
Purification her mind had been buffeted by such a tempest of conflicting
resolutions that sometimes it seemed as though she had lost all control over
her own thoughts. She remembered how one night she had suddenly, in the
midst of agonizing doubts and indecisions, found that she had been
dreaming. It seemed to her that she had been in a large magnificent room,
where lay a girl whom she knew to be the Princess Aoi. Snatching her by
the arm she had dragged and mauled the prostrate figure, with an outburst
of brutal fury such as in her waking life would have been utterly foreign to
her. Since then she had had the same dream several times. How terrible! It
seemed then that it was really possible for one’s spirit to leave the body and
break out into emotions which the waking mind would not countenance.
Even where someone’s actions are all but irreproachable (she reflected)
people take a malicious delight in saying nothing about the good he has
done and everything about the evil. With what joy would they seize upon
such a story as this! That after his death a man’s ghost should pursue his
enemies is a thing which seems to be of constant occurrence, yet even this
is taken as a sign that the dead man was of a fiendishly venomous and
malignant character and his reputation is utterly destroyed. ‘What then will
become of me if it is thought that while still alive I have been guilty of so
hideous a crime?’ She must face her fate. She had lost Genji for ever. If she
were to keep any control at all over her own thoughts she must first of all

find some way of putting him wholly out of mind. She kept on reminding
herself not to think of him, so that this very resolve led her in the end to
think of him but the more.
The Virgin of Ise should by rights have entered upon her duties before
the end of the year, but difficulties of various kinds arose and it was not till
the autumn of the next year that she could at last be received. She was to
enter the Palace in-the-Fields14 in the ninth month, but this was decided so
late that the arrangements for her second Purification had to be made in
great haste. It was very inconvenient that at this crisis her mother, so far
from superintending the preparations, spent hour after hour lying dazed and
helpless upon her bed. At last the priests arrived to fetch the girl away. They
took a grave view of the mother’s condition and gave her the benefit of their
presence by offering up many prayers and incantations. But week after
week she remained in the same condition, showing no symptom which
seemed actually dangerous, yet all the time (in some vague and indefinite
way) obviously very ill. Genji sent constantly to enquire after her, but she
saw clearly that his attention was occupied by quite other matters. Aoi’s
delivery was not yet due and no preparations for it had been made, when
suddenly there were signs that it was close at hand. She was in great
distress, but though the healers recited prayer upon prayer their utmost
efforts could not shift by one jot the spiteful power which possessed her. All
the greatest miracle-workers of the land were there; the utter failure of their
ministrations irritated and perplexed them. At last, daunted by the potency
of their incantations, the spirit that possessed her found voice and, weeping
bitterly, she was heard to say: ‘Give me a little respite; there is a matter of
which Prince Genji and I must speak.’ The healers nodded at one another as
though to say ‘Now we shall learn something worth knowing,’ for they
were convinced that the ‘possession’ was speaking through the mouth of the
possessed, and they hurried Genji to her bedside. Her parents thinking that,
her end being near, she desired to give some last secret injunction to Genji,
retired to the back of the room. The priests too ceased their incantations and
began to recite the Hokkekyo15 in low impressive tones. He raised the bedcurtain. She looked lovely as ever as she lay there, very big with child, and
any man who saw her even now would have found himself strangely
troubled by her beauty. How much the more then Prince Genji, whose heart
was already overflowing with tenderness and remorse! The plaited tresses

of her long hair stood out in sharp contrast to her white jacket.16 Even to
this loose, sick-room garb her natural grace imparted the air of a
fashionable gown! He took her hand. ‘It is terrible’ he began, ‘to see you
looking so unhappy ...’ he could say no more. Still she gazed at him, but
through his tears he saw that there was no longer in her eyes the wounded
scorn that he had come to know so well, but a look of forbearance and
tender concern; and while she watched him weep her own eyes brimmed
with tears. It would not do for him to go on crying like this. Her father and
mother would be alarmed; besides, it was upsetting Aoi herself, and
meaning to cheer her he said: ‘Come, things are not so bad as that! You will
soon be much better. But even if anything should happen, it is certain that
we shall meet again in worlds to come. Your father and mother too, and
many others, love you so dearly that between your fate and theirs must be
some sure bond that will bring you back to them in many, many lives that
are to be.’ Suddenly she interrupted him: ‘No, no. That is not it. But stop
these prayers awhile. They do me great harm,’ and drawing him nearer to
her she went on ‘I did not think that you would come. I have waited for you
till all my soul is burnt with longing.’ She spoke wistfully, tenderly; and
still in the same tone recited the verse ‘Bind thou, as the seam of a skirt is
braided, this shred, that from my soul despair and loneliness have
sundered.’ The voice in which these words were said was not Aoi’s; nor
was the manner hers. He knew someone whose voice was very like that.
Who was it? Why, yes; surely only she,—the Lady Rokujō. Once or twice
he had heard people suggest that something of this kind might be
happening; but he had always rejected the idea as hideous and unthinkable,
believing it to be the malicious invention of some unprincipled
scandalmonger, and had even denied that such ‘possession’ ever took place.
Now he had seen one with his own eyes. Ghastly, unbelievable as they
were, such things did happen in real life. Controlling himself at last he said
in a low voice: ‘I am not sure who is speaking to me. Do not leave me in
doubt....’ Her answer proved only too conclusively that he had guessed
aright. To his horror her parents now came back to the bed, but she had
ceased to speak, and seeing her now lying quietly her mother thought the
attack was over, and was coming towards the bed carrying a basin of hot
water when Aoi suddenly started up and bore a child. For the moment all
was gladness and rejoicing; but it seemed only too likely that the spirit
which possessed her had but been temporarily dislodged; for a fierce fit of

terror was soon upon her, as though the thing (whatever it was) were angry
at having been put to the trouble of shifting, so that there was still grave
anxiety about the future. The Abbot of Tendai and the other great
ecclesiastics who were gathered together in the room attributed her easy
delivery to the persistency of their own incantations and prayers, and as
they hastily withdrew to seek refreshment and repose they wiped the sweat
from their brows with an expression of considerable self-satisfaction. Her
friends who had for days been plunged in the deepest gloom now began to
take heart a little, believing that although there was no apparent
improvement yet now that the child was safely born she could not fail to
mend. The prayers and incantations began once more, but throughout the
house there was a new feeling of confidence; for the amusement of looking
after the baby at least gave them some relief from the strain under which
they had been living for so many days. Handsome presents were sent by the
ex-Emperor, the Royal Princes and all the Court, forming an array which
grew more dazzling each night.17 The fact that the child was a boy made the
celebrations connected with his birth all the more sumptuous and elaborate.
The news of this event took Lady Rokujō somewhat aback. The last
report she had heard from the Great Hall was that the confinement was
bound to be very dangerous. And now they said that there had not been the
slightest difficulty. She thought this very peculiar. She had herself for a long
while been suffering from the most disconcerting sensations. Often she felt
as though her whole personality had in some way suddenly altered. It was
as though she were a stranger to herself. Recently she had noticed that a
smell of mustard-seed incense for which she was at a loss to account was
pervading her clothes and hair. She took a hot bath and put on other clothes;
but still the same odour of incense pursued her. It was bad enough even in
private to have this sensation of being as it were estranged from oneself.
But now her body was playing tricks upon her which her attendants must
have noticed and were no doubt discussing behind her back. Yet there was
not one person among those about her with whom she could bring herself to
discuss such things and all this pent-up misery seemed only to increase the
strange process of dissolution which had begun to attack her mind.
Now that Genji was somewhat less anxious about Aoi’s condition the
recollection of his extraordinary conversation with her at the crisis of her
attack kept on recurring in his mind, and it made so painful an impression

upon him that though it was now a long time since he had communicated
with Rokujō and he knew that she must be deeply offended, he felt that no
kind of intimacy with her would ever again be possible. Yet in the end pity
prevailed and he sent her a letter. It seemed indeed that it would at present
be heartless to absent himself at all from one who had just passed through
days of such terrible suffering and from her friends who were still in a state
of the gravest anxiety, and all his secret excursions were abandoned. Aoi
still remained in a condition so serious that he was not allowed to see her.
The child was as handsome an infant as you could wish to see. The great
interest which Genji took in it and the zest with which he entered into all
the arrangements which were made for its welfare delighted Aoi’s father,
inasmuch as they seemed signs of a better understanding between his
daughter and Genji; and though her slow recovery caused him great anxiety,
he realized that an illness such as that through which she had just passed
must inevitably leave considerable traces behind it and he persuaded
himself that her condition was less dangerous than one might have
supposed. The child reminded Genji of the Heir Apparent and made him
long to see Fujitsubo’s little son again. The desire took such strong hold
upon him that at last he sent Aoi a message in which he said: ‘It is a very
long time since I have been to the Palace or indeed have paid any visits at
all. I am beginning to feel the need of a little distraction, so to-day I am
going out for a short while and should like to see you before I go. I do not
want to feel that we are completely cut off from one another.’ So he
pleaded, and he was supported by her ladies who told her that Prince Genji
was her own dear Lord and that she ought not to be so proud and stiff with
him. She feared that her illness had told upon her looks and was for
speaking to him with a curtain between, but this too her gentlewomen
would not allow. He brought a stool close to where she was lying and began
speaking to her of one thing or another. Occasionally she put in a word or
two, but it was evident that she was still very weak. Nevertheless it was
difficult to believe that she had so recently seemed almost at the point of
death. They were talking quietly together about those worst days of her
illness and how they now seemed like an evil dream when suddenly he
recollected the extraordinary conversation he had had with her when she
was lying apparently at her last gasp and filled with a sudden bitterness, he
said to her: ‘There are many other things that I must one day talk to you
about. But you seem very tired and perhaps I had better leave you.’ So

saying he arranged her pillows, brought her warm water to wash in and in
fact played the sick-nurse so well that those about her wondered where he
had acquired the art. Still peerlessly beautiful but weak and listless she
seemed as she lay motionless on the bed at times almost to fade out of
existence. He gazed at her with fond concern. Her hair, every ringlet still in
its right place, was spread out over the pillow. Never before had her
marvellous beauty so strangely impressed him. Was it conceivable that year
after year he should have allowed such a woman to continue in
estrangement from him? Still he stood gazing at her. ‘I must start for the
Palace,’ he said at last; ‘but I shall not be away long. Now that you are
better you must try to make your mother feel less anxious about you when
she comes presently; for though she tries hard not to show it, she is still
terribly distressed about you. You must begin now to make an effort and sit
up for a little while each day. I think it is partly because she spoils you so
much that you are taking so long to get well.’ As he left the room, robed in
all the magnificence of his court attire she followed him with her eyes more
fixedly than ever in her life before. The attendance of the officers who took
part in the autumn session was required, and Aoi’s father accompanied
Genji to the Palace, as did also her brother who needed the Minister’s
assistance in making their arrangements for the coming political year. Many
of their servants went too and the Great Hall wore a deserted and
melancholy aspect. Suddenly Aoi was seized with the same choking-fit as
before and was soon in a desperate condition. This news was brought to
Genji in the Palace and breaking off his Audience he at once made for
home. The rest followed in hot haste and though it was Appointment
Evening18 they gave up all thought of attending the proceedings, knowing
that the tragic turn of affairs at the Great Hall would be considered a
sufficient excuse. It was too late to get hold of the abbot from Mount Tendai
or any of the dignitaries who had given their assistance before. It was
appalling that just when she seemed to have taken a turn for the better she
should so suddenly again be at the point of death, and the people at the
Great Hall felt utterly helpless and bewildered. Soon the house was full of
lackeys who were arriving from every side with messages of sympathy and
enquiry; but from the inhabitants of that stricken house they could obtain no
information, for they seemed to do nothing but rush about from one room to
another in a state of frenzy which it was terrifying to behold.

Remembering that several times already her ‘possession’ had reduced
her to a trance-like state, they did not for some time attempt to lay out the
body or even touch her pillows, but left her lying just as she was. After two
or three days however it became clear that life was extinct.
Amid the general lamentations which ensued Genji’s spirit sank with
the apathy of utter despair. Sorrow had followed too fast upon sorrow; life
as he saw it now was but a succession of futile miseries. The messages of
condolence which poured in from all the most exalted quarters in the Court
and City merely fatigued and exasperated him.
The warmth of the old ex-Emperor’s messages and his evident personal
distress at Aoi’s death were indeed very flattering and mingled a certain
feeling of gratification with her father’s perpetual weeping. At the
suggestion of a friend various drastic means were resorted to in the hope
that it might yet be possible to kindle some spark of life in the body. But it
soon became evident, even to their reluctant eyes, that all this was too late,
and heavy at heart they took the body to Toribeno. Here, in the great flat
cremation-ground beyond the town, the horrors that they had dreaded were
only too swiftly begun. Even in this huge open space there was scarcely
room for the crowds of mourners who had come from all the great palaces
of the City to follow behind the bier and for the concourses of priests who,
chanting their liturgies, flocked from the neighbouring temples. The exEmperor was of course represented; so were the Princess Kōkiden and the
Heir Apparent; while many other important people came in person and
mingled with the crowd. Never had any funeral aroused so universal a
demonstration of interest and sympathy. Her father was not present: ‘Now
in my declining years to have lost one who was so young and strong is a
blow too staggering ...’ he said and he could no longer check the tears
which he was striving to conceal. His grief was heart-rending. All night
long the mournful ceremonies proceeded, but at last only a few pitiful ashes
remained upon the pyre and in the morning the mourners returned to their
homes. It was in fact, save for its grandeurs, much like any other funeral;
but it so happened that save in one case only death had not yet come Genji’s
way and the scenes of that day haunted him long afterwards with hideous
persistency.
The ceremony took place in the last week of the eighth month. Seeing
that from Aoi’s father all the soft brightness of this autumn morning was hid

in the twilight of despair and well knowing what thoughts must be passing
through his mind, Genji came to him and pointing to the sky whispered the
following verse: ‘Because of all the mists that wreathe the autumn sky I
know not which ascended from my lady’s bier, henceforth upon the country
of the clouds from pole to pole I gaze with love.’
At last he was back in his room. He lay down, but could not sleep. His
thoughts went back over the years that he had known her. Why had he been
content lazily to assume that in the end all would go right and meanwhile
amused himself regardless of her resentment? Why had he let year after
year go by without managing even at the very end to establish any real
intimacy, any sympathy between them? The bitterest remorse now filled his
heart; but what use was it? His servants brought him his light grey
mourner’s dress and the strange thought floated into his mind ‘What if I had
died instead and not she? She would be getting into the woman-mourner’s
deep-dyed robe,’ and he recited the poem: ‘Though light in hue the dress
which in bereavement custom bids me wear, yet black my sorrow as the
gown thou wouldst have worn;’ and as thus clad he told his rosary those
about him noted that even the dull hues of mourning could not make him
look peaked or drab. He read many sūtras in a low voice, among them the
liturgy to Samantabhadra as Dispenser of the Dharmadhātu Samādhi, which
he recited with an earnestness more impressive in its way than the
dexterous intonation of the professional cleric. Next he visited the new-born
child and took some comfort in the reflection that she had at least left
behind her this memorial of their love. Genji did not attempt to go even for
the day to the Nijō-in, but remained buried in recollections and regrets with
no other occupation save the ordering of masses for her soul. He did
however bring himself to write a few letters, among them one to Rokujō.
The Virgin Elect was already in charge of the Guardsmen of the Gate and
would soon be passed on by them to the Palace-in-the-Fields. Rokujō
accordingly made her daughter’s situation an excuse for sending no reply.19
He was now so weary of life and its miseries that he seriously contemplated
the taking of priestly vows, and might perhaps have done so, had there not
been a new bond which seemed to tie him irrevocably to the world. But
stay, there was the girl Murasaki too, waiting for him in the wing of his
palace. How unhappy she must have been during all this long time! That
night lying all alone within his royal curtains, though watchmen were going
their rounds not far away, he felt very lonely and remembering that ‘autumn

is no time to lie alone,’ he sent for the sweetest voiced among the chaplains
of the palace. His chanting mingled with the sounds of early dawn was
indeed of almost unendurable beauty. But soon the melancholy of late
autumn, the murmur of the rising wind took possession of him, and little
used to lonely nights he found it hard to keep his bed till morning. Looking
out he saw that a heavy mist lay over the garden beds; yet despite the mist it
was clear that something was tied to the stem of a fine chrysanthemum not
far away. It was a letter written on dark blue paper.20 The messenger had
left it there and gone away. ‘What a charming idea!’ he was thinking when
he suddenly recognized the hand. It was from Rokujō. She began by saying
she did not think, having regard to her daughter’s situation, that he would
be surprised at her long delay in answering his previous note. She added an
acrostic poem in which, playing upon the word chrysanthemum (kiku) she
told him of her distress at hearing (kiku) of his bereavement. ‘The beauty of
the morning’ she ended, ‘turned my thoughts more than ever towards you
and your sorrow; that is why I could not choose but answer you.’ It was
written even more elegantly than usual; but he tossed it aside. Her
condolences wounded him, for after what he had seen he knew that they
could not be sincere. Nevertheless he felt that it would be too harsh to break
off all communication with her; that he should do so would in fact tend to
incriminate her, and this was the last thing he desired. After all, it was
probably not that at all which had brought about the disaster; maybe Aoi’s
fate was sealed in any case. If only he had chanced never to see or hear the
fatal operation of her spirit! As it was, argue with himself as he might, he
doubted whether he would ever be able to efface the impression of what had
been revealed to him at that hideous scene.
He had the excuse that he was still in deep mourning and that to receive
a letter from him would inconvenience her at this stage of her daughter’s
Purification. But after turning the matter over in his mind for a long while,
he decided that it would be unfeeling not to answer a letter which had
evidently been written with the sole object of giving him pleasure and on a
paper lightly tinted with brown he wrote: ‘Though I have let so many days
slip by, believe me that you have not been absent from my thoughts. If I
was reluctant to answer your letter, it was because, as a mourner, I was
loath to trespass upon the sanctity which now surrounds your home, and
this I trusted that you would understand. Do not brood overmuch upon what
has happened; for “go we late or soon, more frail our lives than dew-drops

hanging in the morning light.” For the present, think of it no more. I say this
now, because it is not possible for us to meet.’
She received the letter at her daughter’s place of preparation, but did
not read it till she was back in her own house. At a glance she knew at what
he was hinting. So he too accused her! And at last the hideous conviction of
her own guilt forced itself upon her acceptance. Her misery increased
tenfold.
If even Genji had reason to believe in her guilt, her brother-in-law, the
ex-Emperor, must already have been informed. What was he thinking of
her? Her dead husband, Prince Zembō, had been the brother whom he had
loved best. He had accepted the guardianship of the little girl who was now
about to be consecrated and at his brother’s earnest entreaty had promised
to undertake her education and indeed treat her as though she were his own
child. The old Emperor had constantly invited the widowed lady and her
daughter to live with him in the Palace, but she was reluctant to accept this
offer, which indeed was somewhat impracticable. Meanwhile she allowed
herself to listen to Genji’s youthful addresses and was soon living in
constant torment and agitation lest her indiscretion should be discovered.
During the whole period of this escapade she was in such a state of mingled
excitement and apprehension that she scarcely knew what she was doing. In
the world at large she had the reputation of being a great beauty and this,
combined with her exalted lineage, brought to the Palace-in-the-Fields, so
soon as it was known that she had repaired thither with her daughter, a host
of frivolous dandies from the Court, who made it their business to force
upon her their fashionable attentions morning, noon and night. Genji heard
of this and did not blame them. He could only think it was a thousand pities
that a woman endowed with every talent and charm, should take it into her
head that she had done with the world and prepare to remove herself to so
remote a place. He could not help thinking that she would find Ise
extremely dull when she got there.
Though the masses for Aoi’s soul were now over, he remained in
retirement till the end of the seven weeks. He was not used to doing nothing
and the time hung heavy on his hands. Often he sent for Tō no Chūjō to tell
him all that was going on in the world, and among much serious
information Chūjō would often seek to distract him by discussing the
strange escapades in which they had sometimes shared.

On one of these occasions he indulged in some jokes at the expense of
the ancient lady-of-the-bedchamber with whom Genji had so indiscreetly
become involved. ‘Poor old lady!’ Genji protested; ‘it is too bad to make
fun of her in this way. Please do not do it.’ But all the same he had to admit
to himself that he could never think of her without smiling. Then Chūjō told
him the whole story of how he had followed and watched him on that
autumn night, the first after the full moon,21 and many other stories besides
of his own adventures and other people’s. But in the end they fell to talking
of their common loss, and agreeing that taken all in all life was but a sad
business they parted in tears.
Some weeks afterwards on a gloomy wet evening Chūjō strode into the
room looking somewhat self-conscious in the light grey winter cloak and
breeches which he was to-day wearing for the first time.22 Genji was
leaning against the balustrade of the balcony above the main western door.
For a long while he had been gazing at the frost-clad gardens which
surrounded the house. A high wind was blowing and swift showers dashed
against the trees. Near to tears he murmured to himself the line ‘Tell me
whether her soul be in the rain or whether in the clouds above!’23 And as
Chūjō watched him sitting there, his chin resting upon his hand, he thought
the soul of one who had been wedded to so lovely a youth would not indeed
have borne quite to renounce the scene of her earthly life and must surely
be hovering very near him. Still gazing with eager admiration Chūjō came
to Genji’s side. He noticed now that though his friend had not in any other
way abated the plainness of his dress, he had to-day put on a coloured sash.
This streak of deep red showed up against his grey cloak (which though still
a summer one24 was of darker colour than that which he had lately been
wearing) in so attractive a way that though the effect was very different
from that of the magnificent attires which Genji had affected in happier
days, yet Chūjō could not for a long while take his eyes off him. At last he
too gazed up at the stormy sky, and remembering the Chinese verse which
he had heard Genji repeat he recited the poem: ‘Though to rain her soul be
turned, yet where in the clouded vault of heaven is that one mist-wreath
which is she?’ And Genji answered: ‘Since she whom once we knew
beyond the country of the clouds is fled, two months of storm and darkness
now have seared the wintry earth below.’

The depth of Genji’s feeling was evident. Sometimes Chūjō had
thought it was merely dread of the old Emperor’s rebukes—coupled with a
sense of obligation towards Aoi’s father whose kindness had always been so
marked and also towards the Princess her mother, who had cherished him
with an unfailing patience and fondness—that had made it difficult for him
to break off a relationship which was in fact becoming very irksome. Often
indeed Genji’s apparent indifference to Aoi had been very painful to him.
Now it was evident to him that she had never ceased to hold an important
place in his affections, and this made him deplore more bitterly than ever
the tragedy of her early death. Whatever he did and wherever he went he
felt that a light was gone out of his life and he was very despondent.
Among the withered undergrowth in the garden Genji found to his
delight a few gentians still blossoming and after Chūjō was gone he plucked
some and bade the wet-nurse Saisō give them to the child’s grandmother,
together with the verse: ‘This gentian flower that lingered amid the
withered grasses of the hedge I send you in remembrance of the autumn that
is passed.’ ‘To you’ he added ‘it will seem a poor thing in contrast to the
flowers that are gone.’ The Princess looked at her grandson’s innocent
smiling face and thought that in beauty he was not far behind the child she
had lost. Already her tears were pouring faster than a stormy wind shakes
down the dry leaves from a tree, and when she read Genji’s message they
flowed faster still. This was her answer: ‘New tears, but tears of joy it
brings,—this blossom from a meadow that is now laid waste.’
Still in need of some small employment to distract his thoughts, though
it was already getting dark he began a letter to Princess Asagao who, he felt
sure, must long ago have been told of his bereavement. Although it was a
long time since he had heard from her he made no reference to their former
friendship; his letter was indeed so formal that he allowed the messenger to
read it before he started. It was written on Chinese paper tinted sky-blue.
With it was the poem ‘When I look back upon an autumn fraught with
diverse sorrows I find no dusk dimmed with such tears as I to-night have
shed.’ He took great pains with his handwriting and her ladies thought it a
shame that so elegant a note should remain unanswered. In the end she
reached the same conclusion. ‘Though my heart goes out towards you in
your affliction,’ she answered, ‘I see no cause to abandon my distrust.’ And
to this she added the poem ‘Since I heard that the mists of autumn had

vanished and left desolate winter in your house, I have thought often of you
as I watched the streaming sky.’ This was all, and it was written hastily, but
to Genji, who for so long had received no news from her, it gave as much
pleasure as the longest and most ingenious epistle.
It is in general the unexplored that attracts us, and Genji tended to fall
most deeply in love with those who gave him least encouragement. The
ideal condition for the continuance of his affection was that the beloved,
much occupied elsewhere, should grant him no more than an occasional
favour. There was one25 who admirably fulfilled these conditions, but
unfortunately her high rank and conspicuous position in society brought
with them too many material difficulties. But little Murasaki was different.
There was no need to bring her up on this principle. He had not during the
long days of his mourning ever forgotten her and he knew that she must be
feeling very dull without him. But he regarded her merely as an orphan
child whose care he had undertaken and it was a comfort to him to think
that here at least was someone he could leave for a little while without
anxiously wondering all the time whether he would get into trouble.
It was now quite dark, and gathering the people of the house round the
great lamp he got them to tell him stories. There was among them a
gentlewoman named Chūnagon with whom he had for years been secretly
in love. He still felt drawn towards her, but at such a time there could of
course be no thought of any closer tie. Seeing now that he was looking
despondent she came over to him and when they had talked for a while of
various matters at large, Genji said to her: ‘During these last weeks, when
all has been quiet in the house, I have grown so used to the company of you
gentlewomen that if a time comes when we can no longer meet so
frequently, I shall miss you very much. That was why I was feeling
particularly depressed; though indeed whichever way I turn my thoughts I
find small matter for consolation!’ Here he paused and some of the ladies
shed a few tears. At last one of them said: ‘I know, my Lord, how dark a
cloud has fallen upon your life and would not venture to compare our
sorrow with yours. But I would have you remember what it must mean to us
that henceforward you will never....’ ‘Do not say never’ answered Genji
kindly. ‘I do not forget my friends so easily as that. If there are any among
you who, mindful of the past, wish still to serve in this house, they may
count upon it that so long as I live I shall never desert them.’ And as he sat

gazing into the lamplight, with tears a-glitter in his eyes, they felt they were
fortunate indeed in having such a protector.
There was among these gentlewomen a little orphan girl who had been
Aoi’s favourite among all her maids. Well knowing how desolate the child
must now be feeling he said to her kindly: ‘Whose business is it now but
mine to look after little Miss Até?’ The girl burst into tears. In her short
tunic, darker than the dresses the others were wearing, with black
neckerchief and dark blue breeches she was a charming figure. ‘I hope’
continued Genji ‘that there are some who despite the dull times they are
likely to have in this house will choose, in memory of the past, to devote
themselves to the care of the little prince whom I am leaving behind. If all
who knew his mother are now to be dispersed his plight will be more
wretched than before.’ Again he promised never to forget them, but they
knew well enough that his visits would be few and far between, and felt
very despondent.
That night he distributed among these waiting-ladies and among all the
servants at the Great Hall according to their rank and condition various
keepsakes and trifles that had belonged to their young mistress, giving to
each whatever he thought most likely to keep her memory alive, without
regard to his own preferences and dislikes in the household.
He had determined that he could not much longer continue this mode of
life and must soon return to his own palace. While his servants were
dragging out his coach and his gentlemen assembling in front of his rooms,
as though on purpose to delay him a violent rainstorm began, with a wind
that tore the last leaves from the trees and swept them over the earth with
wild rapidity. The gentlemen who had assembled in front of the house were
soon drenched to the skin. He had meant to go to the Palace, then to the
Nijō-in and return to sleep at the Great Hall. But on such a night this was
impossible, and he ordered his gentlemen to proceed straight to the Nijō-in
where he would join them subsequently. As they trooped off each of them
felt (though none of them was likely to be seeing the Great Hall for by any
means the last time) that to-day a chapter in his life was closed. Both the
Minister and his wife, when they heard that Genji was not returning that
night, also felt that they had reached a new and bitter stage in the progress
of their affliction. To Aoi’s mother he sent this letter: ‘The ex-Emperor has
expressed a strong desire to see me and I feel bound to go to the Palace.

Though I shall not be absent for many days, yet it is now so long a time
since I left this house that I feel dazed at the prospect of facing the great
world once more. I could not go without informing you of my departure,
but am in no condition to pay you a visit.’ The Princess was still lying with
closed eyes, her thoughts buried in the profoundest gloom. She did not send
a reply. Presently Aoi’s father came to Genji’s apartments. He found it very
hard to bear up, and during the interview clung fast to his son-in-law’s
sleeve with an air of dependence which was pathetic to witness. After much
hesitation he began at last to say: ‘We old men are prone to tears even when
small matters are amiss; you must not wonder then that under the weight of
so terrible a sorrow I sometimes find myself breaking into fits of weeping
which I am at a loss to control. At such moments of weakness and disarray I
had rather be where none can see me, and that is why I have not as yet
ventured even to pay my respects to his Majesty your good father. If
opportunity offers, I beg you to explain this to him. To be left thus desolate
in the last years of life is a sore trial, a very sore trial indeed....’ The effort
which it cost him to say these words was distressing for Genji to watch and
he hastened to assure the old Minister that he would make matters right at
the Court. ‘Though I do not doubt,’ he added, ‘that my father has already
guessed the reason of your absence.’ As it was still raining heavily the
Minister urged him to start before it grew quite dark. But Genji would not
leave the house till he had taken a last look at the inner rooms. His fatherin-law followed him. In the space beyond Aoi’s curtained seat, packed away
behind a screen, some thirty gentlewomen all clad in dark grey weeds were
huddled together, forlorn and tearful. ‘These hapless ladies,’ said the
Minister, turning to Genji, ‘though they take some comfort in the thought
that you are leaving behind you one whose presence will sometimes draw
you to this house, well know that it will never again be your rightful home,
and this distresses them no less than the loss of their dear mistress. For
years they had hoped against hope that you and she would at last be
reconciled. Consider then how bitter for them must be the day of this, your
final departure.’ ‘Let them take heart’ said Genji; ‘for whereas while my
lady was alive I would often of set purpose absent myself from her in the
vain hope that upon my return I should find her less harshly disposed
towards me, now that she is dead I have no longer any cause to shun this
house, as soon you shall discover.’

When he had watched Genji drive away, Aoi’s father went to her
bedroom. All her things were just as she had left them. On a stand in front
of the bed writing materials lay scattered about. There were some papers
covered with Genji’s handwriting, and these the old man clasped with an
eagerness that made some of the gentlewomen who had followed him smile
even in the midst of their grief. The works that Genji had written out were
all masterpieces of the past, some Chinese, some Japanese; some written in
cursive, some in full script; they constituted indeed an astonishing display
of versatile penmanship. The Minister gazed with an almost religious awe
at these specimens of Genji’s skill, and the thought that he must henceforth
regard the young man whom he adored as no longer a member of his
household and family must at that moment have been very painful to him.
Among these manuscripts was a copy of Po Chü-i’s “Everlasting
Wrong”26 and beside the words ‘The old pillow, the old coverlet with whom
shall he now share?’ Genji had written the poem: ‘Mournful her ghost that
journeying now to unfamiliar realms must flee the couch where we were
wont to rest.’ While beside the words ‘The white petals of the frost’ he had
written: ‘The dust shall cover this bed; for no longer can I bear to brush
from it the nightly dew of my tears.’
Aoi’s ladies were gathered together in groups of two or three in each of
which some gentlewoman was pouring out her private griefs and vexations.
‘No doubt, as his Excellency the Minister told us, Prince Genji will come to
us sometimes, if only to see the child. But for my part I doubt whether he
will find much comfort in such visits....’ So one of them was saying to her
friends. And soon there were many affecting scenes of farewell between
them, for it had been decided that for the present they were all of them to go
back to their homes.
Meanwhile Genji was with his father in the Palace. ‘You are very thin
in the face,’ said the ex-Emperor as soon as he saw him. ‘I am afraid you
have overtaxed your strength by too much prayer and fasting,’ and in a state
of the deepest concern he at once began pressing all kinds of viands and
cordials upon him, showing with regard to his health and indeed his affairs
in general a solicitude by which Genji could not help feeling touched.
Late that night he at last arrived at the Nijō-in. Here he found
everything garnished and swept; his men-servants and maids were waiting

for him at the door. All the gentlewomen of the household at once presented
themselves in his apartments. They seemed to have vied with one another
which should look the gayest and smartest, and their finery contrasted
pleasantly with the sombre and dispiriting attire of the unfortunate ladies
whom he had left behind him at the Great Hall.
Having changed out of his court dress, he went at once to the western
wing. Not only was Murasaki’s winter costume most daintily designed, but
her pretty waiting-maids and little companions were so handsomely
equipped as to reflect the greatest credit on Shōnagon’s management; and
he saw with satisfaction that such matters might with perfect safety be left
in her hands. Murasaki herself was indeed exquisitely dressed. ‘How tall
you have grown since last I saw you!’ he said and pulled up her little
curtain-of-honour. He had been away so long that she felt shy with him and
turned her head aside. But he would not for the world have had her look
otherwise than she looked at that moment, for as she sat in profile with the
lamplight falling upon her face he realized with delight that she was
becoming the very image of her whom from the beginning he had loved
best. Coming closer to her side he whispered to her: ‘Some time or other I
want to tell you about all that has been happening to me since I went away.
But it has all been very terrible and I am too tired to speak of it now, so I
am going away to rest for a little while in my own room. From to-morrow
onwards you will have me to yourself all day long; in fact, I expect you will
soon grow quite tired of me.’
‘So far, so good’ thought Shōnagon when she heard this speech. But
she was still very far from easy in her mind. She knew that there were
several ladies of very great influence with whom Genji was on terms of
friendship and she feared that when it came to choosing a second wife, he
would be far more likely to take one of these than to remember her own
little mistress; and she was not at all satisfied.
When Genji had retired to the eastern wing, he sent for a certain Lady
Chūjō to rub his limbs and then went to bed. Next morning he wrote to the
nurses of Aoi’s child and received from them in reply a touching account of
its beauty and progress; but the letter served only to awaken in him useless
memories and regrets. Towards the end of the day he felt very restless and
the time hung heavily on his hands, but he was in no mood to resume his
secret rovings and such an idea did not even occur to him. In Murasaki none

of his hopes had been disappointed; she had indeed grown up into as
handsome a girl as you could wish to see, nor was she any longer at an age
when it was impossible for him to become her lover. He constantly hinted at
this, but she did not seem to understand what he meant.

He still had plenty of time on his hands, and the whole of it was now
spent in her society. All day long they played together at draughts or wordpicking, and even in the course of these trivial pursuits she showed a
quickness of mind and beauty of disposition which continually delighted
him; but she had been brought up in such rigid seclusion from the world
that it never once occurred to her to exploit her charms in any more adult
way.
Soon the situation became unendurable, and though he knew that she
would be very much upset he determined somehow or another to get his
own way.
There came a morning when the gentleman was already up and about,
but the young lady was still lying a-bed. Her attendants had no means of
knowing that anything out of the ordinary had happened, for it had always
been Genji’s habit to go in and out of her room just as he chose. They
naturally assumed that she was not feeling well and were glancing at her
with sympathy when Genji arrived carrying a writing-box which he slipped
behind the bed curtains. He at once retired, and the ladies also left the room.
Seeing that she was alone Murasaki slowly raised her head. There by her
pillow was the writing-box and tied to it with ribbon, a slender note.
Listlessly she detached the note and unfolding it read the hastily scribbled
poem: ‘Too long have we deferred this new emprise, who night by night till
now have lain but with a shift between.’
That this was what Genji had so long been wanting came to her as a
complete surprise and she could not think why he should regard the
unpleasant thing that had happened last night as in some way the beginning
of a new and more intimate friendship between them. Later in the morning
he came again. ‘Is something the matter with you?’ he asked. ‘I shall be
very dull to-day if you cannot play draughts with me.’ But when he came
close to her she only buried herself more deeply than ever under the
bedclothes. He waited till the room was empty and then bending over her he
said ‘Why are you treating me in this surly way? I little expected to find
you in so bad a humour this morning. The others will think it very strange if
you lie here all day,’ and he pulled aside the scarlet coverlet beneath which
she had dived. To his astonishment he found that she was bathed in sweat;
even the hair that hung across her cheeks was dripping wet. ‘No! This is too

much,’ he said; ‘what a state you have worked yourself up into!’ But try as
he would to coax her back to reason he could not get a word out of her, for
she was really feeling very vexed with him indeed. ‘Very well then,’ he said
at last, ‘if that is how you feel I will never come to see you again,’ and he
pretended to be very much mortified and humiliated. Turning away, he
opened the writing-box to see whether she had written any answer to his
poem, but of course found none. He understood perfectly that her distress
was due merely to extreme youth and inexperience, and was not at all put
out. All day long he sat near her trying to win back her confidence, and
though he had small success he found even her rebuffs in a curious way
very endearing.
At nightfall, it being the Day of the Wild Boar, the festival cakes27
were served. Owing to Genji’s bereavement no great display was made, but
a few were brought round to Murasaki’s quarters in an elegant picnicbasket. Seeing that the different kinds were all mixed up together Genji
came out into the front part of the house and calling for Koremitsu said to
him: ‘I want you to take these cakes away and bring me some more tomorrow evening; only not nearly so many as this, and all of one kind.28
This is not the right evening for them.’ He smiled as he said these words
and Koremitsu was quick-witted enough at once to guess what had
happened. He did not however think that it would be discreet to
congratulate his master in so many words, and merely said: ‘It is true
enough that if you want to make a good beginning you must eat your cakes
on the proper day. The day of the Rat is certainly very much to the
purpose.29 Pray how many am I to bring?’ When Genji answered ‘Divide
by three30 and you will get the answer,’ Koremitsu was no longer in any
doubt, and hastily retired, leaving Genji amused at the practised air with
which he invariably handled matters of this kind. He said nothing to
anyone, but returning to his private house made the cakes there with his
own hands.
Genji was beginning to despair of ever restoring her confidence and
good humour. But even now, when she seemed as shy of him as on the night
when he first stole her from her home, her beauty fascinated him and he
knew that his love for her in past days had been but a particle compared
with what he had felt since yesterday.

How strange a thing is the heart of man! For now it would have seemed
to him a calamity if even for a single night he had been taken from
Murasaki’s side; and only a little while ago....
Koremitsu brought the cakes which Genji had ordered very late on the
following night. He was careful not to entrust them to Shōnagon, for he
thought that such a commission might embarrass a grown woman. Instead,
he sent for her daughter Miss Ben and putting all the cakes into one large
perfume-box he bade her take them secretly to her mistress. ‘Be sure to put
them close by her pillow, for they are lucky cakes and must not be left
about the house. Promise me not to do anything silly with them.’ Miss Ben
thought all this very odd, but tossing her head she answered ‘When, pray,
did you ever know me to be silly,’ and she walked off with the box. Being
quite a young girl and completely innocent as regards matters of this kind
she marched straight up to her mistress’s bed and, remembering
Koremitsu’s instructions, pushed the box through the curtains and lodged it
safely by the pillow. It seemed to her that there was someone else there as
well as Murasaki. ‘No doubt,’ thought she ‘Prince Genji has come as usual
to hear her repeat her lessons.’
As yet no one in the household save Koremitsu had any knowledge of
the betrothal. But when next day the box was found by the bed and brought
into the servant’s quarters some of those who were in closest touch with
their master’s affairs at once guessed the secret. Where did these little
dishes come from, each set on its own little carved stand? and who had been
at such pains to make these dainty and ingenious cakes? Shōnagon, though
she was shocked at this casual way of slipping into matrimony, was
overjoyed to learn that Genji’s strange patronage of her young mistress had
at last culminated in a definite act of betrothal, and her eyes brimmed with
tears of thankfulness and delight. All the same, she thought he might at least
have taken the trouble to inform her old nurse, and there was a good deal of
grumbling in the household generally at an outside retainer such as
Koremitsu having got wind of the matter first.
During the days that followed he grudged even the short hours of
attendance which he was obliged to put in at the Palace and in his father’s
rooms, discovering (much to his own surprise) that save in her presence he
could no longer enjoy a moment’s peace. The friends whom he had been
wont to visit showed themselves both surprised and offended by this

unexplained neglect, but though he had no wish to stand ill with them he
now found that even a remote prospect of having to absent himself from his
palace for a single night was enough to throw him quite out of gear; and all
the time he was away his spirits were at the very lowest ebb and he looked
for all the world as though he were sickening from some strange illness. To
all invitations or greetings he invariably replied that he was at present in no
fit mood for company (which was naturally taken as an allusion to his
recent loss) or that he must now be gone, for someone with whom he had
business was already awaiting him.
The Minister of the Right was aware that his youngest daughter31 was
still pining for Prince Genji and he said one day to Princess Kōkiden:
‘While his wife was alive we were bound of course to discourage her
friendship with him in every way we could. But the position is now quite
changed and I feel that as things are there would be much to be said for
such a match.’ But Kōkiden had always hated Genji and having herself
arranged that her sister should enter the Palace,32 she saw no reason why
this plan should suddenly be abandoned. Indeed from this moment onwards
she became obstinately determined that the girl should be given to the
Emperor and to no one else. Genji indeed still retained a certain partiality
towards her; but though it grieved him to hear that he had made her
unhappy he had not at present any spare affection to offer her. Life, he had
come to the conclusion, was not long enough for diversions and
experiments; henceforward he would concentrate. He had moreover
received a terrible warning of the dangers which might accrue from such
jealousies and resentments as his former way of life had involved. He
thought with great tenderness and concern of Lady Rokujō’s distress; but it
was clear to him that he must beware of ever again allowing her to regard
him as her true haven of refuge. If however she would renew their
friendship in quite new terms, permitting him to enjoy her company and
conversation at such times as he could conveniently arrange to do so, he
saw no reason why they should not sometimes meet.
Society at large knew that someone was living with him, but her
identity was quite unknown. This was of no consequence; but Genji felt that
sooner or later he ought to let her father Prince Hyōbukyō know what had
become of her and decided that before he did so it would be best to
celebrate her Initiation. This was done privately, but he was at pains that

every detail of the ceremony should be performed with due splendour and
solemnity, and though the outside world was not invited it was as
magnificent an affair as it well could be. But ever since their betrothal
Murasaki had shown a certain shyness and diffidence in his presence. She
could not help feeling sorry that after all the years during which they had
got on so well together and been such close friends he should suddenly take
this strange idea into his head, and whenever her eyes met his she hastily
averted them. He tried to make a joke of the matter, but to her it was very
serious indeed and weighed heavily upon her mind. Her changed attitude
towards him was indeed somewhat comic; but it was also very distressing,
and one day he said: ‘Sometimes it seems as though you had forgotten all
the long years of our friendship and I had suddenly become as new to you
as at the start’; and while thus he scolded her the year drew to a close. On
New Year’s Day he paid the usual visits of ceremony to his father, to the
Emperor and to the Heir Apparent. Next he visited the Great Hall. The old
Minister made no reference to the new year, but at once began to speak of
the past. In the midst of his loneliness and sorrow he was so deeply moved
even by this hasty and long deferred visit that though he strove hard to keep
his composure it was more than he could compass to do. Looking fondly at
his son-in-law he thought that the passage of each fresh year did but add
new beauty to this fair face. They went together into the inner rooms, where
his entry surprised and delighted beyond measure the disconsolate ladies
who had remained behind. Next they visited the little prince who was
growing into a fine child; his merry face was indeed a pleasure to see. His
resemblance to the Heir Apparent was certainly very striking and Genji
wondered whether it had been noticed.
Aoi’s things were still as she had left them. His New Year clothes had
as in former years been hung out for him on the clothes-frame. Aoi’s
clothes-frame which stood empty beside it wore a strangely desolate air. A
letter from the Princess her mother was now brought to him: ‘To-day,’ she
said, ‘our bereavement was more than ever present to my mind, and though
touched at the news of your visit, I fear that to see you would but awaken
unhappy recollections.’ ‘You will remember,’ she continued, ‘that it was my
custom to present you with a suit of clothes on each New Year’s Day. But in
these last months my sight has been so dimmed with tears that I fear you
will think I have matched the colours very ill. Nevertheless I beg that
though it be for to-day only you will suffer yourself to be disfigured by this

unfashionable garb ...’ and a servant held out before him a second33 suit,
which was evidently the one he was expected to wear to-day. The understuff was of a most unusual pattern and mixture of colours and did not at all
please him; but he could not allow her to feel that she had laboured in vain,
and at once put the suit on. It was indeed fortunate that he had come to the
Great Hall that day, for he could see that she had counted on it. In his reply
he said: ‘Though I came with the hope that you would be the first friend I
should greet at this new springtide, yet now that I am here too many bitter
memories assail me and I think it wiser that we should not meet.’ To this he
added an acrostic poem in which he said that with the mourning dress
which he had just discarded so many years of friendship were cast aside that
were he to come to her34 he could but weep. To this she sent in answer an
acrostic poem in which she said that in this new season when all things else
on earth put on altered hue, one thing alone remained as in the months gone
by—her longing for the child who like the passing year had vanished from
their sight.
But though hers may have been the greater grief we must not think that
there was not at that moment very deep emotion on both sides.
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We learn in Chapter XXXIV that he was made Commander of the Bodyguard
at the age of twenty-one. He is now twenty-two.
2

Genji’s son by Fujitsubo (supposed by the world to be the Emperor’s child)
had been made Heir Apparent.
3

An Emperor upon his succession was obliged to send one unmarried daughter
or grand-daughter to the Shintō Temple at Ise, another to the Shintō Temple at
Kamo. See Appendix II.
4

She was seven years older than Genji.

5

a Daughter of Prince Momozono. See above, p. 68.

6

We learn later that he was a son of Iyo no Kami.

7

Father of Princess Asagao; brother of the ex-Emperor and therefore Genji’s
paternal uncle.
8

The clash of coaches took place at the Purification. The actual matsuri
(Festival) takes place some days later.
9

I.e. astrologically.

10

Kokinshū 509.

11

The clash of the chariots at the Festival of Purification. Probably a quotation.

12

The jealous person is unconscious of the fatal effects which his jealousy is
producing.
13

Members of the Imperial family were not allowed to leave the Capital
without the consent of the Emperor.
14

A temporary building erected afresh for each new Virgin a few miles outside
Kyoto. She spent several years there before proceeding to Ise.
15

The Chinese version of the Sanskrit Saddharma Pundarika Sutra; see Sacred
Books of the East, Vol. 21.
16

The lying-in jacket.

17

These presents (ubuyashinai) were given on the third, fifth and ninth nights.

18

The ceremony of investing the newly elected officials.

19

Had she corresponded with someone who was in mourning, she would
herself have become unclean and been disqualified from attending upon her
daughter the Vestal Virgin.
20

Used in writing to people who were in mourning.

21

See p. 182.

22

Winter clothes are begun on the first day of the tenth month.

23

From a poem to a dead lady, by Liu Yü-hsi ( . . 772–842).
I saw you first standing at the window of Yü Liang’s tower;
Your waist was slender as the willow-trees that grow at Wu-ch‘ang.
My finding you and losing you were both like a dream;
Oh tell me if your soul dwells in the rain, or whether in the clouds above!

24

A husband in mourning may not wear winter clothes. The mourning lasts for
three months.
25

Fujitsubo.

26

Murasaki quotes the line in the form in which it occurs in Japanese MSS. of
Po Chü-i’s poem. The Chinese editions have a slightly different text. Cf. Giles’s
translation, History of Chinese Literature, p. 172.
27

On the Day of the Boar in the tenth month it was the custom to serve little
cakes of seven different kinds, to wit: Large bean, mungo, dolicho, sesamun,
chestnut, persimmon, sugar-starch.
28

On the third night after the first cohabitation it was the custom to offer up
small cakes (all of one kind and colour) to the god Izanagi and his sister
Izanami.

29

First, because the Rat comes at the beginning of the series of twelve animal
signs; secondly, because ‘Rat’ is written with a character that also means
‘baby.’
30

The phrase which I have translated ‘Divide by three’ also means ‘One of
three’ i.e. of the Three Mysteries (Birth, Marriage, Death). That is why
Koremitsu was ‘no longer in any doubt.’ But many other explanations of the
passage have been given. It is indeed one of the three major difficulties
enumerated by the old-fashioned Genji teachers.
31

Oborozukiyo. See above, p. 242.

32

I.e. become a concubine of the Emperor.

33

In addition to the one hanging on the frame.

34

Kiteba, ‘were he to come,’ also means ‘should he wear it.’
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So important a part do these ladies play in the Tale of Genji that the
reader may perhaps wish to know exactly what they were. I may say at the
outset that I have used the term ‘vestal’ merely for convenience. These
Virgins were not guardians of a sacred fire.
Ise.—Upon the accession of a new Emperor, a princess of the Imperial
House (preferably a daughter of the Emperor) was sent to be priestess of the
great Shintō shrines at Ise. According to the Nihongi (Bk. V; Emperor Sūjin
6th year1) ‘The gods Amaterasu and Ōkunidama were formerly both
worshipped in the Emperor’s Palace Hall. But the Emperor Sūjin was
frightened of having so much divine power concentrated in one place.
Accordingly he entrusted the worship of Amaterasu to the Princess
Toyosuku-iri, bidding her carry it out in the village of Kasanui in Yamato.’
Subsequently Amaterasu expressed a desire to be moved to Ise.
The Virgin was usually about twelve years old at the time of her
appointment. Cases however are recorded in which she was an infant of one
year old; or again, a woman of twenty-eight. Her office lasted till
(1) The Emperor died or resigned
(2) She herself died or became disabled
(3) Either of her parents died
(4) She misconducted herself.
Thus in . . 541 the Vestal, a certain Princess Iwane, misconducted
herself with Prince Mubaragi and was replaced. The process of preparing
the Virgin for her office lasted three years. She was first of all, after a
preliminary purification in running water handed over to the City guards.

Meanwhile, just outside the Capital, a special place of purification was built
for her, called the Palace-in-the-Fields. After a second River Purification
she took up her residence in this temporary Palace and stayed there till the
time came for her to settle at Ise. Before the journey to Ise she was again
purified in the River, and she appeared at the Imperial Palace to receive at
the Emperor’s hands the ‘Comb of Parting.’ No Virgin of Ise was appointed
after 1342.
Kamo.—The Virgin of Kamo, first instituted in . . 818 was a replica
of the Ise Virgin. She too had her Palace-in-the-Fields, three years of
purification, etc. The practice of sending a Virgin to Kamo was
discontinued in 1204.
Upon both Virgins curious speech-taboos were imposed. Thus they
called
death, ‘recovery’
illness, ‘taking a rest’
weeping, ‘dropping salt water’
blood, ‘sweat’
to strike, ‘to fondle’
a tomb, ‘an earth heap’
meat, ‘vegetables’

All words connected with Buddhism were taboo. Thus Buddha himself
was called ‘The Centre’; Buddhist scriptures were called ‘stained paper’; a
pagoda, ‘araragi’ (meaning unknown); a temple, ‘a tile-covered place’; a
priest (ironically), ‘hair-long’; a nun, ‘female hair-long’; fasting, ‘partial
victuals.’
To both Virgins was attached an important retinue of male officials.
These were appointed by the Emperor and no doubt acted as his agents and
informers in the districts of Ise and Kamo.
Probably the Ise Virgin was a very ancient institution which later
proved useful for political ends. The Virgin of Kamo, who does not appear
on the scene till the ninth century, was presumably instituted simply as a
means of spreading Court influence.
1

92 . . according to the usual chronology, which is however purely fictitious.
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